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“Come and watch him,” Mrs. Wester moaned.  “Watch him eat my cunt.”

Jennifer stood up and walked towards her naked husband as he lay between Mrs. Wester’s legs.  Michael’s mouth was planted over his older secretary’s sex and his jaw was bouncing.

He pulled back and let Jennifer see his tongue striking Mrs. Wester’s clit, then he mouthed right over her again and pushed his tongue into her sex.

“Yes!” burst Mrs. Wester, bunching her tits, and squeezing her nipples.

Jennifer stared down on the scene and had an out-of-body experience.  It was as though she was watching herself from above, watching the scene of debauchery as a way of coping with it all.

“Lick it,” came Mrs. Wester’s words, and Jennifer snapped back to the room.

“Lick his arse,” Mrs. Wester dared.

Jennifer looked down on her husband’s toned, smooth cheeks.  He didn’t take his mouth off his lover for a second.

Jennifer fell onto her childhood bed and moved tentatively to her husband’s ass.  She touched his thigh to announce her arrival, then she moved her hands up to his cheeks.  Jennifer had thought she’d be merely spectating, but Mrs. Wester’s mind had changed.

“Lick his nasty arse,” the secretary demanded.

Jennifer couldn’t deny her.  She didn’t know how.  She spread his cheeks wide and stared at the tight muscle that stretched beneath her.  Her face moved forwards and she pressed her tongue against Michael, listening to the muffled moan escape him.

Mrs. Wester moaned too, feeding off Michael’s excited hums that vibrated her delicate pussy.

“Yes, that’s it,” she strained, and Jennifer could tell her climax was close.

Michael wore her pussy-hair like a moustache, flexing his tongue along the swollen, plump folds.  He rubbed over Mrs. Wester’s smooth tights and squeezed at her strong calves.

“Yes!” she burst, and her legs started to tremble.

Jennifer knew that Mrs. Wester’s pussy would be quivering on her husband’s face, right at the moment that Jennifer’s tongue was stabbing into Michael’s asshole.

She’d never eaten her husband’s ass before, but Michael’s groans and the jerking of his cock told her that it was something he enjoyed.  Either that or he was so in love with the idea of mouthing Mrs. Wester’s pussy that he couldn’t let the moment pass without working his dick.

Jennifer thought back to Mrs. Wester’s sputtering ass as it spat her husband’s cum out all over Jennifer’s face.  That was another moment that would live with her forever too.

Mrs. Wester was breathing hard now as she came out of the other side of her climax.  She moved off Michael’s face and turned on all-fours.  Jennifer looked over Michael’s ass and saw Mrs. Wester’s soaked pussy, and the dot of her asshole above it.

“Fuck my arse,” said the secretary.

Michael moved forwards and away from Jennifer’s tongue.  It was clear that he much preferred the tight grip of Mrs. Wester’s ass more than he enjoyed the tongue of his wife in his.

Jennifer was left staring as her husband got up and angled his cock down towards Mrs. Wester’s impossibly tight hole.
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Jennifer walked through the large rotating doors of Cooper & Morgan, the firm that her husband Michael worked for.

She looked around the room cautiously, feeling her nerves biting at her insides.  She didn’t often make workplace visits and she wasn’t entirely sure why she’d made this one.

After her husband’s new secretary Mrs. Wester had put her firmly in her place, Jennifer had had a crisis of confidence.  Today’s visit was in defiance of that, but she couldn’t be sure that it would work.  She’d found surrendering to Mrs. Wester almost liberating, but the aftermath of jealous guilt and shame was taking its toll.

“I’m here for Michael Richards.  He knows I’m coming,” Jennifer told the receptionist.

“Bear with me one second,” said the lady behind the desk.  “Who shall I say is calling?”

“It’s Jennifer.  His wife.”

The secretary dialed upstairs, and Jennifer stood awkwardly on the other side of the desk.  She wasn’t used to office life, and she’d felt it necessary to retrieve an old blue suit from her wardrobe to try and look the part.

