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I took a seat, watching the beautifully naked back of Kira as she moved forwards and started to help Haig.  As she bent over, I spied the naughty knot of muscle that sat above her pussy.  Her legs looked long and beautiful, clad in nylon.

“That’s it, Haig,” I said, splitting my legs and showing my crotch to the camera.

I could imagine Gayton pulling his big, black cock out too now.  Fuck, I bet he was huge.  I moved the crotch of my panties to one side and started to run my fingers along my sex.

Kira knelt in front of Haig and moved to the side so I could see her take his cock from his pants.  He had a big, beautiful dick that I’d enjoyed many times.  I knew Kira was in for a treat, and when she saw him, she realized it too.

“He’s a big boy, isn’t he?” she asked, looking at me.

Haig glanced and then did a double-take.  “Clara?”

“I can enjoy myself too, can’t I?”

“Don’t look at her,” Kira said.  “Look at me.”

She opened her mouth over the tip of Haig’s cock and he was instantly under her command.  His hands tried to grip the couch, and his back straightened.

“F-fuck,” he grunted, looking around the shop.

No-one else cared.  Each person in there had spent a ton of money, and it made no sense to use that cash to stare at someone else.  Despite the sinful acts being committed, each person was there for themselves.  This was a place where dreams were made, not a place to watch someone else’s fantasies.  Unless you’re me, of course.

See, I got off on watching Haig be pleasured by another woman.  That’s why I’d yearned for a threesome for so long.  Honestly, I didn’t even need to be involved.  Just watching him cheating on me was enough to get me excited, but Kira started to do something different.

“You like when I suck his cock you dumb, ugly bitch?” she asked, looking at me for an answer.

At first my affront was visible, but there was a twinkle in Kira’s eye.  It was part of the game, and I’d be lying if I said it didn’t give the moment a delicious sting of envy.

“Yes,” I said meekly.

“Then watch, slut,” Kira insisted.

Haig wowed his eyes at me and then moved Kira’s blonde hair aside to see her lips sliding along the thick pole of his cock.

I swallowed, nervously.  It wasn’t like me to feel anything close to that, but Kira had tapped into something.  I think I was enjoying her abuse.

I strummed my pussy slowly and watched her delight Haig with her mouth.  She’d pull off him every now and then to throw another grenade of insults my way, and my sex started to turn slick as a result.  I could hear my finger slipping over the wetness.

“You don’t deserve a cock this beautiful, Mrs. Deville,” she told me.  “Your husband is mine now.”
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Hubby’s New Secretary Is My Boss Now
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When Jennifer’s husband told her there were vacancies at work, she assumed it would be something different to the role she found herself in.

She was desperate to contribute more to the running of the household, but what she wound up contributing to even more was the sinful relationship that had been cultivated between her husband Michael and his secretary Mrs. Wester.

The buxom, mature, influential femdom had caught wind of Jennifer’s job application, and she had interfered in typical fashion.

Jennifer was non-the-wiser until her first day on shift.  She had assumed she was to be an assistant to a member of management, much like Mrs. Wester was to Michael, but Jennifer’s actual role had come as an enormous blow.

When Jennifer had been given directions to her husband’s office, she was briefly excited at the thought that Mrs. Wester had upped sticks and Jennifer was to be her husband’s new secretary.  But things hadn’t gone Jennifer’s way in a long time, and this was yet another gut-punch to her relationship.

Jennifer visibly deflated when she opened the door to her husband’s office and found Mrs. Wester in her chair, smirking across the desk.

“Welcome to your first day,” her mistress said, and Jennifer quickly learned that her new job was not the conventional sort.

Slowly, Jennifer was molded into Mrs. Wester’s assistant, and her day-to-day jobs became something entirely different to what she anticipated.

“I can’t hear you licking,” Mrs. Wester said on a typical Monday in the office.

Jennifer sat cramped beneath the desk on her hands and knees, stooping her head to Mrs. Wester’s Christian Louboutin heels.

She held her shoe steady and ran her tongue around the smooth leather, tickling Mrs. Wester’s nylon tights around the ankle.

This was perhaps Jennifer’s favorite part of the day, or rather the part she disliked the least.  Beneath Mrs. Wester’s desk she was relatively free from the scrutinous eye of her love-rival.

The sinking shame Jennifer felt was bottled briefly, and she sent her mind away as she lovingly scratched and massaged Mrs. Wester’s big calves.

Above the table Mrs. Wester tapped on the keyboard and took phone calls, reminding Jennifer frequently that her expensive shoes weren’t going to clean themselves.

