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The two women had agreed beforehand that they would speak Online in the beginning rather than Facetime, in order to keep at least a little anonymity in the event the younger of them found herself less committed than she thought and declined moving forward.

Something that seemed less likely the more conversations they had.

“Of course,” offered the older woman in her role of mentor with much experience of what she was speaking, “if you truly love your husband then you might want to reconsider taking this route. Because if I can promise one thing, it will be that the moment you lead him to an acceptance of his new role in your life and marriage will be the moment that love, even if it doesn’t die completely, will change.”

There was no response forthcoming and she went on, knowing enough of the younger wife on the other end of the line to realise she was not the kind to speak without applying much thought.

And especially not on such a subject.

“Every time he takes a backward step in the face of your new assertiveness,” she continued, “your... there is no other word, I am afraid ...contempt for this man you once allowed to take the lead with you will become more and more... ingrained.”

A barely discernible but no less tell-tale sigh reached her ears and she knew that just picturing her older husband backing down before her burgeoning dominance of him would have created a buzz at the apex of the younger wife’s legs. 

An image of the woman she knew to be a professional, but knew nothing of her field, flashed into her thoughts. She had been told the call was being made from the woman’s office and her own mobile-phone. 

It was so late even the cleaners and maintenance staff had left so there were no ears to eavesdrop or nosey IT nerd to listen in and, worse, record what was being said.

A wry smile crossed the older woman’s face as she recalled her own first forays into the exciting and empowered world she had stumbled across and the seemingly perpetual moistness at the apex of her own rather shapely legs.

Excitement that had become even more addictive with each concession her new knowledge and the power that went with it drew from an unwitting husband whose hurt bewilderment at her uncharacteristically forceful and demanding attitude almost persuaded her to rethink her purpose.

Almost.

“It’s as well starting out,” she told the receiver, “to accept that with gain comes loss of some kind or other.”

“I understand,” said the somewhat breathy voice at the other end, though the listener was convinced it was born of arousal rather than trepidation. Certain, in fact. Who knew better, after all?

“It’s important you do, my dear,” she pressed, trying hard not to be too professorial with her advice and admonitions having sensed the young woman’s strength of character during the conversations they’d already had and knowing such an approach would irritate long before it managed to instruct. “This is in no way an attempt to deter you from doing what you desire but simply an obligation on my part to ensure you go into it with your eyes fully open to the nuts and bolts of what can make it go wrong as much as what can make it go right.”

“Nuts and bolts that didn’t deter you,” stated the reply – though not accusingly.

“That is true,” said the older woman, nodding even though she knew her physical agreement wouldn’t be seen. “Like you, I sense, I was far too caught up in the delightful possibilities of becoming my husband’s...”

She paused a few seconds, breathing becoming as shallow as her younger caller’s as her thoughts recalled just what she had become to the husband currently busy at work downstairs with the cleaning of HER kitchen.

Then, still a tad breathless:

“I like to think of myself these days as his... Commander-in-Chief.”

“Ye-eees,” came the extended positive. “I like the sound of that.”

“Enough to risk losing your former feelings of respect for your husband?”

There was no hesitation:

“Yes.”

Then:

“I understand the pitfalls you speak of but I don’t see them as much of a risk and I’m more than willing to take a chance if it gives me the chance of having the kind of marriage you’ve described to me. It... It’s pretty much all I can think about and I want to get on top of it before it starts affecting my efficiency at the chambe-... at the office and people begin to notice.”

Another wry smile greeted the half-slip of the tongue and the older woman congratulated herself at having assessed her caller’s profession to be in the legal-field.

“That is something to be avoided,” she agreed, “and the more... real ...your fantasies become the less all-consuming they’ll seem to you.”

She allowed herself a laugh:

“Which isn’t to say they won’t remain as powerful for you being in a position to insist your husband fulfil them.”

An almost agonised, “Oooooooh!” sang down the line and it wasn’t hard to picture professional fingers working themselves beneath a business skirt and the pantyhose underneath to soothe an overheated young slit. 

“Yes,” she smiled. “It’s an intoxicating prospect. And, I assure you from experience, the realisation of it goes beyond anything your imagination has conjured up for you to now.”

There was no reply at the other end and the older woman’s smile deepened as she allowed her pupil a few moments to savour her thoughts before going on:

“So, my dear...” she began, voice as soothing and non-pressuring as a saleslady with a customer she felt sure was already on the hook – even if the younger woman was no customer and she herself had no intention of profiting from her.

Not financially, anyway.

The thrill she would receive from helping another sister take her rightful place something else again, knowing that to be by her side, metaphorically and, hopefully, physically, as she went about it would keep the feelings she had in regard of her own husband... vibrant.

“...Are you ready to commit to the first steps that, all being well, will end with your husband accepting his rightful and inevitable place beneath the heel as your...” 
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“Spencer, you have no need to be nervous”, I told the charming young man. “You have a beautiful body and should be proud of the effect you can have on an older woman.”

At nineteen, and not being the best looking facial specimen, it was hardly surprising he would find my words pleasing and, though he was only just over eleven years younger than me, I was enjoying playing the “Mrs Robinson” role with him.

Hell, I was enjoying just about everything these days.

“Now take your hands away from yourself and let me see the beautiful black love-stick that’s going to give me such pleasure.”

I allowed a warm and reassuring smile to cross my somewhat flushed face and was rewarded when it appeared to ease Spencer's understandable nervousness as he slowly moved his hands away from the equipment I fully intended to make much use of before he left my house.

The reveal of his wonderfully erection, veins pulsing as they snaked its considerable length, caused my smile to grow even wider and I felt the telltale signs of wetness between my own legs – or perhaps I should say, more wetness.