“Hello, Mrs. Wester,” said the receptionist into the receiver, and Jennifer found that the name alone cut right through her.  She leaned in subtly and ran her nail along the edge of the receptionist’s tall desk, hoping to listen.

“Send her up,” she heard Mrs. Wester say, and it sounded like there was a degree of satisfaction in her words.  She had already begun to order Jennifer around once more.

“Go on up,” said the receptionist.  “Your husband is on floor eleven, right at the end of the hall.  You’ll see the name on his door.”

Jennifer clicked her way across the tiled floor towards the elevator, pulling at her suit.  It was a tight fit.  Jennifer hadn’t worn it in some time.

She stepped inside and hit the button for floor eleven, taking a deep breath as the elevator ascended.

“What are you doing, Jennifer?” she asked herself.

The elevator doors binged open, and Jennifer stared down the long corridor at the wooden door at the end.  The nameplate glinted, but she couldn’t read it from here.

She walked the carpeted hallway and noted how some of the offices on either side had walls of glass and others were private.  She heard the conversations of some of the people within and saw meetings occurring in others.

Some of the people glanced in her direction as Jennifer made her way to her husband’s office.  She imagined people nudging the ribs of the person next to them to point at Jennifer, as though everyone knew her filthy, naughty secret.

She’d hoped Mrs. Wester was a woman of discretion, but she had no cause to believe that.  For all Jennifer knew, Mrs. Wester had already regaled the entire floor with how she’d bound Jennifer and squirted all over her face before taking her husband in her ass.

Jennifer touched at her lip and remembered catching her husband’s cum as it sputtered from Mrs. Wester’s spent asshole in their previous encounter.  It was naughty and sordid and wrong, but Jennifer had already recounted it a thousand times.

The contrast between that debauched act and the almost clinically clean hallways of her husband’s office was stark.

She raised her hand and rapped her knuckles on the heavy wooden door that bore her husband’s name.

“Enter,” came the booming voice of Mrs. Wester inside.

Jennifer closed her eyes and pushed her way into Mrs. Wester’s world.  When she opened them again, she saw a smiling Mrs. Wester, sat proud with a straight back and broad shoulders at her desk with a posture that belied her fifty-something years.  Today she wore a brilliant white, double-breasted office dress that showed off her bronzed skin.

Once more Mrs. Wester’s beautiful tits were pushed up together and the cleavage sat alluringly above the open top button of her dress.  Jennifer thought that Mrs. Wester only got away with dressing so provocatively because no one had the balls to tell her to do otherwise.

Mrs. Wester’s blonde hair was pulled back in a tight bun.  Her thick-rimmed spectacles framed her lusty gaze.  Jennifer felt her scrutiny immediately as her eyes surveyed Jennifer’s outfit.

“I’ve something much more fitting for you at home if you’d like, dear,” said Mrs. Wester.  “Don’t worry.  It’s not another dog collar.”

Jennifer wanted to slap Mrs. Wester’s red-painted lips and kiss them in equal measure.

“I’m just here for my husband,” said Jennifer, and she started to walk towards the door behind which Michael worked.

“Wait!” cried Mrs. Wester, with a finger in the air.

Jennifer froze on the spot like a loyal hound.  She looked at Mrs. Wester and the immaculate suit that hugged her body tightly.  Jennifer wondered if the dom had donned her corset again, or whether her waistline was naturally so trim.  The latter wouldn’t surprise her.

“Let me check that he isn’t on a call,” Mrs. Wester said.

She phoned through and stared at Jennifer as she waited for Michael to pick-up.

“Mr. Richards, your wife is here,” said Mrs. Wester.

Jennifer watched as Mrs. Wester nodded and smiled.

“Yes, I suppose she does look lovely in her own way.  Shall I send her through?”

Mrs. Wester placed the phone back down carefully and took her time to speak.  Jennifer was hanging on her word, and Mrs. Wester enjoyed the power.

“Your husband will see you now,” she smiled.

