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Mrs. Wester grabbed a collar from the rack and placed it around Jennifer’s neck like it was nothing.  She looked her in the eye briefly.

“You belong to me now,” she said.

Jennifer knew it better than anybody, but just in case she didn’t, Mrs. Wester gripped her cheeks with one hand and then spat right in her face.

Jennifer flinched and closed her eyes, feeling the saliva roll down her cheek.  It was as though Mrs. Wester was daring her to do something.  Jennifer’s teeth gritted slightly, but nothing more occurred.

Mrs. Wester smiled knowingly, then she clipped a leash to the collar and yanked at it.

“On your knees,” she said.

Jennifer got the hard floor and crawled along it in discomfort, following Mrs. Wester who walked towards the saddle that Jennifer had spied earlier.

“Familiar with squirting?” asked Mrs. Wester.

Jennifer was confused, but Michael nodded.

“You don’t need to know what it is,” the mistress said to Jennifer.  “You just need to kneel.”

She set Jennifer in front of the half-drum device.  It was like a barrel of beer on its side, and Mrs. Wester straddled it.

Jennifer watched the joystick disappear into Mrs. Wester’s thick fur and she heard the groan of her femdom as the toy sank deep.

“Here,” she said, and she handed Michael a controller.  “When I say, increase the speed.”

Jennifer placed her hands on her thighs and knelt in front of Mrs. Wester.  Her heart raced in her chest.  The machine whirred to life and Mrs. Wester started to grunt and moan instantly.

Jennifer didn’t want to be turned on by it, but she couldn’t help herself.  The dislike she held for Mrs. Wester faded as she watched the older beauty begin to enjoy herself.  The primal urges that she displayed as she writhed on the machine gave Jennifer another angle of Mrs. Wester’s character.  She got off just the same as everyone else, or so Jennifer thought.

“Higher,” Mrs. Wester ordered, and Michael turned the dial.

Jennifer looked at him.  Michael gave her barely a glance.  He didn’t want to miss the show, and who could blame him.

In front of him, and at his mercy, sat Mrs. Wester, moaning and groaning.  Her brows furrowed with pleasured anguish and her lips parted.

“Higher!” she whined, and Jennifer started to smile too as she saw the façade slip.  Mrs. Wester lost control, or so it appeared.

You see, people like Mrs. Wester allow themselves to lose control, and when someone can do that, have they ever truly lost control?

Mrs. Wester knew the answer to that question, which is why she started a smile all of her own.  She felt the pressure build as the joy inside her rumbled her pussy.

She felt the fullness, and she felt the muscle straining to hold back the torrent.  Her pussy flexed and contracted around the intruder, then Michael took his cue and turned the machine higher still.  It rippled so quickly that its outline became a blur, and Mrs. Wester’s thighs shook with it.

Jennifer’s pupils were black and fat with lust.  She watched as Michael gave Mrs. Wester a gargantuan orgasm, and then marvelled as the secretary bounced up off the machine and pointed her flexing pussy right at Jennifer’s face.

A huge bloom of fluid squirted out from Mrs. Wester’s pussy, joined by a long, loud moan that bounced off the walls of their underground sex room.

Michael startled as he watched the squirting cascade cover his wife, ruining her white dress and turning her face and hair sodden.

Jennifer didn’t move.  Mrs. Wester took it as proof that she was truly broken.  Her spirit had left her, and as the warm squirt blasted from Mrs. Wester’s pussy, she knew she had the cuckquean she’d always wished for.
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The news came as a shock to Michael.  He stood opposite his loving wife of twenty years and started to wonder where things had gone wrong.

“You want to do what?” he asked.

Jennifer picked at her nails.  “I haven’t made this decision lightly.”

“Is it me?  Have I not been good enough?”

“No,” she said quickly, leaning in and putting her hand on his.  “You’ve always been good enough, that’s why I want to treat you.  It’s just ... we got together so early that neither of us ever had time to experiment, you know?”

“And you want to experiment like this?!”

Jennifer sighed.  “I just think it’d be fun, right?  I don’t know.  I think I kind of need it.”

“Who needs to be humiliated like that, Jen?  I mean, I don’t even know what that means?  Humiliated?  Not to mention watching me with someone else.”