As he saw the effect his beautiful black manhood had on the married woman who had been seducing him almost from the moment her law firm had taken him on as an office junior and she took note of the fabulous body his sober office clothing couldn’t quite hide and was a direct contradiction to the face above it there was no disguising and remained in view for all to see, I noticed he began to look more confident and watched his shoulders grow a little less tense as he became more attuned to what were, after all, the unusual circumstances of his presence in the bedroom of one of his two female bosses. 

“It seems only fair,” I said, still standing fully-clothed in the master-bedroom that should, by rights, have been sacrosanct to me and my husband, “that as you’ve shown me what I will soon be receiving, I should reciprocate.”

I beckoned with a finger:

“Come over here, Spencer, and undress me.”

The burgeoning confidence receded almost instantly and I immediately knew its cause.

Not to know it, in fact, would have been pretty near impossible under the circumstances.

“Don’t worry about him,” I said referring to the likewise fully clothed figure kneeling with his nose in the corner and afraid to move. “I’ve told you, he is absolutely tame. My husband does everything I tell him and won’t bother you.”

“But...?” Spencer’s voice was almost a whisper as he betrayed his incomprehension at the situation and I knew that what he was about to experience would have a defining effect upon the rest of his sexual life. That experience being a boat that had already sailed in respect of the young married woman he was about to fuck. And how grateful was I for that!

“But...” he persisted. “He... He’s your husband. Why would...?”

He got no further as I closed the gap between us and reached a hand down between his legs to cup my hand around the magnificent sac that dangled beneath an equally breathtaking erection. A sac so full it sagged with copious youthful cream that defined his teenaged virility as well as his desire for me. 

“That’s none of your business, young man,” I told him in an authoritative voice that reflected my position as the rising young star of my legal chambers and, in effect, his boss. Or at least one of them. “I didn’t invite you to my home to ask questions but simply to please me.” I slid my hand the length of the solid bar that was his pole and was encouraged to find it was losing none of its urgency despite his apparent misgivings. “Or do you have a problem with putting your body at the disposal of the boss who can either make your working life very pleasant or ensure you don’t work for our chambers at all?”

“No, hmm, Ms Kenton,” he said in the respectful way in which he addressed me at the office and I insisted he maintain now we were outside, lest he somehow get the impression that fucking me made him my equal. “I think you’re just great and... and I don’t have a problem with, you know, doing that. But... well...”

“Go on, say what you want to say,” I urged in a voice intended to assure him he could speak freely and there would be no repercussions.

“Well... It’s just that... I mean, he’s your husband. He’s so much older than you and... I mean, what is he? Forty? Fifty?”

“Forty-four,” I told him, expression letting him know, along with the tightening of my grip about his shaft, that I was getting a tad fed-up with his questions.

“Yeah, well, I just don’t understand how he can, you know, kneel in the corner while his wife... while his wife...”

“While his wife beds someone else?” I suggested with a helpful if slightly impatient smile, though I had to admit to myself the fact we were having this discussion in the full hearing of my husband as he knelt in his corner, feeling unable to move, let alone interrupt, did add a certain... frisson... to the proceedings.

“Well, yeah. I mean. Come on, Ms Kenton, it’s not what you’d call normal exactly, is it?”

Young Spencer, it seemed, had a talent for understatement and it brought a smile of amusement to my pert features as I swept a hand through the short and page-boy cut black hair that would have given me a Mediterranean look had it not been for the pale and unblemished complexion beneath it. 

That complexion being English Rose with thorns.

“No. It’s not, Spencer,” I agreed. “And guess what? I’m glad it’s not.”

For a moment he looked worried, as if he’d upset me.

“Normal – and it is my guess you will learn this sooner rather than later,” I told him, “is boring. It’s what countless millions of unimaginative souls aspire to their whole lives, simply because they’re too unintelligent, too unimaginative or simply too scared to step out of the comfort zone being a part of a herd supplies them.”

I wasn’t at all sure he understood what I was saying – our company had only taken him on because we pride ourselves on our liberal credentials and a none too well-educated black boy from a council estate fitted with our “Mission Statement” ­– but whether he did or not he seemed reassured and there was no appreciable lessening of his excitement as its length literally pulsed and jumped against the hand I was using to keep it imprisoned in a delightful confinement.

I do so love young men!

“Now, forget my husband and undress me,” I ordered. “Slowly and with respect. I’m still your boss and I expect you to show me all courtesies.”

His eyes regarded me as if I were the most exotic and powerful of earthly beings and I loved the feeling of being looked upon in such a way as I added, in a voice worthy of such a commanding goddess:

“Understand?”

My subject nodded, not so ill-educated he couldn’t understand his place in the general scheme of things and, having already received a warning from me of what would happen to him if I heard so much of a whiff of this evening’s events and the situation with my husband in chambers or anywhere else, looking more and more eager to serve.

That “warning”, by the way, being one we both knew he would do well to heed if he wanted the status quo to remain in place.

Despite my relative youth I was rising fast and even being headhunted by other Chambers now that the change in my marriage and the fact I had taken the reins had led to a new and more assertive Rhonda Kenton. I was also gaining something of a reputation in chambers as an ice-cold negotiator and a ball-breaking bitch into the bargain. So I knew a lowly office junior he would not be about to take my threats lightly.

Power, I had realised when first starting my husband on the road to his present, and most abject, position in life, was every bit the drug I had heard it described to be and added another dimension to the sexual act.

Or perhaps it would be more accurate to say: “acts”.

When he had, with surprising deference and gentleness to go with the respect I’d demanded, unzipped my skirt and unbuttoned my blouse before sliding down the pantyhose I’d worn all day at the office down my legs, I backed up a few steps to sit upon the edge of the bed
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