Rarely, Jennifer strayed above the knee.  As she kissed and licked at her mistress’s tights, sometimes she was afforded a view between Mrs. Wester’s big thighs, spying her exposed pussy-hair as she sat there without panties.  Mrs. Wester had forgone that particular item of clothing the second Jennifer had arrived, but more on that later.

Jennifer removed Mrs. Wester’s shoes and for the next fifteen minutes she squeezed and massaged her feet, biting and tonguing at Mrs. Wester’s toes as she let out giggles from above the desk. 

Afterwards Jennifer lapped at Mrs. Wester’s high heels like a dog, running her tongue over them until they shone like black mirrors.  The process of worship lasted until ten o’clock, when Mrs. Wester got up from her chair and went to attend one of her regular meetings.

“I’ll be back for you at eleven,” Mrs. Wester told Jennifer as she threw a Louis Vuitton handbag over her shoulder and clicked her way out of the office.

The irony was that Jennifer, who was employed as Mrs. Wester’s assistant, was never privy to the meetings that Mrs. Wester attended.  She was, if anything, excluded from knowing anything about the way Mrs. Wester did her job.  The experienced secretary knew better than to train Jennifer well enough to create her own replacement.

Jennifer stayed on her knees until her boss exited for the hallway, then she stood up with a sigh and turned to the door of her husband Michael’s office.  She knocked and waited.

“Come in,” came his eventual reply.

Jennifer opened the door with tears in her eyes.  Michael barely looked up from his desk.

“I can’t do this anymore,” said Jennifer, sniveling.

“Sure, you can,” Michael said, and his fingers glided over his keyboard.

“Every day, I’m cleaning her feet with my tongue,” lamented Jennifer.  “And then afterwards—”

“You get paid to do nothing, Jennifer.  You should think yourself lucky.”

“But I’m degraded every single day.  I can’t live with that!”

“You did this to yourself,” said Michael.  “It was what you wanted, Jennifer.  Remember?”

Jennifer thought back to the time that she and her husband were content.  They weren’t necessarily happy, sure, but what married couples were?  Jennifer had the comfort of Michael and she’d taken it for granted and traded it in for this.

The delicious sting of humiliation was beginning to console her less and less, and somewhere in her subconscious she sought out even more embarrassing ways to humiliate herself.  The problem was, Mrs. Wester was already one step ahead.

“It’s too early for your lunchbreak,” said Michael, looking to his watch.

“Mrs. Wester’s at a meeting.”

Jennifer walked wearily to the seats at the side of her husband’s office and slumped in one.

“You’re on the clock, Jennifer,” said a shocked Michael.  “You can’t just sit.”

“That’s exactly what Mrs. Wester does!”

“It’s not the same.”

“Because it’s Mrs. Wester?”

“Yes!” cried Michael.  “She’s your boss, and I’m hers.  You have to respect the chain of command, Jennifer.  You’re bottom.”

Jennifer sure felt like it.  She sat in the chair for as many minutes as her husband would allow before skulking back out of the door and trying to find something to do on her laptop in the corner of the room.

She searched for local jobs but lacked the experience.  All Jennifer felt she was good for now was cleaning shoes, and there wasn’t much a call for that kind of work out there.

Jennifer looked at her watch and saw that it was fast approaching eleven.  She looked to Mrs. Wester’s special seat.  She’d had it made by a discreet local artist and had been quite vocal in letting Jennifer and Michael know exactly what she paid for it.

It had become a regular part of Jennifer’s day, and like Pavlov’s dog, Jennifer felt the vicious sting of humiliation sometime before the act had begun.

Right on cue Mrs. Wester came back through the office door, injecting an immediate energy of confident control that made Jennifer shrink into the corner even more.

“You know what time it is,” she asserted, and she hoisted up her pencil skirt and revealed more and more of her nylon stockings.

Jennifer watched the thick band at the top of Mrs. Wester’s stockings before her bare thigh was revealed, bisected by the straps of her stockings.

“On the floor,” the femdom instructed.

Jennifer moved to her now familiar spot on the thin carpet and wriggled into position amongst Mrs. Wester’s bespoke contraption.

“There’s a good little worthless slut,” Mrs. Wester smirked, and she hoisted her skirt up over her ass now and got herself ready.

Jennifer stared up from the floor, looking up at Mrs. Wester from an angle that most people would be envious of.

From here she had a beautiful vantage up Mrs. Wester’s smooth, strong legs and into the creases and curves at the top of her thigh.

Her thick bush displayed it’s cute, wet folds that opened wide as Mrs. Wester began to crouch into her seat.

The apparatus supported her hamstrings and nothing more.  It held her above Jennifer at just the right position, allowing Mrs. Wester’s crotch to smother the meek new starter beautifully.