Jennifer nodded and forced a smile.  She opened the door to her husband’s office and closed it behind her.  Michael sat with his feet up on the desk.  The city view behind him was impressive.

“Hey there, Mr. Boss-man,” Jennifer teased, smiling the first genuine smile since she’d set foot in the building.

Michael kicked his feet off the desk and stood up.  “You look great, honey.  To what do I owe this pleasure?”

He met his wife on the carpet and gave her a kiss on the cheek.  Jennifer looked back cautiously to the door behind which Mrs. Wester worked.

“You’ve come for her?” Michael asked.

“No,” Jennifer answered quickly.  “I wondered if you wanted a dinner date.  Just get out of here for an hour and eat something together?”

“Can’t.  I ate a few minutes ago and I’ve got an appointment in forty-five minutes.”

“A drink then?”

Michael pulled a face that told Jennifer everything she needed to know.

“Where did you eat?” asked Jennifer.

“Mrs. Wester took me out to a burger place downtown.  It was incredible, honey.  We should go!”

Jennifer was immediately uncomfortable.

“You’re not still caught up on that are you?” Michael said.  “You wanted that, remember?”

“I know that, Michael.  I was just taken aback, is all.”

“We don’t have to do it again.”

“I didn’t say I didn’t want to do it again ...”

“That is why you’re here,” Michael beamed.

“It’s isn’t!”

“Wait one second,” Michael said, and he got on the phone to Mrs. Wester.

“Michael!” hissed Jennifer.

“Yes, uh, Mrs. Wester, could you come in here please.  My wife is stepping out of line.”  Michael nodded and pulled a face to Jennifer as he rolled his tongue in his mouth.  “Uh-huh.  Yep.  Punished.”

Jennifer’s face was a look of excited shock.  “What the hell are you doing?!”

“Exactly what I know you want,” said Michael, and he sat back on the edge of his large, wooden desk.

Mrs. Wester didn’t knock.  She strode through the door and closed it behind her, standing tall and looking immaculately presented.  Today her shoes were Versace, and they were just as brilliantly white as her dress.

Jennifer’s light-blue suit was off the rack.  She’d bought it a few years ago and only worn it once.  She’d begrudged paying the two-hundred dollars for it at the time.  That couldn’t have even got her half of one of Mrs. Wester’s shoes.

“On your knees,” Mrs. Wester said from nowhere.

Michael started to smile.  He looked at Jennifer who looked at him.  She stalled.

“You heard her,” said Michael.

“Don’t look at him,” said Mrs. Wester, and she strode towards Jennifer and pinched her face in her hand.  “Look at me.”

Jennifer felt the thrill all over again as the emotions descended on her like a tidal wave.  She stared at Mrs. Wester’s mouth and waited for her to spit.

Mrs. Wester pushed her face away.  “On your knees.”

Jennifer dropped to the floor slowly, getting on all fours.  She watched as Mrs. Wester moved to her husband and started to pull at his belt.

Michael stood up.  Jennifer could see him growing in his pants, but Mrs. Wester wasn’t focused on that for now.  Instead, she unclasped his belt and pulled it out through the loops.

“Mind if I borrow this?” she asked.

“Be my guest,” Michael smiled.  He seemed excited by what his secretary might do next.

“We have to improvise, don’t we,” said Mrs. Wester as she walked towards Jennifer.  She made a loop with the belt and put it over Jennifer’s head, tightening it around her neck.

Jennifer felt the delicious constriction as the leather gripped her throat.  She looked up at Mrs. Wester and her face turned red.

“There’s our little slut,” said the femdom.  “This is a better color for her, isn’t it Michael?  It really brings out the awful blue of that suit.”

Jennifer’s eyes ran up the white stockings that disappeared under Mrs. Wester’s little skirt.  Mrs. Wester brought her shoe up and put it right on Jennifer’s shoulder as though she were a foot stool.  Jennifer could see now that Mrs. Wester had forgone panties that day.  Her thick bush was all Jennifer could see.  Mrs. Wester big calves touched Jennifer’s hair as she awaited her instruction.

