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CHAPTER ONE

Even after marrying him, Penny wasn’t really sure if she could ever explain the source of Lawrence’s wealth if anyone were to ask.

But what she did know was that he was a highly intelligent man with a knack for playing the stock market. It seemed like a game to him, one which he had not only mastered but seemed to have grasped control of, to be a step above everyone else. This was the case for almost everything else he did in life: real estate, dinner parties, vacations, no matter what it was, it seemed as though he approached every interaction with some kind of strategy or scheme, all with that deceptively cheery, easy-going disposition.

He had an ability to wrap people around his little finger without them ever knowing, even years down the line.

And his latest scheme was no exception. Everyone that he had targeted had fallen right into his trap. Like some of his more ingenious deals and ploys, at the end of this they would walk away thinking they had the upper hand. Perhaps this time, they really would have the upper hand, and that was ultimately the point.

But this time, Penny was his accomplice, his co-conspirator, and she would finally see that devious mind at work, watch him pull the strings for his all too willing puppets.

And one thing was for sure: she wouldn’t be falling into any traps.

Because she was the trap.

They had met at a private members’ club in the city. She had frequented the club for several months, enough time to encounter many of the most successful men in the city and play along with their little games. She had dated several of them—though ‘dated’ was a stretch in most cases—and though she had seen Lawrence around the venue, often with a new young woman on his arm on each occasion, it was some time before they first spoke.

Unbeknownst to her, he had been watching all along.

“I noticed you spent some time with Andy Stefanopoulos,” he had said one night as they sipped a vintage Cabernet Sauvignon and looked out over the city lights from his patio.

She had fidgeted uncomfortably, uncertain where this was leading. They had been together for nearly six months, and things were becoming serious between them. But Penny had always had an active dating life and had never pretended otherwise; she wasn’t the type to let anyone shame her for it, and if that was his game, it was going to be a deal breaker.

“I did.”

“And Neil Pieters?”

“Is that a problem?” she had asked, quite sternly.

To her surprise he had smiled, and let out a soft laugh. “Not at all.”

“Then what business is it of yours?”

He had cleared his throat, looked out over the city, and for the first time he’d looked less than completely confident as he began to answer her.

That’s when she had found out exactly what business it was of his. She had found the skeleton in his closet, the one that he felt compelled to share with her before their relationship would progress any further.

And one that she had found strangely compelling.

“So,” he asked her as they sat down for dinner. “Do you think everything is in place now?”

A year and a half had passed. They had married six months previously, a decadent affair that had brought together three hundred of their closest friends with a reception where no cost was spared. Their honeymoon had jumped between the Caribbean, the Mediterranean and the Indian Ocean, a month-long whirlwind of luxury, relaxation and sex.

And for the last few months, they had embarked on two projects. The first, on which they had worked together, was to renovate Lawrence’s sprawling estate; he was keen for her to be as comfortable as possible in his home, and to make the place truly hers. The place was already beautiful beyond compare, but he had insisted that no idea was too much, and the end result was a revamped master bedroom and ensuite bathroom, a modern yet grand living room, and an upgrade to the poolside area with an inbuilt bar and jacuzzi.

The second project had been more clandestine, and it had been just for her.

Her task, one that she had accepted with relish, was to interview and hire the new staff that would tend to this estate:

A new landscaper and pool guy.

A private chef.

And a new security guard.

“I think so,” she said, glancing at the kitchen door as the new chef returned to his station. “They all seem to be doing a good job.”

He smirked knowingly. “They haven’t fulfilled all of their job descriptions yet.”

“If you think I included everything on their job descriptions, then you’re about to be disappointed.”

“Their job descriptions did mention additional time and tasks when required, did they not?”

“True. Well, I think I’m ready to test that out.”

He sipped his wine and gave her a rakish smile.

“Then I’m ready, too.”


CHAPTER TWO

She decided on an easy start, and dipped her toes in the shallow end—literally.

Max was twenty-one, employed only for the summer months before he would leave town again for the final year of his studies. He was a young man—more than a decade younger than Penny, in fact—but his body was developed and sculpted better than any she had been with. She knew from little mentions here and there that he practically lived in the gym during his spare time, and it showed.

