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About This Book:

We’re in desperate need of a sale on our recently renovated property and with the lenders on our backs things are really getting heated.

My husband Garrett and I are on hand to show a mystery buyer around the property, but well-to-do Ms. Macy has a sinful demand that we’re desperate to meet at whatever cost.

She’s half my age, twice as hot, drenched in money and she wants my husband.  The cherry on top?  She wants me to watch.  Read how the young dominant mistress conquers my husband as I watch on and tend to her whims.  
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Ms. Macy’s long, painted nails pushed through the soft hair on my husband’s chest as she kissed him, then she pulled back and turned on the spot, facing her back to him.

“Take my bra off,” she said, and she looked over at me.

Garrett stared at me too and I gave him another subtle nod, pulling my leg up on the chair and holding my arm around it.  I was torn between looking and not.  My summer dress rode up and he eyed the crotch of my panties as he fingered at her clasp.

It unfastened and he pushed it forwards off her shoulders.  Ms. Macy watched me closely as I saw her tits revealed for the first time.  They were firm and shapely with soft, pink nipples that curved upwards a little from the base.  By comparison my own breasts were a shade larger, but definitely past their heyday.

“Hold them,” Ms. Macy said, pointing her mouth back to Garrett.

His hands came under her arms slowly and he cupped her tits in them.  When they gripped over her breasts she closed her eyes and exhaled, falling back into him.

I watched my husband kiss at her neck and then dart his eyes over to me when he realized what he’d done.

“Pretend I’m not here,” I said.

“That’s the spirit,” Ms. Macy said, and she turned to face Garrett, pushing her breasts onto him and reaching her lips up to meet his.

They kissed again and I felt the swell of jealousy crash inside me like a tidal wave.  My hands shook and I squeezed the arm of the chair to try to keep my composure.

As I watched her svelte frame leaning against him I started to experience some emotions I was unprepared for.  Amidst the shame and degradation there was the faintest slither of eroticism to be mined.  Something about watching the two of them together ignited something inside me that I couldn’t deny.  I felt my pussy become wet as I watched the pair of them explore each other.

Ms. Macy pulled her lips off him and then put her fingers down inside his belted jeans again.  I moved my eyes to his bulge and realized in an instant that he was as stiff as a board inside there.

“Let’s get this out, shall we?” Ms. Macy said, looking back at me excitedly.

I almost smiled—truly I did.  I was as eager for her to see it as she was.  She was in for a treat alright and so was Garrett.  I, on the other hand, had something different in store.

I watched those slender fingers of hers work his belt open, pulling it wide as she sank to her knees.  Her pencil skirt rose up off her hips and sat loose around her stomach as she crouched in front of him, then she steadily started to pop open the buttons of his fly, looking up at Garrett as he stared down and waited.

His hands hung by his side and he seemed unsure of where to put them.  I was rapt by the image and I realized suddenly that my hand had found its way to my crotch and was tickling slowly over the heat of my pussy beneath.

Garrett spotted it but his attention quickly moved elsewhere as Ms. Macy tugged briskly at his jeans, dropping them an inch or so to reveal the embossed outline of his huge dick that sat beneath his tight, white boxer-shorts.

“That’s what I want,” she said, sucking a breath through her teeth and then gripping the protrusion in her hands.
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“Put the flowers in the middle of the table, Garrett, will you?”

My husband shook his head with a smile.  “Here?” he asked, holding them centre and awaiting the nod of approval.

“Perfect,” I said.  “Did you put the air-freshener in the down-stairs bathroom?”

“Yes, Carol,” he droned.

“I just want to make sure it’s perfect, honey,” I said, scanning the room and imagining how it might look.

“I don’t think there’s much more we can do,” Garrett said, looking around with his hands on his hips.  “It’s up to the buyer now, I guess.”

I walked over and gave him a kiss, rubbing his arm and looking up into that handsome face of his.  We’d been married for ten years now and there’s not a thing we wouldn’t do for each other.

I sighed forlornly.  “I hope this is the one.”

“Don’t put too much pressure on it,” he said.  “They’ll come.”

“But we need it now.  Those lenders aren’t gonna stop asking.  They threatened legal action.”

“I know, I know,” he said, putting a finger on my lips and smiling.  “But worrying about it isn’t going to change anything.”

I walked over to the table and moved the flowers over an inch or so.

“When’s she due?” I asked, looking at my watch.

Garrett opened his mouth to answer but before he could there was a healthy rap at the door.

“She’s here!” I cried, half-way between excited and nervous.

“She?” Garrett called after.

“Didn’t you read the file I sent you?”

He looked bemused.

“Never mind, come on.”  I grabbed his arm and pulled him to the door.  “We have to be a model couple, remember?”

“We aren’t?” Garrett said.

“You know what I mean.”