“I’ve tried to ignore it, Mike, but I can’t anymore.  It’s like an itch deep inside me that needs scratching, and if I never try, I’ll always wonder.  Something’s been missing—but it’s not you.”

Michael pursed his lips, staring into his wife’s eyes for any kind of clue.

“Honestly, Michael,” she said.  “I just think you deserve it, and so do I.  Shit, most guys would be thrilled if their wife wanted them to fuck someone else.”

Jennifer laughed but her husband wasn’t yet on the same page.  Her giggle waned along with her smile as she held Michael’s hand.

“Please,” implored Jennifer.  “It can be anyone you want.  I’m kind of keen to see what kind of woman you pick, honestly.”

“It’s not like I can just go out shopping for them, Jen.”

“We could put out an advert.  Online or something?  There must be somewhere people go for this stuff?”

Michael’s mind whirred.  Jennifer watched as he thought, hoping he might pluck something from the ether.

He shrugged.  “There’s somebody.  Maybe.”

Jennifer smirked.  “Who?  Spill?  Someone you like?”

Michael’s brow furrowed, unsure of what emotion to display.  It wasn’t every day your wife of twenty years asked you to fuck another woman in front of her.

Jennifer gripped his hand tighter.  “You can tell me.  I won’t be mad, or upset, or blame you or anything.  I just want to know.”

“Someone from work,” Michael said.  “My new secretary.”

“You didn’t tell me you had a new secretary,” Jennifer grinned.

Michael turned stern.  “Jen ...”

Jennifer held up her hands.  “Sorry!  I was just interested!”

“She started a week or so back.  I don’t know ... she just has this way about her.”

“What’s she like?”

Michael’s face opened up in a smile and he pulled out his phone.  “You know what?  You can meet her.  It’s the Christmas party later this month.  She’ll be there.”

“You’re not gonna tell me anymore?”

Michael opened his mouth to speak but Jennifer burst in quickly.

“You know what, don’t tell me.  I want it to be a surprise.”

So, for the next couple of weeks Jennifer’s stomach did somersaults as she imagined the kind of woman that Michael might pick.  She pictured a young intern of around nineteen, all innocent and malleable.  She’d go for someone like Michael, Jennifer was sure of it.  Women that age have a thing about older guys in authority.

Meanwhile Michael worked his magic, if you can call it that.  He had to tread carefully, speaking in riddles for fear of some kind of workplace retribution.  It wasn’t a good look to sleep with people from work, especially if you had any kind of power over them.

He spoke to his secretary in suggestive undertones and felt his cock twitch as she flirted back with him.  Something about the way she curled her blonde hair to the side of those thick-rimmed spectacles; something about how professionally she took her role; something about the click of her heels and the sense of power that she strode across the office with; and those beautiful, powerful legs all clad in nylon, disappearing under that tight, pencil skirt that hugged her big, toned ass.  Michael was smitten all over again for only the second time in his life.

The day of the party Jennifer and Michael barely spoke.  The agreement was made, and each of them had come to terms with it.  Michael drove and Jennifer sat in the passenger seat in a small, white dress.  Michael thought back to a time when he used to drive Jen out to the movies and they’d sit next to each other all awkward and hormonal, wanting to kiss but not knowing if they should.

Now, at thirty-eight-years-old, those urges had faded.  Jennifer’s had been replaced by something much deeper and darker.  Despite knowing that this was what she wanted, she couldn’t articulate why.  It’d take a therapist to get to the bottom of it.  In the meantime, all she had was a secretary.

Michael strode into the party with Jennifer on his arm, all smiles.  They always added an extra layer to their love at parties like this.  It wasn’t that they didn’t love each other, far from it, just that they were so in love and so comfortable, that public displays of affection had fallen by the wayside years ago.

Here they touched and held each other’s hands, mingling with Michael’s superiors and exuding ‘Happily Married’ like it was tattoo etched on their skin.

When they got a moment to themselves Jennifer leaned in close to Michael and spoke out of the corner of her mouth.

“Is she here?  I can’t see her?”

“She’s not here yet,” Michael said.  “She’s a ‘fashionably late’ kind of woman.”