On days when he was over, she had stolen peeks whenever she swam, sunbathed or crossed the pool area, feeling a frisson of excitement at the mere chance that she would get to explore those muscles, to submit her toned little body to that absolute specimen. The way his biceps and triceps shifted when he vacuumed the tiles of the pool, the way his back muscles contracted as he propelled a wheelbarrow full of soil across the yard, the way he didn’t break a sweat even when lugging heavy equipment around on the hotter afternoons; the sight of him, knowing what might come, electrified her.

He was young, and perhaps that would mean he was inexperienced, naive. But Penny didn’t get that sense. She suspected Max had college girls throwing themselves at him left, right and center. Where would that leave her, a married woman in her mid-thirties whose husband was, for now, his employer?

“This is the stuff of fantasy for a young guy like Max,” Lawrence had said, seeking to reassure her but prompting a smirk.

“Are you sure you aren’t just projecting?”

“Is it not the stuff of fantasy for a married, older woman?”

He had her there. She hadn’t been married long, but the idea of being taken by the young pool guy was intensely erotic to her. She hoped it would have the same appeal for Max; she was still surprised that it did for her husband.

She reclined on a lounger by the pool in her little red and white polka dot bikini, her wide sun hat and sunglasses obscuring the direction of her gaze, as she scrutinized Max while he cleared a filter. She knew her husband was watching—not on the security cameras that were monitored by the new guard, but on the secret secondary network that he had set up for himself after the renovations.

He had installed tiny hidden cameras that connected to an app that enabled him to jump through various views around the property. He had shown this to Penny—it came as no surprise, as he had been fully transparent with her about his plan—and knowing exactly where her husband’s eyes would be had catalyzed her own dirty daydreaming over the last few weeks.

And she knew that, although the poolside was a deliberate blind spot for the official network of security cameras, affording them privacy in an area that was unreachable without passing through monitored areas, one camera perched beneath nearby eaves was currently giving him a view of his sunbathing, scantily clad wife, and the topless, musclebound pool guy ten feet in front of her.

She slid her hat off and fanned herself with it. “It is hot today.”

“Sure is,” Max said, glancing up and not so subtly holding his gaze to her half-naked, gym-honed body for an extra second before resuming his work.

“I don’t know how you do it in this heat,” she said. “I swear, Max, you could push a broken down car in the desert and you wouldn’t even get out of breath.”

He laughed and shook his head. “Thank you. But trust me, I’m tired enough by the time I go home. Not that I’m complaining,” he quickly added. “I enjoy this kind of work. Lets me get some exercise in the fresh air and clear my head.”

“Clear your head?” she asked, cocking her head to the side and pulling down her sunglasses. “Anything on your mind?”

“Oh, nothing out of the ordinary,” he said, speeding up his motions as he filled a bucket with the leaves and detritus from the filter. “I’m just still trying to figure out what comes after college.”

And that was her in. She reached over to the sun lounger next to her and pulled it a couple of inches closer with a loud squeak, then patted the seat as she poured out a second glass of ice lemon water from the pitcher next to her.

“Come. Take a break and sit with me.”

He blinked and looked about, as though worried Lawrence would pop out at any second. “I’m still on the clock…”

She scoffed and shook her head.

“It’s a beautiful day. You’ve been working hard. Come join me and talk it out.”

He gave her a hesitant smile, thought about it for a moment, and then closed up the filter, rinsed his hands, and came over to the sun lounger.

Her heartbeat sped up, and her skin tingled.

This really might happen, she realized.

They talked about his studies, his ambitions, the pressure from his family. Penny took the opportunity at one moment in the conversation to praise him and his work, and when the next chance came along to reiterate how impressed she had been and to reassure him that his intelligence and easy-going manner would see him through, she accompanied her words with a tap of her hand just above his knee.

He didn’t flinch, and he didn’t look uncomfortable—in fact, he smiled back, not a naive or polite smile but an encouraging, confident smile. She let her hand linger a little longer and threw in a gentle squeeze before she lifted it.

A connection had been made, a silent communication from each of them that this interaction could become a lot more than just a friendly chat. She wondered how Lawrence felt as he watched from his private office in town. However he felt about it now, their plan was in motion, and it was already too late if he changed his mind.

She was doing what he had wanted—which was whatever she wanted.

“Max,” she said, reaching down into the bag behind her and lifting up a bottle of sunscreen. “Do you think you could get my back?”

For a moment he looked taken aback, but his confident smile returned and he accepted the bottle.

“Sure.”