I gave myself a quick brush down and did the same to Garrett.  He was wearing an open shirt and dark-blue jeans and I was wearing a flowery summer-dress, trying our best to look as though we wore this every day around the house.

I took a breath and opened the door, meeting the sunglass-covered face of a business-woman in a cream suit-jacket and dress with black piping.

“Mr. & Mrs. McGuire?” she said.

“We are,” I bubbled, smiling.

“I’m Ms. Macy.”

She extended a hand to me and I shook it as warmly as I could, but the grip that met me was much colder.

“Mr. McGuire,” she said, extending a hand towards my husband.

“Call me Garrett,” he smiled.

The corner of her mouth moved but not much else.

Ms. Macy was around the same height as me but her high-heels made her an inch or so taller.  Behind the sunglasses was a smooth, young face that belied her demeanor.  She looked around her early twenties but had a way of making me feel younger than her, despite my forty-two years.

“Can I come in?” she asked finally.

“Of course,” I said, all smiles.

My husband and I stepped aside and Ms. Macy walked into the large foyer, looking up the stair-case and taking in the grandiose reception that we’d hoped would wow.  Her brunette hair was in a tight, well-sculpted bun behind her head.

“First impressions?” I asked, and I felt a pinch at my arm from Garrett.

“The living room?” she asked ignoring me.  I pointed off to a side room.

She started walking and I followed, batting away the whispers of Garrett.

“Hmm,” she said, surveying the room.

The entire time she was there she seemed to display precisely zero emotion.  By the time we’d finished the tour I stood in the reception room with her and was holding back the tears.  It was clear she wasn’t impressed.

“Tell me your price,” she said.

“It’s on the market for one-point-five,” Garrett said.

She turned to the both of us and took off her sunglasses finally.  Her eyes were a steely blue and contrasted her brunette hair.

“I’ll give you your money,” she said, and it was delivered in such a way that the words barely registered at first.  “But I want something in return,” she added.

“You’ll ... give us the money?” I asked, unsure if I’d heard her right.

“That’s correct,” she answered.

Garrett smiled and I heard him breathe the stress out of his lungs.  “That’s great,” he said.

Ms. Macy looked between the two of us and finally gave a smile.  She waited patiently.

“What do you want in return?”  I asked, cautious.  I put my hand behind my husband and squeezed at his hip.

“Your husband,” she said, simple and plain.

Again she waited.

I cleared my throat, keeping my smile for the moment.  “Sorry?”

“You heard me,” she said, and she folded her glasses and put them in her top pocket.

“My husband?” I repeated, confused.

“Yes.”

Garrett was equally perplexed.

“I’m not sure we follow,” he said.

Ms. Macy stood there, calmer than she’d been the entire time.  If I had to guess, this wasn’t the first time she’d made these kinds of demands.

“Your husband,” she said, nodding at Garrett but addressing me.  “I want him.”

I felt a quiver at the pit of my stomach as I struggled to determine her exact intentions.  I was reluctant to boil over too soon.

“You—you want him?” I repeated.

“Yes,” she said simply.  “And I want you to watch.”

“What the f—”

“I’m afraid you need to be clearer,” Garrett said.

“I’m not sure how I can be?” Ms. Macy said.

“What exactly do you want with my husband?”

She nodded down to Garrett’s belt.  “That.”

I looked to her gaze and saw the bulge beneath his pants.  Garrett was a big guy alright, but I hadn’t realized it was something Ms. Macy had been paying attention to.

I scoffed.  “You can’t be serious.”

“Deadly serious,” she said, and she took a step towards the both of us.  “I understand there are precisely zero offers for this property, correct?”

“That’s—”

“And I understand that your loans are in desperate need of repayment,” she continued.

“How do you know that?” Garrett said.

“One hour,” she said.  “That’s all.”

“This is ridiculous,” I cried, dumbfounded.  I looked to Garrett who seemed to be deep in thought.

“One hour?” he said.

“You can’t be serious,” I said, addressing my husband now.

“We don’t exactly hold a good hand here,” he conceded.

“You’re not seriously considering this fucking offer,” I said, losing my composure completely now.

“It’s our only offer,” Garrett said.

“I don’t think many people will be willing to pay the full asking price,” Ms. Macy declared.

My brow furrowed as I stared at her and my fist clenched.

“Honey,” Garrett warned and he pulled me back.

“You have two minutes to decide,” Ms. Macy said, and she held her watch up and looked at it.

“One hour,” Garrett said, shrugging.  “What’s an hour?”

“What’s she going to do in that hour?”

“I think you can imagine—”

“I don’t want to imagine.”

“One-and-a-half million, honey,” he said.

“At what cost?”

“One hour.  One hour and she’s out of our life.”

“You want to fuck her, don’t you?”

He scoffed unconvincingly.

“Go on,” I said.  “You can admit it.  You’ve got the hots for her, don’t you?”

“I
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