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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.”

Michael kissed his secretary on the mouth, grateful for what she was about to give him.  The two were like lovers and Jennifer was less than a bystander.  Even bystanders don’t suffer such degradation.

“Tongue my shitbox, Jennifer, you naughty bitch,” spat Mrs. Wester.  “I’m ready for you, Michael.”

Michael stripped down his pants and squatted over Jennifer.  He sat his ass down on her tits and squared himself up to the target as Mrs. Wester leaned forwards and pushed her ass back.

Jennifer had front-row seats to the sodomy, watching as Michael’s spit-strewn cock approached the asshole that Jennifer had helped to widen.
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Jennifer had heard the discussion through the door of her husband’s office as she sat close by, prying.  Mrs. Wester rarely had such lengthy meetings with Michael without fucking him, and Jennifer was seldom left out of that.  As such, she was suspicious.

She heard the meeting conclude and scurried back to her place in the far corner, sitting just in time for Mrs. Wester’s return.

The femdom secretary looked proud as punch as she smirked at Jennifer, striding through the door in another impeccable outfit.  Jennifer had scarcely seen Mrs. Wester in the same clothes twice.  Jennifer tried to avoid her eye, then spotted Michael over her shoulder, following behind.

“Honey,” Michael announced.  “We have some good news.”

Jennifer looked up from under her brow.  “What?”

“Mrs. Wester has agreed to move in with us.”

Michael put his hand around Mrs. Wester’s broad shoulders and the Amazonian-framed Brit beamed wider.

“We didn’t talk about this!” protested Jennifer.

“You don’t get a say in this anymore,” Mrs. Wester said dismissively.  “Your husband and I no longer consider you opinion worthwhile.”

Michael’s arm stayed around Mrs. Wester, suggesting that he fully supported her assertion.

“She’ll be sleeping in our room, and we were thinking you could have the couch,” Michael said.

“Unless you wanted to sleep at the bottom of the bed?” suggested Mrs. Wester.  “We could get you a little dog-bed or something.”

“What about the spare room?” said Jennifer, already resigned to losing out on the master bedroom.

“Mrs. Wester’s dressing room,” said Michael.

Jennifer’s jaw tightened, but as always, she was too meek to fight.  She’d caused this delicious twist of fate herself and was resigned to wherever this runaway train was going to take her.

“I can make a few phone-calls and have myself moved in by the afternoon,” Mrs. Wester said.

“What about your husband?” asked Jennifer.  “Is he coming too?”

Mrs. Wester laughed.  “No, dear.  He has prior arrangements.”

“It doesn’t bother him?”

Mrs. Wester took a step forward and titled her head.  “He trusts me, dear.”

Jennifer turned away and muttered: “Seems a little misplaced.”

Mrs. Wester pinched Jennifer’s chin and turned her face back towards her.  “He trusts me to fuck the life out of your husband like you never could, you worthless bitch.  Don’t you ever question me and my husband’s relationship again, got it?”

Jennifer wore a grimace.

“Got it?” Mrs. Wester said louder, leaning her face forwards.  “Or do I have to spell it out on you with your husband’s cum, you dumb cunt?”

Jennifer lifted her chin.

“Huh?  Speak!”

“Got it,” Jennifer said quickly.

Michael only ever observed these moments now.  The notion of interfering had left his mind months ago.  This was what his wife had wanted, after all.

“Now get under the fucking desk while I make a few calls,” Mrs. Wester demanded.

Jennifer was on her knees quickly, keen not to incur further punishment.

Mrs. Wester looked to Michael who kissed her and squeezed her ass.  She turned her chin into her shoulder as Michael went back into his office and closed the door.

“Right,” Mrs. Wester announced, taking off her expensive shoes.  “I think you’ve got some feet to lick.”

Jennifer knew the drill and got into position.  Mrs. Wester sat in her chair and pulled it forwards, placing her feet on Jennifer’s shoulders.