She lay down on her front, and then upped the ante one more time before he could start. She reached behind her, tugged at the string of her bikini top, and let it come apart, before sliding it out from beneath her and dropping it into her bag. Her breasts were pressed to the cushion, mostly but not fully concealed from him, and she sensed him pause.

It was another strong signal, and one which he seemed to accept.

She felt his hands and the cool lotion press gently against her upper back, and begin to massage her. She lay there and smiled to herself, keeping her body poised in as flattering a manner as possible, with her lower back curving in and her butt pushed slightly upwards, and her feet crossed and dangling playfully at the end of the lounger. He moved along her back, slowly rubbing the sunscreen into her skin, and she let out a contented sigh.

Surely he must know where I’m going with this, she thought. I think this is really working…

He ran the length of her back down to her bikini bottom and back up again, until it was well covered. But he had been careful not to go too close to the edges. And that was her next play.

“Could you get the sides, too?” she asked. “I always miss them.”

“Uh… sure.”

He squirted out another blob of lotion and then gently rubbed upwards from one side of her waist and over her rib cage, and then the other. She waited patiently, breathing shallow breaths out of a strange fear of moving too much and deterring him. Still, he skirted around the protruding sides of her breasts.

“Do you mind doing here, too?” she asked, pointing to this area on each side. She kept her head down as she said it, hoping to look casual about it, but also afraid of looking at him and seeing his reaction.

“Okay,” he said, and there was a little waver in his voice, but he followed her instruction and carefully maneuvered his fingers to the outermost reaches of her chest on both sides. He rubbed gently, slowly, and covered the area in question.

“Here,” she said encouragingly, and raised herself on her elbows so that her breasts lifted free from the cushion, directly under his gaze. Now she turned and looked at him with a small smile, fighting her own nerves as she spoke plainly. “Could you do the rest of them?”

She tried to read his reaction. Stunned, and a little worried, she thought, but he tried to put on a brave face and stay in the game. He exhaled and relaxed his shoulders, then smiled back.

“If you want me to.”

“I do.”

He poured out another dollop of lotion, split it across both hands, and then slid his fingers and his palms along her breasts. She let out a small moan.

“Yes. Just like that.”

Reassured, he enveloped both breasts now with his large palms and massaged them. It was a heady feeling; the impropriety of this act, the heat of the sun on her bare flesh, the coolness of the lotion, those young, smooth hands caressing her…

She had forgotten for a moment that Lawrence would be watching this, finally delivered the sight that he had wanted for so long. She hoped this wasn’t a mistake, that he wouldn’t be unexpectedly repelled by whatever she was about to do. Yet he had seen her in the company of several other men at their club—no more than dancing and the occasional kiss, but very clearly with those men—and apparently it had resonated with this long-held fantasy of his.

If her past dating life turned him on, then she felt safe in the knowledge that she would have the desired effect on her husband if she simply repeated those little, opening moments of pursuit. Here in their own marital home, with the men whom he was paying to maintain it.

As Max gently kneaded her breasts, his palms rubbing her nipples, and the pretense of that glob of sunscreen now long gone, she squirmed with his touch, and she pressed a hand to his thigh and began to slide it upwards.

And she hoped her husband could handle what she was planning to do next.

She led Max to the next level up from the pool, beyond the edge of the patio, and then along a short footpath. Tucked away in a quiet corner of the backyard, and wrapped in a curling yew hedge for privacy, was a cushioned rattan bed with a canopy, perfectly located for quiet sunbathing or siestas. Penny hoped the setting would put Max’s mind at ease, so that he could relax and perform at his best.

Unbeknownst to him, one of Lawrence’s cameras was embedded in the canopy, and another hidden in the hedge. The location was perfect.

After she had seduced him by the pool and he had begun to feel her up, she had turned over and kissed him, and allowed him to go to town on her exposed breasts. At the same time she had felt his package through his thin polyester shorts, and she knew now that he was big where it counted the most. Somehow, she could tell when she first met him that he was probably well endowed, and the thick, twitching shaft beneath the fabric now confirmed her suspicions.

She had covered herself up with a thin wrap as she led him to the bed, but as they reached it she collapsed onto the mattress and pulled him down with her, and he removed it within seconds.

“God, I want you,” she breathed.

She knew there was a small voice in the back of his head that was afraid—he probably feared repercussions for what he was about to do, but she also suspected that he was daunted by the age gap. She was determined to fuel him with the confidence and reassurance that he needed to see this through.

