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About This Book

Mrs. Wester is in a vicious mood when she returns from a late-night party.  She descends on Jennifer and berates her mercilessly before wrapping her face in pantyhose and making a seat of it while Jennifer’s husband Michael takes Mrs. Wester deep in the ass.  Read as Michael finishes before Jennifer is left to clean up!
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She continued to tongue at Mrs. Wester’s asshole, knowing that if she stopped she might frustrate the towering domme further.

Mrs. Wester grinded her butt down on the wilting Jennifer, rubbing her ass against Jennifer’s pantyhose-clad face.  The sensation of the soft garment over the contours of Jennifer’s face was a delight for Mrs. Wester to feel.

The domme yanked the front of her dress down and showed Michael her impeccable breasts.  Michael would never tire of them.  He pushed them together with his hands and thrust his hips forwards, sending his cock deep and smothering his wife’s chin with his balls.

Jennifer struggled to breathe.  The tights made it difficult on their own, but so did the enveloping flesh of Mrs. Wester’s butt as it made a saddle of her face.

But neither Mrs. Wester nor Michael cared about that.  Michael only cared about how Mrs. Wester’s wet pussy gripped his cock, and Mrs. Wester cared only for how far Michael could stuff himself inside her, and how clean Jennifer could make her ass.

“I want it sparkling down there for your husband,” Mrs. Wester said, then she put her mouth close to Michael’s ear.  “He’s going to thrust his hard cock in my ass soon, so you better get it ready.”

Jennifer lapped harder, though it was almost pointless.  Her tongue alone couldn’t breach the well-made fabric of Mrs. Wester’s Wolford pantyhose, but it could get it wet enough to ease the passing of her husband’s cock through it.

Michael pumped against Mrs. Wester’s pussy, clapping his pubic bone against her as the pair pressed their foreheads to each other.

“I want you to fuck my asshole, Michael,” said Mrs. Wester.  “I want it in my ass while I sit on this dumb cunt’s face.”

“I want to feel that,” said Michael.

“Feel my warm asshole around you, squeezing your cock—begging for your cum.”

“Oh, Mrs. Wester,” Michael sighed, his jaw rattling.  “You know just how to please me.”

Jennifer sat beneath the pair, playing voyeur to their eroticism.  She made fists into the carpet and pushed her face up against Mrs. Wester, keen not to disappoint and incur more of her wrath.

“Have Jennifer clean my pussy off your cock,” Mrs. Wester said.

Michael pulled back his cock and looked down on his wife’s wrapped face, wondering how he might satisfy Mrs. Wester’s request.

“Here,” said Mrs. Wester and she reached down for Jennifer’s face.  “Open your mouth!  Open it!”

Jennifer parted her lips wide, and the pantyhose stretched across her open mouth.

“Look at you,” Mrs. Wester said, shaking her head.  “You look like an idiot.”

She pressed her long nails into Jennifer’s mouth and the fabric of the pantyhose cracked and broke.  Mrs. Wester made the hole wider until Jennifer’s tongue could make its way out from the tight embrace of the garment.

“Feed it her,” Mrs. Wester said.

Michael pointed his cock at his wife’s mouth and pushed it inside.  Her wet mouth homed him inside it, and the tip of his cock pressed against the soft palate at the back of her throat.  Jennifer spluttered and Michael pulled back.

“You can do better than that, you pathetic little bitch,” Mrs. Wester spat, and Jennifer felt the sting of criticism as it gripped her veins.
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Jennifer stood at the kitchen basin, hand-washing Mrs. Wester’s pantyhose just as she’d requested.  Jennifer had been told explicitly not to use the washing machine.  Mrs. Wester’s garments were of the highest class and the rough spinning of the machine would be no good for them at all.  Besides, why should Jennifer get an evening to herself?

While Jennifer stayed home and scrubbed, her husband Michael and Mrs. Wester partied.  They were becoming quite the socialites.  Jennifer was never allowed to mingle much with the higher-ups at Michael’s company, but Mrs. Wester fit right in amongst them.

The party though, had been somewhat of a wash-out, and Mrs. Wester and Michael had left early much to Mrs. Wester’s annoyance.  She’d hoped for an evening of frivolities but had been left disappointed.

Mrs. Wester brought her energy and emotion home with her, and when she crossed the threshold of Jennifer’s and Michael’s home with Michael trailing behind her, she was not in a good mood.

Jennifer heard the door and stopped scrubbing.  She could feel her heart pounding, because the two possible scenarios were both a frightening thrill.  Either Jennifer was about to face an intruder, or Mrs. Wester had returned home early.

Jennifer turned at the basin and looked back with curious trepidation.  She heard the click of high heels, but no sensation of relief followed it.  Jennifer would have perhaps been happier to see a burglar.

“You’re back early?” asked Jennifer as Mrs. Wester appeared now in the door.

The domme stood tall in her stilettos, hand made by Manolo Blahnik in a fetching blue satin that matched her skin-tight mini dress.

The impeccable Raisa Vanessa dress hugged Mrs. Wester’s frame as though it was shrink-wrapped.  The dress was so thin and close-to-the-skin that Mrs. Wester had forgone a bra, much to the delight of the older men at the party.