Carefully Jennifer took the stocking-clad calf of Mrs. Wester and lifted it so that her feet sat above her face.  She began to kiss, then lick at Mrs. Wester’s feet as her boss went to work above her.

“Jayce?” Mrs. Wester said into the receiver.  “You can start to move my things.”

The call ended quickly, and Jennifer realized that Mrs. Wester had planned everything in advance of the conversation with Michael.  She knew how things were going to turn out.

Jennifer heard the click of nails on the keyboard above her as Mrs. Wester’s feet smothered her face.  A tear ran out of her eye and rushed down the side of her face.

“You’re in for a real treat Jennifer,” Mrs. Wester said.  “A real treat.”

Jennifer could only imagine, although a part of her didn’t want to.  Her reality had become so degrading that she tried to dream of better things.

“Fetch my shoes,” said Mrs. Wester, and Jennifer crawled out from under the desk and walked around it, grabbing the footwear from right beside the secretary.

Mrs. Wester didn’t look up.  “Lick them.  Now.”

Jennifer brought them to her mouth and started to tongue at the smooth, polished leather.

“Good,” said Mrs. Wester.  “Suck the heel.”

She typed on the computer and didn’t turn her head.  Despite this, Jennifer completed the request anyway.  She put the thin, sharp heel into her mouth and sucked along it, moving the shoe like she was giving it a blowjob.

“There’s a good slut,” breathed Mrs. Wester, then she finally turned to Jennifer and spoke directly to her.

“Your house is now my house,” she said.  “Your world, is now my world.  Feel broken yet?  You will.”

Jennifer blinked plainly as she sucked on the heel.

“Now the other,” Mrs. Wester said, and Jennifer did the same to the opposite shoe.

The assertive femdom looked at Jennifer with mild disgust.  “Whore.”
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It took less than a few hours for Mrs. Wester to settle in.  Jennifer arrived home late after work to see Mrs. Wester in the lounge with her husband, still wearing her work clothes.

She wore a sheer, sleeveless, light-blue blouse, tucked in tight to her high skirt that came down to sit just above the knee.

Her shoes were removed, and Jennifer could see the black stockings that stretched up her thick, beautiful calves as she lay against Michael.

“We’ve been waiting for you,” said Michael.

Jennifer felt it inappropriate to mention that it was Mrs. Wester who’d made her stay late at work.

“She can rarely do anything on time, this one,” said Mrs. Wester, sitting up.  “Shall we get straight to it?”

“Straight to what?” asked Jennifer, putting down her bag.

“Come with us,” said Mrs. Wester.  “Michael here is absolutely gasping for a cumshot and we thought we’d commemorate my move-in date with one.”

“Don’t forget yourself,” said Michael.  “I’m sure Jennifer could ...”

“Jennifer will do everything I ask of her,” said Mrs. Wester.  “I’ll make sure of that.”

Jennifer followed the pair to the bedroom and was astounded to see that it had changed completely.  Their double bed had been replaced with a super-king, and the entire décor had been altered to something resembling Mrs. Wester’s boudoir, with purples and blacks and satin, silk and velour.

“On the bed, bitch,” Mrs. Wester said, pointing.

Jennifer turned and sat on the mattress.  It’s memory-foam top cushioned her slim butt.  She raised her eyebrows, impressed.

“Lie back and move into the middle,” said Mrs. Wester.

By now Jennifer’s body moved to Mrs. Wester’s commands before her brain had even processed the words.  If any of Jennifer wasn’t yet broken by Mrs. Wester, it was sure to be soon.

Jennifer looked up and saw her own reflection in the mirrored ceiling that Mrs. Wester had installed as she scooched to the center of the large mattress.  She watched the room upside down, looking at the blonde top of Mrs. Wester’s head as her boss approached.

Mrs. Wester opened her blouse and reached behind at the clasp of her white bra.  Jennifer stared up and watched Mrs. Wester produce magic, pulling the bra off her body and leaving her open blouse exactly where it was.