Jennifer took a deep breath before the fur and flesh of Mrs. Wester covered her maw.  She looked up as her boss descended, marrying up her pussy right onto Jennifer’s mouth.

“Open wide,” said Mrs. Wester, writhing down on Jennifer like she was trying to squish her face with her butt.

Jennifer tasted the now familiar sweetness of Mrs. Wester and thought that it could have been worse.  Mrs. Wester was much hairier than Jennifer would have liked, but the taste was never unbearable.

“Eat, Jennifer,” demanded Mrs. Wester.

The buxom femdom placed her laptop on the specially designed shelf and started clicking away, stopping every so often to moan and instruct Jennifer further.

Jennifer licked and prodded upwards, being more familiar now with what Mrs. Wester liked.

“I’ve got an appointment with your husband afterwards,” Mrs. Wester said, and Jennifer knew exactly what this meant.  “So don’t forget to lick everywhere.”  Jennifer could hear the grin in her tone.

The dismayed cuck adjusted the angle of her tongue and started to lap up over the tight knot of Mrs. Wester, loosening it up and getting it spotless in time for her husband’s arrival.

“Right in my ass, Jennifer.  Deeper.”

Jennifer lunged her head up from the floor and poked with her tongue, battling against the strength of Mrs. Wester’s tight knot.  She breached the hoop of muscle and waggled inside, tasting a sweetness within.

“That’ll be your husband’s cock soon,” teased Mrs. Wester.  “He tells me you still don’t do that for him.  No wonder he doesn’t want to fuck you anymore.”

Jennifer knew better than to do anything but agree.  She hummed and continued to cleanse Mrs. Wester’s pussy and ass, tonguing at whatever Mrs. Wester put above her.

“I think I’m going to ride you for a while,” Mrs. Wester said, and she slid open a little lever that the designer had implemented.

Now the fittings that held beneath Mrs. Wester’s thighs were able to swing like the stirrups of a rocking-horse.  Mrs. Wester swooped her pussy and ass over Jennifer’s face as though it was a wash rag.

Jennifer stuck out her tongue and licked at what she could, though she suspected Mrs. Wester was more concerned with smearing her pussy all over the contours of Jennifer’s teary-eyed face than taking any direct enjoyment.

The strict mistress smothered Jennifer with her pussy and took great delight in running the groove of her crease right over Jennifer’s nose.

Jennifer’s tongue swept up her like a credit-card, tickling all along the route and giving the sensitive underside of Mrs. Wester a thrill.

This was the foreplay before the main event and Mrs. Wester reveled in it, so much so that work took a back-seat for a few minutes.

“I’m going to come today,” said Mrs. Wester plainly.  “Right on your stupid fucking face.”

Jennifer clenched her fists.  Sometimes that just meant that her boss’s moans would increase in volume and intensity, but other days that meant a leaking pussy squeezing out its cum all over Jennifer’s face.  Today was the latter.

Mrs. Wester focused and was able to easily find what she was searching for.  Having her pussy pleasured was an easy route to climax anyway but knowing that you were smothering the life out of your boss’s wife while you did it was just the cherry on the cake for the sadistic secretary.

Jennifer kept the pace, not wanting to face Mrs. Wester’s displeasure.  Far from it, she wound up embracing her boss’s euphoria as it leaked out of her soaked crease and began to make a facemask over Jennifer as she lay supine on the carpet.

She licked and swallowed what she could so that it wouldn’t give her the sensation of drowning.  Above her Mrs. Wester’s rode fast, sliding her slippery cunt across Jennifer’s face and leaving it awash with her sticky cum, like some kind of erotic waterboarding.

The door opened and in stepped Michael, looking down on the scene with a bizarre sense of calm.  Sights like this were just the norm in his job now.

“I should record this for the work chat,” Michael said, and he got out his phone and began to film.

Mrs. Wester smiled for the camera, putting an extra sass into her orgasm as Michael filmed.

Jennifer fought for breath, feeling the contractions of Mrs. Wester’s pussy as it clenched over and over.

“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.

Jennifer pursed her lips and stared at Michael’s thickness.  It had been so long since the two of them had been intimate.  Michael’s stiff cock was no longer the turn-on it used to be.  Now it was a reminder of what the two of them once had, and as it pressed against Mrs. Wester’s asshole, Jennifer realized what she’d given up.

“There!” cried Mrs. Wester joyously.  “Push it in!  Oh yes!  Fuck!  Look at your husband’s cock,” Mrs. Wester said, and she looked down to try and see Jennifer’s humiliation.