Jennifer bit her lip.  She was already beginning to feel jealous, and she hadn’t yet met the woman who’d soon replace her.

“Ahh,” Michael said, and he looked excitedly across at the elevator as a couple stepped out.  “Here she is.”

Jennifer’s head turned sharply.  She scanned the partygoers and locked eyes on a young, beautiful woman holding a serving tray.

“The waitress?” she gasped.

“No,” Michael said, and then he extended a hand to the side of his wife.

Jennifer was startled, noticing first the woman’s manicured hand and its painted nails.  The skin was tanned, and Jennifer followed the arm up towards a black, sequined cocktail dress that hung delightfully off the shoulder.  It was tough at first to draw her eye away from the plunging, inviting cleavage, but when she did, she was shocked to see the beautiful face of a much older woman, whose lush, blonde hair belied her years.

“So, you’re the one who’s been living on her husband’s paycheck,” the woman smirked, her voice elegantly British.  “I’m Mrs. Wester.  Nice to meet you.”

Jennifer had never been so disarmed.

“Mrs?” she said, choking slightly on her champagne.

“This is my better half,” said Mrs. Wester.  “Charles.”

“A pleasure,” said Charles, and he introduced his hand too.

He was of a similar age to his wife, somewhere over fifty and pleasant enough.  He had a meekness about him, and it was clear that his wife made the decisions in their relationship.

Michael stood and watched with a wide smile, enjoying the look on his wife’s face.  He knew for certain that she hadn’t expected someone like Mrs. Wester to be his choice, but now that Jennifer had seen her cuckcake, the selection made perfect sense.

Charles sensed the tension.

“I’m more than aware of the arrangement the three of you have,” he said, leaning in and keeping his voice hushed.  “I must say, I find it most exciting.  I’ll be thinking of you all when I’m in bed later tonight.”

“Tonight?” Jennifer asked.

“Getting cold feet, dear?” asked Mrs. Wester.

“No,” Jennifer said, quick and defiant.  “No, I just didn’t know is all.”

“Fun, isn’t it?” asked Charles.

Jennifer looked across at Mrs. Wester who wore a grin as she looked over the top of her champagne glass and took a sip.

“Two of us will be having fun,” said Mrs. Wester, and her husband laughed.

Jennifer’s throat turned tight.  She began to wonder what the hell she’d let herself in for, but she didn’t want to back out now and give her husband’s secretary the satisfaction.

“If you two will excuse us,” said Mrs. Wester.  “We’ll meet back up later, but for now, I’d like to mingle.”

She gave a nod and strode off into the party, being immediately set upon by one of Michael’s bosses.  Mrs. Wester was the kind of woman people wanted to introduce themselves to.

Michael stared as she left, and Jennifer noticed how his eyes rested on her big, shapely ass that bounced joyously in the confines of the cocktail dress.  It was much more pronounced and eye-catching than her own.

He followed her legs down, running his gaze over her black stockings.  Her calves flexed powerfully as she planted her heels down confidently.  The rhythmic click of them on the hard wooden floor seemed to cut through the noise of the party.

“What do you think?” asked Michael, turning to his wife with a broad, childlike smile.

“She old,” said Jennifer.

“She’s old-er.  But wow, look at her.”

Michael motioned to her again and took another moment to appreciate her figure.  It was like a letter ‘S’ on legs, all big tits at the top with a narrow waist, pulled in by the dress before it burst outwards to accommodate her ass.

“When you look up ‘hourglass figure’ in the dictionary, that’s what you see,” quipped Michael.

“Dictionaries don’t have pictures,” Jen snarked, and she found her expression resting in discomfort.

“We don’t have to do this,” Michael said.  “If she’s too intimidating, I get it.  She practically made me employ her.”

“She’s not too intimidating,” Jennifer lied.  She was too far in now to turn back, and Michael was enjoying the notion more and more.  Jennifer began to wonder what she’d unleashed.

She turned to the bar.  “I’m going to need another drink.”

Michael followed, talking in her ear about Mrs. Wester and the sexy business-suit that she’d wore to the interview.

Jennifer zoned out for a moment as she pictured her husband fucking his secretary while she watched.