Jennifer dropped her cheek to the mattress and looked at Mrs. Wester’s beautiful body and her big tits that sat proud on her chest.  Jennifer was always at odds with how perfect Mrs. Wester looked and how ugly her personality was in comparison.

“Get a good look, you slim slut.  You won’t ever own anything as good as these.”

Mrs. Wester rubbed at her breasts, pushing them together before turning to Michael to let him see her.

Michael walked forwards, his eyes fixed on the target.  Mrs. Wester’s tits were like the cool side of the pillow on a hot night.  He moved his face towards them and pushed it into her cleavage, feeling the softness against his face.

He kissed her chest and moved her blouse aside so that he could suck on her nipple.  Mrs. Wester held him against her briefly and then turned to Jennifer.  She mounted the mattress and prowled up the bed, her big tits hanging out from her open blouse.

Michael stared at Mrs. Wester’s ample ass.  Her tight skirt pulled around it, pinching at the knees.  Her big calves trailed behind her, wrapped tightly in shiny, black stockings.

Jennifer stared up at her own reflection.  She thought she knew what was to happen next.  She’d get a face full of Mrs. Wester’s hairy pussy like always, but Mrs. Wester was thinking differently that day.

She continued to stalk up the bed, dragging her tits over Jennifer and feeling the delightful tickle of Jennifer’s suit-pants against her nipples.

By the time they arrived at Jennifer’s face they were stiff and erect.  Mrs. Wester could feel her crotch flooding with wet excitement.

The sensation of Mrs. Wester’s smooth, heavy tits against her face was beautiful at first.  It felt like the soft embrace of angels, but as Jennifer kissed and licked at what Mrs. Wester offered, the femdom began to drop and give Jennifer more than she could handle.

Jennifer mouthed for something but couldn’t find it.  Mrs. Wester huge tits smothered Jennifer until she couldn’t breathe.

Her legs kicked as Mrs. Wester put more of her weight on Jennifer’s face, using her breasts as a cushion with which to rest her chest on.

The long-suffering Jennifer squeezed her fists tight and thrashed.  She knew not to strike Mrs. Wester, but she was running out of options.

Mrs. Wester started to laugh as Jennifer wriggled.  Jennifer felt her head turn light, and the cackle above became a foggy echo.

Suddenly the world rushed back to her as Mrs. Wester took the weight off her face.  Jennifer gasped and stared up at those beautiful weapons that bounced on Mrs. Wester’s chest as she laughed.

Jennifer felt exhilarated.  Her eyes sparkled as the breath rushed into her lungs.

“I think she liked that,” Michael said.

“Hmm,” Mrs. Wester said.  “That’s no good.”

Mrs. Wester dropped her big tits onto Jennifer’s face again and smothered her.  Michael rubbed at Mrs. Wester’s thick calves.

“Rip it off,” Mrs. Wester said, looking back.

Jennifer kicked and moaned, but her cries were ignored as Michael took Mrs. Wester’s pencil skirt in his fists and tore right up the cut at the bottom of her dress.

“Good boy,” Mrs. Wester purred, proud that Michael had been able to tear the fabric so easily.

Michael tore it so good that the zipper on the side was useless now.  The expensive dress was pulled clean off, revealing Mrs. Wester’s black panties that were swallowed up by her big ass.

At either side of the fabric that stretched over her pussy, Michael could see the darkened skin that hinted at the position of her asshole.  His cock twitched.

“You want that?” asked Mrs. Wester, and Jennifer wriggled more, slapping her hand down on the mattress.

She pulled off Jennifer just in time to let Jennifer hear her husband’s response.

“I want to bury my face in your ass, Mrs. Wester,” he hushed.  “It’s the best ass I’ve ever seen.”

The difference between Michael’s ass eating, was that he was in control.  When Jennifer was made to do it, Mrs. Wester usually took up a seat on her face and let her eat her way out.

Michael rubbed at the big orbs of flesh, jiggling them and spreading them apart.