“I think my shoes might be a little dirty,” Mrs. Wester said, and she placed her foot back down beneath Jennifer.  “Lick.”

Michael moved and stood beside his secretary, watching as she pulled the belt upwards as Jennifer’s head stooped.

Jennifer felt her scalp prickle as she was starved of oxygen.  She felt as though she had to obey orders, and she pushed harder against the pull of Mrs. Wester until she could tongue at the smooth, polished leather that looked almost like plastic.

“Good,” said Mrs. Wester.  “Take yourself out for me, Michael.”

Jennifer was left to listen as Michael unfastened his suit pants.  They were so comfortable with each other that it made Jennifer wonder how often this happened.

She heard her husband groan, and the shuffle of fabric could be heard above.  Jennifer dutifully continued to lick around Mrs. Wester’s shoes.  She felt her pussy turn wet as she committed the degrading act.  This was where she belonged.

“She’s a good little slut, your wife,” Mrs. Wester said.

“She is,” moaned Michael.

Jennifer held the smooth calves of Mrs. Wester as she lapped at her footwear.  She started to rub, feeling the silky fabric beneath her touch, and running her hands up to the knee.

“You want my pussy, don’t you?” Mrs. Wester said.

Jennifer looked up and saw her husband’s hard cock in Mrs. Wester’s hand.  Her mistress pulled at it slowly.  Michael was looking down and his face was a picture of heady ecstasy already.

“What should we make her do, Michael?” asked Mrs. Wester.

“She should lick your pussy,” Michael said.

“She should, shouldn’t she?”

Mrs. Wester pulled at the hastily made leash and Jennifer crawled on the floor until she was beside the black leather chairs that sat off to the side of the room.

The commanding dom sat on one of them and split her legs wide, revealing that she was indeed without panties.

Michael didn’t flinch, and Jennifer realized that he must have known Mrs. Wester was going commando.  Perhaps he’d requested it.

“You can do this bit for her, Michael,” said Mrs. Wester.  “Push her face against my pussy, would you?”

Michael walked over with a smirk.  He gripped his wife’s hair and Jennifer let out a little whimper.  He pressed her face against the thick hair of Mrs. Wester and Jennifer started to tongue through the fur until she met the wet flesh of her much older mistress.

“Take the belt, Michael,” Mrs. Wester said, and she gave him control.

He held it as his wife fed on Mrs. Wester’s pussy, rubbing her hands up the silken nylons and squeezing at her calves and thighs.  Mrs. Wester watched herself be serviced, but still she wasn’t happy.

“Tighter, Michael,” she said.

Michael pulled at the belt and Jennifer fought against it.  The veins in her forehead became pronounced as she sucked and licked on Mrs. Wester, her eyes turning red.

She gasped a breath and heard the rasping sound of air passing through the narrow passage of her throat.  Michael loosed his grip and Jennifer breathed deep and hard against Mrs. Wester’s pussy before pulling away to suck in more air.

“Good boy,” she said to Michael.  She hooked her foot behind Jennifer’s head and pulled her into her pussy again.  “I didn’t say stop.”

Jennifer tongued up the soaked groove and teased at Mrs. Wester’s clit as the secretary gave more instructions to her boss in what had become an amusing role reversal.

“Pull down her pants,” Mrs. Wester said.  “Let’s get that beautiful little arse of hers out again.”

The buxom secretary pushed out her crotch and put her hand on the back of Jennifer’s head.  She forced her against her pussy, smothering her deep breaths with her lips and fur.

Michael fought at his wife’s pants and ripped the cheap fabric in his haste.  Jennifer felt the sting of those lost dollars, and then felt a deeper humiliation as her husband bared her ass to the room.

He tugged down her pants and panties in one, revealing the toned, shapely ass beneath.  Jennifer’s butt was a milky white, having not seen much sun that year.

