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About This Book

Jennifer joins her husband’s firm for some extra money, but finds herself playing assistant to Mrs. Wester instead, and the buxom, mature femdom isn’t playing fair.

Jennifer finds her daily tasks to be a mix of shoe and nylon worship, face-sitting services, and prepping Mrs. Wester for a daily dose of backdoor fun with Jennifer’s husband Michael.

As the spiral continues, Jennifer wonders when this humiliation will end!
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“I’m ready for you, Michael,” said Mrs. Wester, and she started to open her shirt and reveal the big set of tits that Michael was so fond of.

“I can’t find anything like that on my wife,” Michael grinned.

He stared at the full bra and the lacy material that lined the top of it.  He was sure he could make out Mrs. Wester’s dark nipple as it teased him.  He started to get hard.

Mrs. Wester rubbed her hands over her tits for the camera, knowing how fond her colleagues were of the work that she and Michael conducted in these meetings.

Jennifer was the office runt who couldn’t even make friends among the interns.  Michael was the only person there who tolerated her, and even that was becoming rare.

“Are you nice and hard for me, Mr. Richards?” asked Mrs. Wester, knowing the answer.

The femdom breathed deep and her breasts heaved in their bra.

“Let me show you ...” Michael said, and he stopped filming to address his belt.

Jennifer hadn’t even looked out from under Mrs. Wester yet.  She was left to use one of her only senses that weren’t smothered by her new boss, listening as her husband unzipped himself.

“That’s what I want,” Mrs. Wester said, and then Jennifer heard the clacking of her lips and Michael’s groan.

Michael fed himself into Mrs. Wester, watching as the lipsticked secretary made short work of his many inches.  She drove him to the depths of her throat and tickled at his balls while Jennifer continued to feast from below.

“Keep eating,” Mrs. Wester said, glancing down.  “You’ve got front-row tickets today.”

Jennifer knew what that meant, and she knew what the aftermath might be too.  She focused on her task and tried to ignore the turmoil of emotions bubbling inside her.

Mrs. Wester got Michael nice and soaked, using her spit as the lubricant that would ease his passing, although Jennifer’s busy tongue had done much to loosen Michael’s intended route.

“Right in my asshole now, Jennifer,” said Mrs. Wester.  “Michael is all stiff here and ready.  We don’t want to keep the boss waiting.”

Jennifer pressed her tongue into the widening O that was Mrs. Wester’s ass.  The hoop grew and Jennifer pushed a finger inside, feeling the warmth of Mrs. Wester’s colon.

“Make it easy for your husband,” breezed Mrs. Wester.  “I know how to look after him, even if you don’t.”
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