Mrs. Wester reached back and pulled the crotch of her panties aside so that her perfect asshole was staring right back at Michael.

“I think you want it in my ass today, don’t you?” she asked.

“I love being in there,” said Michael.

“Something Jennifer could never muster,” said Mrs. Wester, and she looked down over her tits and to the red face of Jennifer beneath her.

“Isn’t that right?” asked the secretary, and she pinched her slut’s blushed cheeks.

“I did it once,” said Jennifer defiantly.

“Badly,” said Mrs. Wester, and she spat quickly at Jennifer.

Jennifer flinched and closed her eyes.  Another blast of saliva hit her when Mrs. Wester felt she deserved a second dose.  It ran down her face.

Mrs. Wester’s expression suddenly turned to euphoria as she felt Michael’s tongue washing delicately over her knot.

“Oooh, there’s a good boy,” she said.  “Lick my asshole and get it ready for your big, hard cock.”

It still stung Jennifer to hear.  Mrs. Wester accommodated her husband’s cock in her ass so easily that it might as well have been her pussy.

Nothing was too much for the older dom, and in contrast Jennifer sometimes felt that everything was too much for her.  What was happening to her now wasn’t helping that sensation, yet Jennifer still somehow felt that not only did she deserve it, but she deserved worse.

Being suffocated by Mrs. Wester’s tits had felt better than Jennifer would ever let on.  It was almost a privilege to be assaulted by the Brit’s glorious assets, and if there was a perfect way to go out, that had to be near the top.

Michael had a similar affection for Mrs. Wester’s unique body.  He pressed his face between her big ass and lashed out his tongue, flicking it across her waxed-clean asshole and coaxing her hoop wider.

Mrs. Wester stared down into Jennifer’s eyes as she moaned, making sure that Jennifer knew just what her husband was doing.

“Push that tongue into my ass,” cried Mrs. Wester, rounding out the naughty sentence with another blast of spit that scattered over Jennifer’s face.

Jennifer closed her eyes and let herself be covered by it.  She lay there clothed, as though she had been plucked straight from the office and supplanted in the scene to be degraded.

Mrs. Wester smothered her for a third time, but this time she rattled her shoulders and let her big tits smack Jennifer as they swung.

Jennifer was surprised at the force that Mrs. Wester could conjure as her head bounced between the senior secretary’s tits like it was in a pinball machine.

“Fuck, Michael,” moaned Mrs. Wester, feeling Michael’s hands rub over the top of her stocking and at her bare skin.

Her asshole was framed beautifully between the suspenders that held her stocking up.  Michael unattached them now and carefully dragged down Mrs. Wester’s soft, silk panties.

They slid beautifully off her ass and down to her knees, after which Michael reattached the suspenders and squeezed at the meal in front of him.

Mrs. Wester looked back with a smirk.  “I’m ready for that big cock of yours.”

“Let’s Christen the bedroom,” said Michael.

Jennifer remembered that exact comment from when they’d first moved into the house.  His words cut deeper than some of Mrs. Wester’s actions ever had.

Mrs. Wester moved forwards and sat her pussy on Jennifer’s face without ceremony.  Instantly Jennifer started to feed, sucking on Mrs. Wester’s hairy bush and tonguing for her flesh.

Mrs. Wester looked back as Michael approached behind her, walking on his knees.  He straddled his wife and sat on her chest, looking down at Mrs. Wester’s ass that curved out from under her light-blue blouse.

He bounced it with his fingers and then took his cock, squaring it up to the impossibly small hole.  He rubbed the head against the muscle and Mrs. Wester’s asshole flexed open a touch, as though it was asking to be filled.

Meanwhile Mrs. Wester wriggled on Jennifer’s mouth.  With a bit of effort Jennifer could still take a breath and she fought to do so as Michael pressed his stiffness against Mrs. Wester’s surrendering knot of muscle.

The hoop widened and Michael felt its tight grip spread over the smooth crown of his engorged length.  He was fit to burst, but he wanted to give a good account of himself for the mature secretary, especially as it was their first time in their new bedroom.