Jennifer tried not to stare at Mrs. Wester’s beautiful nipples that punched out against the bust of her dress as she stood powerfully in the doorway, her legs astride.  The sheer-black, nylon, Gucci pantyhose ran up her powerful legs and disappeared beneath the shortest of skirts.  Jennifer had no idea how Mrs. Wester managed to keep her modesty covered.  The reality was that Mrs. Wester often didn’t, and she didn’t care.

“We come back whenever we fucking want to come back, Jennifer.  There’s no ‘early’ or ‘late,’ got it?”

“Got it,” Jennifer said, and she turned to the basin and continued scrubbing.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Mrs. Wester asked.

Jennifer turned back as Michael arrived behind his secretary and looked in.  He didn’t say hello anymore.

“I’m washing your pantyhose, like you asked,” said Jennifer.

Mrs. Wester’s piercing gaze suggested all was not okay.  Jennifer didn’t know what she’d done, and in the meantime her stomach squirmed and contorted.  It felt like when she got scalded as a child for something she didn’t even know was wrong.

“Have you ...?” Mrs. Weter began, approaching sharply.  “Have you used dish soap?”

Mrs. Wester looked at the frothy bubbles in the basin and the bottle of dish-soap that sat on the kitchen counter.

“I—” Jennifer began.  She didn’t want to lie, but she didn’t want to tell the truth either.

“You have, haven’t you?” asked Mrs. Wester, and she pushed Jennifer aside and fished the wet pantyhose from the bowl.

Mrs. Wester held them up and looked at Jennifer as they dripped.

“They’re ruined,” she said.

“They’re okay,” Jennifer said, and she reached for them.

Mrs. Wester pulled them out of her reach and her frown deepened.  “Are you calling me a fucking liar?”

“No,” Jennifer said.  “No, it’s not that, it’s just—”

Jennifer broke off mid-sentence as the wet pantyhose whipped across her face.  She turned her cheek to the sting and then looked at Mrs. Wester who wore a look of thunder more ferocious than Jennifer had ever seen.  It delighted Jennifer’s insides.  Mrs. Wester seemed so in tune with Jennifer’s dark, inner desires that it often seemed as though the secretary had took up residence in her head too.

“You dumb bitch,” Mrs. Wester spat, and she slapped Jennifer with the soaked pantyhose again.

Mrs. Wester threw the soapy garment at Jennifer now and followed quickly behind it.  Jennifer turned her face but felt the tug of Mrs. Wester’s firm grip on her hair.

She yanked Jennifer to face her and then lined up another smack across her face that turned her cheeks red.  It stung so much that Jennifer felt the tingle run down her spine and hit her bladder, making her want to pee.  Bliss.

And yet as wild as Mrs. Wester went, Jennifer wanted more.  She couldn’t explain it, but it seemed to massage a sensation of worthlessness that made Jennifer feel good.

“I can’t believe you married this dumb cunt,” Mrs. Wester said to Michael as she pulled at Jennifer’s hair again and made her move closer towards her.

It was the closest Michael had ever come to intervening, and yet still, he hadn’t.  He watched and felt the blood rush to his cock as he saw his docile wife get abused.  Michael felt his own sense of shame at how aroused it made him.  Seeing Mrs. Wester turn dominant ignited something inside of him.

He watched as Mrs. Wester tugged and pulled Jennifer around the room by her hair.  So animated was the towering, mature secretary that her dress had started to ride up due to all the jiggling.  Michael leaned against the door frame and watched the bottom of her firm butt peer out from beneath the blue skirt of her dress, wrapped in delicious pantyhose.

Mrs. Wester’s braless tits bounced as she threw Jennifer left and right.  She breathed deep and filled the front of her dress close to bursting.

Jennifer stood wet and teary, her head bowed.  Mrs. Wester was sucking in deep breaths with her fists clenched.

“Come on,” she said, and she took a fist of Jennifer’s hair and dragged her towards the bedroom.

Michael’s cock pulsed in his pants.  He stepped aside and let his wife be led from the kitchen, then he watched Mrs. Wester’s beautiful ass as she hurried off.

“You too, Michael,” Mrs. Wester said.  “I’m gonna need you for this.”

Michael followed, his hands in his pockets and his cock bulging at the front of his pants.  He watched as Mrs. Wester went up the stairs, marching Jennifer in front of her.

The fiery femdom ascended and Michael trailed behind, looking up under her shirt skirt and to the crotchless pantyhose beneath.  Mrs. Wester’s furry pussy dripped as she made her plans.

In the bedroom Jennifer was tossed to the floor.  She scampered towards a set of drawers and turned her face away from Mrs. Wester, reluctant to lock eyes and keen to play her role.

“Can’t even perform the simplest of tasks,” Mrs. Wester said, fishing into the laundry basket that was stowed in the closet.  “Stupid bitch.”

Michael was in the doorway again, watching curiously at what Mrs. Wester had in store.  Jennifer caught his eye.  He couldn’t look at her.  She was so pathetic to him now that any attraction had fallen away some time ago.
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