“... and you’d think only wearing a bra under your suit-jacket was unprofessional, but she just rocked it.  It took everything not to look at her tits, but even when I looked at her face, I could still see them in my periphery, you know?  I couldn’t believe it when her resume said she was fifty-two.”

Jennifer flinched as that information hit her ear.  “Fifty-two?”

“She looks great, doesn’t she?”

Michael looked back at Mrs. Wester who spotted him staring and revelled in it.

Jennifer was in turmoil.  She’d have been more comfortable if her husband’s choice was someone in their twenties, that would make more sense, but the fact Jennifer had lost out to an older woman meant the humiliation had already begun.

She focused on it after she ordered a drink, noting how her stomach rolled and her veins pumped adrenaline through her body.  She took some comfort in the fact that she wouldn’t be performing, but if she knew what Mrs. Wester had in store for her, there’d be no comfort to be found.

Michael played the game now and Jennifer stood dutifully beside him as he cracked jokes and plied the higher-ups with alcohol.  She laughed when she remembered to, but her mind was elsewhere for much of the evening.

At around midnight Mrs. Wester approached them and the management that Michael had been talking to quickly gave her all the attention she commanded.  She stood tall and spoke confidently.

“If I might get a little moment with my boss,” she said to the crowd before settling her eyes on Michael.

“Of course, Mrs. Wester,” the men said, and from their hurried retreat you’d be forgiven for thinking Mrs. Wester was the boss around here.

“I think it’s time we took our leave,” she said to Michael.  She motioned back over her shoulder to where her husband sat slumped in a chair, his eyes closed and yet his hand still gripping a half-full champagne glass.

“Ahh,” said Michael.

“He won’t be any trouble,” Mrs. Wester said.  “I’ve booked him a hotel.”

The four of us entered the elevator with Michael keeping Charles upright.

“I think its marvellous,” Charles slurred.  “Truly marvellous that the three of you get along so well.”

“Let’s not be too presumptuous,” Mrs. Wester added, and she gave me a wry smile.  It felt as though I’d done something to offend her, but I couldn’t think what.

“I shall be thinking of you all,” Charles said as the elevator pinged open at the ground floor and its doors opened.

The wiry fifty-something staggered forwards and into the open door of a taxi.  Mrs. Wester spoke to the driver and then closed the door on her husband without so much as a kiss.

“Now,” she said, snapping her fingers and motioning a valet, “if I might invite the two of you back to ours, the fun can begin.”

Michael’s eyes bulged as he stood impressed.  Jennifer retreated into herself more and more as the minutes passed, but she was too proud to admit she might have made a mistake.  Besides, this uncertain, jealous energy felt like part of the kink.

Just then an immaculate, black Mercedes purred and rested in front of the three of them.  The valet got out and handed Mrs. Wester the keys.  She tipped him like this was something she did regularly, then she took off her high-heels and handed them to Jennifer.

“Look after them for me, sweetie,” she said.  “You’re in the backseat.”

Mrs. Wester was still taller than Jennifer, even without her heels.  She seemed to make that fact known as she stood close and stared down.

Jennifer looked down at the shoes.  They cost more than her entire wardrobe.  She clutched them close as her husband opened the backdoor for her.

Jennifer got in as Mrs. Wester sat in the driving seat.  Michael sat in the front and buckled up.  Jennifer was about to do the same behind him, but Mrs. Wester was displeased.

“Sit in the middle,” she said.  “I want to keep my eye on you.”

Jennifer dutifully scooted over and snapped the buckle shut across her waist.  She stroked her thumb over the smooth, black, polished leather and looked at the sole inside.

“Christian Laboutin,” she read quietly.

“Yes, they are,” said Mrs. Wester, and she looked in the rearview at Jennifer.  Jennifer held her gaze for a moment.

“Lick them,” said Mrs. Wester, and it caused Michael to look across at her quickly.

“Sorry?” asked Jennifer.

“Lick them,” Mrs. Wester asserted simply.

She continued to drive as Jennifer looked down at the shoes.  They looked spotless, but that was beside the point to Jennifer.  She’d never in her life had anyone demand—

“Lick them.”

Jennifer looked ahead and caught Mrs. Wester’s gaze again.  Michael looked back and nodded to the shoes, quietly urging Jennifer to submit.  Perhaps this was a test, she thought.