Jennifer stared without blinking.  She wanted to feel the pang of indignity that she felt she deserved as Mrs. Wester enveloped her husband inch-by-inch.

“That’s what you need, isn’t it Mr. Richards?” Mrs. Wester said.  “Take my tight ass.  It’s yours.”

Jennifer could never compete.  She didn’t even get the chance now.

Michael gripped Mrs. Wester’s hips and started to work out the tension of the day.  The hold of Mrs. Wester’s muscle around him was tight, and Michael too found an added morsel of pleasure in knowing how degraded his wife was throughout it all.

Jennifer stared up at the amazing union and watched her husband surge deep.  His cock disappeared as though it was going through a portal.  There was barely a clue at all that he was inside Mrs. Wester’s ass now that her hole was completely eclipsed by his girth, save for the way Mrs. Wester’s pussy pulsed as her boss’s cock moved behind it.

Michael pushed deep and Jennifer watched a flap of pink reveal itself between Mrs. Wester’s leaking folds.  It vanished as Michael retreated and steadily, Mrs. Wester began to leak her cum again over Jennifer’s face.

Jennifer didn’t shy away from it.  She felt now as though this was all she deserved.  It was some kind of treat for her to let Mrs. Wester’s cum string over her teary-eyed expression.  At least she was involved.

So, Jennifer sat there in discomfort on the hard office floor and stared up as her husband’s beautiful cock pierced Mrs. Wester’s asshole over and over.

She watched the petals of the femdom’s pussy flicker open as Michael withdrew, before pulling taut as he planted himself deep again and struck the bottom of Mrs. Wester’s stomach.

“That’s it, Michael!  Oh, fuck, your cock feels so good in my ass!” spat the ravishing, mature secretary.  “Look how he fucks me, Jennifer.”

Jennifer leaned her head upwards and started to lick at Mrs. Wester’s pussy.

“Get his cock too,” said her dom.  “Feed it to her, Michael.”

Michael pulled back quickly and pointed the tip of his shaft down.  Jennifer opened wide and Michael dropped into her, sitting on her chest and holding her head up off the carpet so he could fuck her mouth.

Jennifer looked up at her husband.  He stared at her, but no longer with the loving eyes that he used to.  She could see in his expression that Michael only wanted one thing now, and it wasn’t to please his wife.

Jennifer tongued at his cock before Mrs. Wester demanded it back in her asshole and Michael dutifully obliged.

He sunk himself deep and Jennifer played front-seat passenger again, watching the sodomy above her. 

“His balls too, Jennifer.  Get your face in there.”

Jennifer scooched down as best she could and lapped up at her husband’s swinging orbs, licking off the salt of the day.

Michael groaned, unable to focus on a single point of pleasure as it all started to mingle beautifully.  The tight grip of Mrs. Wester’s asshole was incredible, as was the warm embrace of her colon and the massaging licks of Jennifer’s tongue on his balls.

Jennifer pressed her face into the action as Michael moved himself in to the hilt.  Her nose and forehead were against Mrs. Wester’s thick bush as she sucked on Michael’s orbs.  She could smell the act up-close.  Her pussy fluttered with delight, but there was no reward for it.

Jennifer lay clothed beneath her superiors while they had their fun.  She heard a knock on the office window and was able to angle her head towards the narrow pane of glass that ran down beside the door.

Mrs. Wester giggled and waved at the faces of her colleagues that appeared in the glass.  They must have seen the video that Michael had posted and came down to look.

Michael and Mrs. Wester were all smiles as they performed, making a show of how much they were enjoying themselves while tears pooled in Jennifer’s eyes.

She glanced meekly at the door and saw the laughing faces that taunted her.  People pointed fingers as they lost their breath slapping their knees.  Jennifer’s lip trembled.  She tried to look away, but Mrs. Wester grabbed her head and pointed it upwards.  Outside, more laughter erupted.

“Watch,” insisted the mature dom.

Michael stayed where he was now and Mrs. Wester took up the reigns, rocking along on her apparatus and using her asshole to jerk Michael’s cock for him.

“I’m gonna drag this spunk out of him,” spat Mrs. Wester.  “And I’m gonna do it better than you could ever dream, Jennifer.”

One by one the people at the window retreated to their desks and Michael and Mrs. Wester continued their debauchery.

Michael stared down and watched Mrs. Wester swallow up his cock over and over, cruising her tight ring right from the hilt of his cock and all the way to the tip.

She gasped and moaned as Michael prodded at her insides, then she reached beneath and gripped Jennifer’s hair to lift her into position.

“Up!” she insisted.  “Smother my pussy with your face.”