He tempered his excitement as he pressed himself inside, breathing deep and listening to the muffled moans of his wife from beneath.

Jennifer felt her husband’s loose balls on her chin as he pressed himself all the way in Mrs. Wester to the hilt.

Mrs. Wester could feel the thick, hard length, moving inside her like a foreign object.  It eased into her colon and started to tease at the glorious nerve-endings in a way that drove Mrs. Wester wild.

The buxom brit rode Jennifer’s face, and by proxy, Michael’s cock.  Michael just knelt there, sat on his wife, and watching as the tight ring of muscle cruised up and down his length, sucked tight by Mrs. Wester’s asshole.

Jennifer became smothered by the wet, leaking snatch of Mrs. Wester.  Her excitement flowed freely and Jennifer tasted the sweetness on her tongue.

The rest of her face became quickly covered in the trail of juices as Mrs. Wester rode her wildly.  Eventually she stopped her canter and settled on Jennifer’s face, pressing her soft mound down on the meek secretary.

Jennifer tried to breathe in but found nothing but pussy.  She sucked more of it into her, hoping to find a breath of release.  Instead, Mrs. Wester’s wetness was sucked in, and Jennifer started to splutter for breath as the coughs built up in her throat.

Mrs. Wester trembled at the sensation.  She’d never had someone fight for their life beneath her like that, and with Michael’s cock beginning to slowly drive through her muscle, there was little more she could take.

Her pussy flexed and squeezed out more of its cum as she found her release.  She moaned to the heavens and eased her snatch up off Jennifer as it started to contract and squeeze.

Michael felt her ass massage around his muscle too.  It gaped and tightened over and over.  He leaned back and closed his eyes, focusing on how his secretary’s butt worked over him.

Jennifer coughed and inhaled, wheezing as Mrs. Wester’s cum tickled her tonsils.  Her face was red, and the thrill of asphyxiation was hitting her hard.  Jennifer had no idea that something so close to slipping from this mortal coil could illicit such a response in her.  And Mrs. Wester wasn’t done yet.

“Oh, fuck, Michael,” whined the secretary.  She would never give Jennifer the satisfaction of attributing her orgasm to the fastidious munching of Jennifer’s maw.

Jennifer stared up at Mrs. Wester’s pussy as she leaned back into Michael, squeezing his cock with her buttocks.

She reached back for him, and his mouth nestled into her neck, kissing her with wet, loving pecks as he made love to her ass.

Her smooth stockings stroked Jennifer’s cheeks as she looked up at the enviable body of Mrs. Wester and regained her breath.  The light shone on the muscled abs and round, swollen tits that sat beneath the femdom’s open blouse.  Michael’s hand found one of them, gripping it firmly and squeezing it to the nipple.

Jennifer lay clothed, feeling her pussy dampen but knowing that it could never be satisfied here.

Mrs. Wester moved forwards and planted her soaked pussy over Jennifer’s face again.

“Eat your way out of my cunt, you worthless slut,” whined the femdom, and she felt Michael’s cock bloom in excitement at the words.

“Fuck my ass, Michael.  I’m shitting your cum out all over this bitch’s face.”

Jennifer’s eyes bulged at the threat.

She worked her mouth on Mrs. Wester’s pussy but could only feed on what she was given.  Mrs. Wester writhed, more concerned with Michael’s thick, swelling cock than with Jennifer.

As such the thrashing of Jennifer fell by the wayside as Michael picked up his pace and worked himself towards climax.

“That’s it,” cried Mrs. Wester.  “That’s it.  Get it.  Get it!  Work that cum out of your cock.  It’s going all over this dumb bitch’s face.”

She reached down and gripped Jennifer’s hair, lifting her head and smothering it against her pussy until all Jennifer could feel on her face was Mrs. Wester’s stockinged thighs.

There was no way out for Jennifer and only one way out for Michael, but he didn’t plan on retreating yet.