Jennifer brought the shoe to her mouth slowly and teased out her tongue.  It touched the smooth leather and earned a hum of approval from Mrs. Wester.

The second Jennifer heard it she started to run her tongue along the side of the shoe, following its contours until the surface of her muscle had run dry.

“Good,” said Mrs. Wester, and Jennifer reapplied the saliva to her tongue and started to do it again.

“There’s our cuck,” Mrs. Wester said, and she started to rub at Michael’s thigh.

Jennifer watched her slender, long-nailed fingers tickle down Michael’s thigh.  His leg moved forwards slowly to accommodate the growth of his cock in his pants.  Mrs. Wester knew just what she was doing.  Jennifer had a lot of questions, but right now her tongue was busy.

As she licked over Mrs. Wester’s shoes she wondered just who this woman was, and how she’d came under Michael’s employ.  It seemed Mrs. Wester belonged to the aristocrats and that being a secretary was some kind of hobby to her, or a twisted game that afforded her nights like this.  Jennifer lapped at the high heels and wondered how everything had slotted together so neatly.

“You can stop now,” said Mrs. Wester.

Jennifer dutifully obliged.  She pulled her lips between her teeth and felt embarrassed at how quickly Mrs. Wester had broken her, but there was something about her assertive, British accent that made it hard to rebel against.  She spoke cooly and calmly, with only the slightest twist of the knife in her words when things didn’t go her way.  It was enough to instantly correct whatever she deemed wrong.

“I think your husband has something for me,” said Mrs. Wester, and this time her hand settled right on his crotch.  “Ahh,” she smiled.  “There is it.”

She looked across the front of the cab as she squeezed at Michael’s hard cock.  Jennifer leaned over to the right and peeked as the dominant secretary squeezed at Michael’s stiffness.  No woman had ever been near him like that before, and it was merely a taste of what was to come for Jennifer.

“Sit up straight,” said Mrs. Wester sternly, and Jennifer found herself doing exactly that in an instant.

Mrs. Wester glared in the rearview, but she didn’t yet take her hands off Michael’s cock.  She stroked along it and gauged his size in her mind.  It was more than adequate.

The glamorous secretary pressed a button above the sun visor as she turned into a driveway, and a set of resplendent wrought-iron gates opened and allowed the Mercedes through them.

“Wow,” Michael said, stunned in the passenger seat.

Jennifer looked out of both windows as a lengthy front-garden passed them by before they arrived at the top of the driveway.

Mrs. Wester shut the car off and looked across at Michael.  “Welcome.”

She got out from the car and closed the door, leaving Michael to look back at Jennifer with wide-eyes and a child-like smile.

“Have you seen this place?!”

Jennifer didn’t reply.

“We don’t have to go ahead with this, you know?” Michael said.

“We’re doing it,” Jennifer said curtly.

Michael swallowed and nodded.  Mrs. Wester opened the rear door and thrust a hand inside.

“My shoes,” she said.

Jennifer handed them over and Mrs. Wester put a foot up on the backseat to don each in turn.

Jennifer looked at her wide calves and the way the stockings disappeared into darkness up under her tight skirt.

She placed the shoes on slowly in front of Jennifer, and it had the desired effect.  She stared at Mrs. Wester’s beautiful feet as they slipped inside the perfectly fitted heels.

Afterwards Mrs. Wester slid the top of her skirt up ever so slightly, revealing more and more thigh until the thick band at the top of her stocking was visible.

She peered beneath to make sure Jennifer was paying attention, then she caught Michael in the front seat, looking too.

“Come inside,” she said, and she planted her feet onto the gravel driveway and strode towards the front door.

Mrs. Wester led the couple through a set of double doors that were taller than any man.  Michael and Jennifer barely had time to open their mouths and gasp as their femdom led them through the marble foyer and down a set of stairs at the back of her enormous kitchen-diner.

“A basement too,” said Michael, and he looked back to Jennifer who gave a half smile.

“I’ll give you the grand tour later,” said Mrs. Wester.  “But for now ... welcome to my dungeon.”