“Here,” Jennifer said, and she unfastened the belt at Jennifer’s neck before addressing her.  “You’re lucky, you know that?”

Mrs. Wester handed the belt to Michael.  “Whip her arse,” she said, then she looked down at Jennifer.  “Did I say you could stop eating my cunt?”

Jennifer put her face back to Mrs. Wester’s pussy, tonguing as best she could while anticipating the smack from behind.

Michael wrapped the belt around his fist and held the buckle.  The loose end swayed briefly before he brought his arm around in an arc and struck Jennifer harder than he’d intended.

The flat of the leather caught her cheeks and Mrs. Wester felt the ensuing intake of breath against her soaked core.  It was the first thing so far to give her pleasure.

“Yes!” burst Mrs. Wester, relishing the crack of leather on ass.  “More.”

Jennifer could already feel the hot sting.  Michael brought his arm around again and swept another smack down across Jennifer’s backside.

The red marks crossed each other, and Jennifer’s skin rose slightly along the outside of the rouge strips.  Mrs. Wester started to moan, signaling to Michael that he should continue.

Jennifer’s eyes were welling with tears, yet inexplicably she looked forward to the next brutal lashing.  In her mind, she deserved it.

The leather whipped through the air, cutting through it noisily until it stopped abruptly against Jennifer’s soft skin.  Michael almost felt bad but seeing Mrs. Wester enjoying herself made it all worthwhile.

The femdom started to come, and Jennifer could feel the ripples of Mrs. Wester’s pussy against her mouth.

“Hit her again!” whined Mrs. Wester.

Michael gave Jennifer his hardest yet, bringing the thin strip of leather around at breakneck pace and meeting the blushing ass of Jennifer once more.

This time Jennifer strained a grunt and cried out.  As her mouth opened Mrs. Wester puller her onto her pussy and felt the vibrations of her whimpers on her sensitive pussy lips.

She oozed out her release on Jennifer’s face and Jennifer felt it on her tongue as she lapped into the soaked core of her mistress.  Mrs. Wester wriggled, climaxing easily now that she’d been satisfied by Jennifer’s pain.

Michael looked down on the latticework of red marks that adorned his wife’s ass.  He’d turned something beautiful into something crude, but that wasn’t the last of Jennifer’s humiliating degradation.

“I take it she still hasn’t had you in her arse?” asked Mrs. Wester in her typically British accent.

“No,” said Michael.

“Do it,” said Mrs. Wester.  “Now.  No ceremony, no lube, no nothing.  Fuck her ass.  Now.”

Jennifer swallowed hard and looked back at Michael.  His cock was still rock-solid.  Turning his wife’s ass several shades of purplish red hadn’t dissuaded him.

“I’ll do it,” said Mrs. Wester.  “Stay there, you slut.”

She got up from the seat and walked to Michael, taking his cock and steering him around behind his wife.

“You didn’t hold back, did you?” Mrs. Wester wowed, looking at the tattoo of bruises on Jennifer’s ass.

Jennifer kept her posture as though it was a measure of defiance.  She stared ahead at the seat Mrs. Wester had just sat in as she felt her husband’s hard cock arrive at her hoop.

“Push it in,” demanded Mrs. Wester, and she smudged Michael’s tip against Jennifer’s tight knot.

Jennifer couldn’t open if she tried.  Michael pressed, but it wasn’t enough.  Mrs. Wester wasn’t discouraged.  She pulled his cock out of the way and then spat, landing a dollop of saliva right on the recess of Jennifer’s virginal asshole.

“Again,” she insisted.

This time Jennifer felt her husband make slow and painful progress.  Jennifer started to moan, and it quickly became a whining shriek as her asshole relented and started to expand over Michael’s thick crown.

Mrs. Wester watched as Jennifer’s asshole swallowed Michael up.  She looked ahead at Jennifer’s moaning face and relished her handiwork.  She had stripped Jennifer of a sacred virginity that she’d hoped to keep.  There was no greater power than that.
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