Jennifer pressed her head up off the carpet and shook her face amidst Mrs. Wester’s sticky, cum-strewn fur.

She bathed in the mature secretary’s pussy as Michael turned tense.  His body was shaking, and a tremendous orgasm was waiting to be released.

Mrs. Wester knew it better than Jennifer.  She could sense his rock-like cock inside her as it primed itself for release.

“He’s ready, Jennifer.  Are you watching?  Watch how a real woman treats your husband.  Look.”

Jennifer watched her husband’s balls pull up to the hilt of his cock.  They turned to walnuts as they readied themselves to deliver his seed.

“Give me that fucking cum, Mr. Richards,” said Mrs. Wester, keen to wrap things up in a timely manner.

A tear rolled down Jennifer’s cheek as she watched her husband’s climax.

“Oh, Mrs. Wester!” he wailed, and his cock pulsed.

Jennifer watched the muscle spasm and listened to her husband as he gushed into the deep, dark recesses of Mrs. Wester’s colon.

“That’s it!  That’s it,” Mrs. Wester cried, goading him on.  “Shoot it in my fucking ass.”

Michael grabbed Mrs. Wester’s hips again and took control, fucking the cum into her as it continued to pulse from his cock.

Jennifer watched the outside of their colliding flesh turn sticky as Michael’s hot cum seeped out before being fucked back into Mrs. Wester’s ass.

Jennifer bit her lip, remembering a time when her husband used to explode inside her like that.

Michael’s groans were joyous.  He only made noises like that with Mrs. Wester now.  Jennifer tried to enjoy them second-hand but found it difficult.

They trailed off as the final ebbs of his climax came and went.  For a moment he stayed inside his secretary, rubbing her ass and looking down on the mess he’d created.

“Ready or not,” Mrs. Wester smirked.

Michael pulled back and Mrs. Wester sat up off the seat, squatting over Jennifer and pushing.  Jennifer watched as Mrs. Wester’s asshole bulged out of itself and sputtered hot cum out in sticky droplets.  It scattered over her face as it fell.

“Open your mouth!” insisted Mrs. Wester.

Jennifer noticed that Michael was recording again.

Mrs. Wester pushed out everything that had just been thrust inside her, squeezing out Michael’s cum until there was nothing left within her.

Jennifer let it fall over her and pushed it around her face and towards her mouth.  Mrs. Wester found herself impressed but she could never let Jennifer know that.

“Fucking eat it,” the dominant secretary spat, and she stood by Michael and watched.

Jennifer pushed the cum to her mouth and tasted the salty nuttiness.  She swallowed each morsel gratefully like it was scraps from the table and she was a hungry hound.

Mrs. Wester stroked over Michael’s cock idly and he put his hand around her back and watched their cuck do the dirty work.

“Give her your ass,” Michael said.

“I almost forgot,” laughed Mrs. Wester.

Jennifer sat and waited as Mrs. Wester squatted over her again, targeting her face.  She zeroed in and smothered Jennifer’s mouth with her pouting asshole.

“Eat my arse,” said the secretary.  “Get your husband’s spunk out of there.”

Jennifer angled her tongue inside and pressed it upwards through the loose ring of muscle.  She breached her easily and was able to find more morsels of her husband’s love inside.

“That’s your reward,” said Mrs. Wester.  “I must be getting soft.”

Michael put himself away and straightened himself out.

“I have a twelve o’clock,” he said.

“He doesn’t like being called Dave,” Mrs. Wester said.  “It’s David, remember.”

“Got it,” Michael said.  “Thanks.”

He kissed Mrs. Wester on the cheek and departed without so much as a word to Jennifer who sat just as smothered as when her husband had arrived.

Jennifer jolted as a sob struck her.  She swallowed the sadness down along with another remnant of her husband’s seed and steeled herself.

“I got something on my shoe,” Mrs. Wester said, and Jennifer knew what she’d be doing again in the next hour.

“But first,” Mrs. Wester said, and Jennifer saw a glint of polished metal at her side.  “Put it in my ass and plug the last of your husband’s cum inside me.”

Jennifer took the toy and pressed it to Mrs. Wester’s knot.  It swallowed it up beautifully, locking the device in place.

“You can take that out later,” said the femdom.

Jennifer watched the bejeweled handle of the toy disappear between Mrs. Wester’s big buttocks as she stood up above her and straightened out her skirt.

Her suspenders disappeared.  Mrs. Wester buttoned her shirt and moved back to her desk, signaling for Jennifer to get back under it.

“You know what to do,” the secretary said, and Jennifer scuttled into position, not knowing that there was yet more torment to come.

THE END
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Hubby’s New Secretary Moves In!
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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
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