Michael fucked Mrs. Wester so fiercely that Jennifer could feel the smack of his balls against her chin.

Michael didn’t care about that.  All he cared for was how tightly Mrs. Wester’s ass squeezed him, and how soon his release would be.

“I want that cum, Michael,” said Mrs. Wester.  “You’re never tasting it first-hand again, Jennifer, you hear?”

But Jennifer couldn’t hear.  Her arms were turning weak, and she was surrendering to the beautiful, still, black abyss that lay on the horizon.

Mrs. Wester rode on her, pushing back against Michael’s thrusts as he gasped the breaths into his lungs to fuel the mounting desire.

“Oh, Mrs. Wester,” he moaned, hugging her tight and squeezing her neck.

He rocked on his knees and the bed shook and creaked, shaking violently as the cum filled his balls and got ready to explode upwards.

Jennifer’s mouth wasn’t moving anymore.

Michael spasmed and shot his cum deep into Mrs. Wester’s asshole.

“Yes!” burst the femdom.  “Yes!  Every fucking drop, Michael.  Yes!”

Neither of them knew it, but Jennifer was out cold, entombed in the tight embrace of Mrs. Wester’s stocking-clad thighs.

Thankfully, Mrs. Wester shifted her weight upwards as Michael man-handled her and pushed his cummy cock deep.

It spat out more cum, filling the deep recesses of her colon until the chamber was brimming with his seed.

Jennifer was wearily regaining consciousness.  She blinked up at the sodden slit of Mrs. Wester’s hairy crease and tried to remember where she was.

Beneath she could see her husband’s cock, throbbing its cum into Mrs. Wester’s asshole that pinched water-tight around the hilt of his shaft.

Jennifer sucked in lungfuls of air and felt her scalp prickle.  Her vision was speckled with static, and her chest was heaving with such power that Michael was lifting into Mrs. Wester.

“Good boy,” cried the femdom, feeling Michael pulse his cum into her.  “Now let’s feed it to this worthless slut.”

Jennifer had just recalled how she got here when Mrs. Wester pulled up quickly off her husband’s cock and started to leak cum from her asshole.

Michael leaned away and jerked his spent cock slowly, watching as Mrs. Wester squatted above Jennifer and her asshole pouted.

The cum fell out in spurts and dribbles, spattering over Jennifer’s face like her spit had before it.  Jennifer gasped and found the cum falling into her mouth, tasting sweet, salty and nutty all at once.

The beautiful cocktail slid down her throat and Jennifer swallowed, glad to be alive.  Neither of them knew how close they’d come to a different finale, and they’d sure have had some explaining to do.

Jennifer fell back into her submissive role and started to swallow down the second-hand cum of her husband.

“Drink it all, you worthless cunt,” said Mrs. Wester, gripping Jennifer’s neck and pressing down.

Jennifer’s face turned red and her eyes welled with tears.  She felt reborn.

“There’s more of him inside me,” said Mrs. Wester.  “I can feel it.”

She moved up over Jennifer again and squatted.  Jennifer stuck out her tongue and Michael watched as the cum seeped free and slid right down over Jennifer’s tongue and into her mouth.

Jennifer’s tongue flexed at Mrs. Wester’s muscle and teased in a circle around the sensitive lip.

“Eat his fucking cum from my ass you worthless bitch.  Wait until everyone at work hears about what a disgusting whore you are.”

Jennifer rubbed the cum that had missed her mouth towards her lips.  She was still dressed like successful businesswoman, but the truth was the only thing she was successful at was fucking up her perfect marriage by allowing Mrs. Wester to make a wedge right through it.

“What a fucking slut, Michael.  Look at her.”

Jennifer’s eyes met Michael’s.  He looked at her like she was deserving of pity.  Jennifer couldn’t hold his gaze.

“What do you think, Michael?”

“I think this whore needs a basket at the bottom of our bed,” he said.

Jennifer’s lip quivered.

Mrs. Wester pushed two fingers into her asshole
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