The words hit Jennifer’s ear and shiver rippled down her spine.  At the bottom of the stairs the room opened to reveal the extent of Mrs. Wester’s hobby.

Though she referred to it as a dungeon, the room was anything but.  There was no exposed brickwork or iron chains, but there was an enormous selection of toys around the room and a futon-style bed in the centre, all plush with white sheets and plump pillows.  The walls were smooth and painted white and the room was bright.  There was nowhere to hide here.

Jennifer scanned the walls and took note of the few items whose purpose she could discern.  She imagined the gasmask was in case of a fire, and that Mrs. Wester must ride horses.  Why else would you need a riding crop?  Besides, she certainly had the ass of someone familiar with the saddle.

Then it clicked for Jennifer as she spotted the faux saddle off to the side of the bed on the floor.  It must have been some kind of jockey simulator as it had a power lead, but Jennifer had no idea why there was a joystick on top of it.

“I’ll let you feel how comfortable the bed is, Jennifer,” said Mrs. Wester, and she guided her around to it.  Jennifer was rightly cautious at this brief display of affection. 

Mrs. Wester turned Jennifer around so that her back was to the mattress.  She leaned in to kiss her and Michael held his breath.  Jennifer closed her eyes just before their lips touched then she felt a sudden force at both of her shoulders.

She was thrust backwards, and the mattress tripped her heels.  Her panic soared briefly, before the cushioned embrace of the eiderdown comforter caught her fall.

Jennifer smiled as she felt the cool embrace of the duvet against her skin, then she saw the grin of Mrs. Wester who stood next to her husband and looked down on her.

“She looks a little too comfortable, doesn’t she?” said the secretary.

Michael nodded in agreement.

Mrs. Wester put her feet about a yard apart and stood at the foot of the bed.  She reached under her black, pencil skirt and yanked her panties down over her suspenders.  Jennifer watched them fall over her nylons and Mrs. Wester stepped out of them as though it was the most normal thing in the world.

She reached for Michael’s hand and guided him underneath.  Michael knelt slightly and Jennifer watched, trying to hide her horror.

Michael searched upwards and Mrs. Wester’s eyes closed with a satisfied grunt as he found the spot he was looking for.

His fingers danced over the slick folds, feeling the hair around her.  He’d imagined someone as classy as Mrs. Wester to be clean-shaven, but her hairy bush only delighted him further.  It felt somewhat naughty that she was untrimmed.

“Good, Michael,” Mrs. Wester said.  “Get me ready for her.”

Neither Michael nor Jennifer quite knew what Mrs. Wester was referring to, but they didn’t say a word.  Michael kept on glancing to Jennifer for any sign of surrender, but nothing came.

Mrs. Wester guided Michael back to his feet.  She turned to him and started to open his buckle, yanking it undone and looking to Jennifer.  The dominant secretary drew satisfaction from the fearful look in Jennifer’s eye but knowing how desperately Jennifer wanted this only served to drive her forward.

“You probably don’t want to see this next part,” Mrs. Wester said.  “Matter of fact ... let’s make sure you don’t.”

Mrs. Wester left Michael unbuckled with his cock not yet released.  She hoisted her skirt up until the thin straps of her suspenders could be seen, then she walked forwards and, unceremoniously, sat right down on Jennifer’s face.

The last thing Jennifer saw was the thick, black hair of Mrs. Wester’s pussy.  She was trimmed perfectly in a triangle of fur that sat above her hood, but the outside of her pussy was unkempt.

Soon Jennifer’s face was smothered by Mrs. Wester’s pussy, and she teased out her tongue to sample her mistress’s mature folds.

Jennifer tasted the sweet, saltiness on her tongue and probed inside at the creamy interior.  Mrs. Wester was clearly enjoying herself, and she hadn’t yet succumbed to menopause, as evidenced by the wetness that Jennifer was feeling across her face.

Mrs. Wester wriggled herself into position until Jennifer could scarcely breathe.  Every gasp meant a taste or a lick of Mrs. Wester’s hirsute sex.

Jennifer’s hearing though, was unaffected.  She listened as Michael came to the top of the bed and unfastened himself, then she listened to the clacking wetness of Mrs. Wester’s lips as they slid over Michael’s big, stiff cock.
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