Perhaps I needn’t have worried, she thought, as he yanked off his shorts to reveal a pair of boxer briefs fighting to hold back the enormous protrusion jutting towards her. He kissed her and sunk against her body, and she wrapped her arms around his neck, her legs around his waist. She felt the hard underside of his cock press down against her pussy through their thin clothing.

It suddenly felt so real, and yet at the same time so dreamlike, as though time had lurched forward from her tentative attempt at seduction to the cusp of banging this college guy’s brains out.

Or maybe he’s not the one who’s about to have his brains banged out, she thought, as he eagerly pressed himself to her and roamed her body with his hands, and that stiff rod ground hard against her.

She had fantasized about this scenario with Max. She had imagined how things might progress. But she hadn’t foreseen the sheer heat of this moment. He was so much more powerful than her other lovers. In the years before Lawrence, she was used to dating men in their thirties and forties, and even at college she had often dated men a few years past their graduation, so this was a novel experience. He was so strong, so athletic—it seemed as though that body was capable of doing anything in bed.

But she was determined to stick to her plan.

She guided his wandering hands between her legs. Within moments he was pressing his fingers to her mound, and she was aware of just how hot and wet she was for him. She let him slip her bikini bottom down her legs, and then he gently stroked her swollen folds as they kissed, his other hand caressing her ass, her breasts, whatever part of his employer’s wife took his fancy.

And then…

“Go down on me,” she whispered.

He obeyed immediately, sliding down her body, worshiping her toned curves as he moved, and then nestling between her legs. She felt like she was the one in control now—this young stud down on his knees to service her, her husband watching on helplessly from afar.

What would her friends think if they could see her now with Max? They would be scandalized, of course—she could only imagine the gossip, how quickly word of her infidelity with the eye candy gardener would spread. But she also knew they would be jealous, bitterly, consumingly jealous. Lawrence wanted her to bring a cliched husband’s fantasy to life, but she was taking the opportunity to enact perhaps an even more cliched wife’s fantasy.

He had pressed one meaty finger inside her by the time he began to lick the length of her slit, and then with a little difficulty—even though her sex was so wet for him—he managed to work a second finger in. Already, she felt full, the sensations of his gently thrusting fingers overwhelming her. His cock would be even more tricky for her to take.

And when his tongue flicked the tip of her clit, she felt shockwaves. She shuddered and gasped, and he smirked up at her before teasing her a few more times, stopping just shy of her bud, before he repeated the trick and made her lurch and moan helplessly.

What would Lawrence think? He had never induced a reaction like this when he had gone down on her.

Maybe that was the point.

He continued this teasing game, sometimes drawing out his idling strokes along her slit for so long that she thought it was over, before he would catch her unawares and trigger those intense sensations again. He turned it into a rhythm, and the anticipation between each mind-blowing peak began to play with her mind, so that she could no longer tell if those brief moments of relief or the frustrating waits in between were what exhilarated her more.

And as those lines blurred, and she became a restless, writhing, shivering wreck, she bit her lip for fear that her yearning whines would become so loud that the distant neighbors could hear her.

Her fervor built up and burst in a wave of all-consuming pleasure, and then another, and she gripped the back of his head and pinned him down, just in case her involuntary thrashing might cause her to come loose from him too soon.

Her young lover diligently maintained the pressure inside her and against her clit, watching her as she shook and tossed her head back, moaning out his name with no regard now for nearby priers. Those waves went on and on, and when she finally felt sated and they both fell still, save for her heavy breaths, she sank back against the mattress and he joined her to recover.

“Fuck, that was good.”

“Don’t get too comfortable,” he said, planting a delicate kiss on her neck. “I want to be inside you.”

She had so enjoyed the power dynamic of having his face buried between her legs, and the effortless endurance of this young stud as he brought her to climax, that she had almost forgotten what would come next. With his muscles rippling, he climbed on top of her and kissed her, and she responded eagerly, pulling him to her and flicking her tongue against his. Her legs still lay parted, and he positioned himself between them, and she looked down at his eager, pulsing member jutting over her entrance.

“Get inside me,” she breathed, and she threw an upward glance in the vague direction of the camera nestled somewhere up in that canopy.

That lean, muscular frame dwarfing her, he held his cock to her folds and began to lightly push. She watched the bare tip disappear, the wide, veiny shaft tensing as he slid inside her. She was so used to Lawrence that already it was like having the wind knocked out of her—even at the head, Max’s cock was so big, so thick, that she was both excited and a little apprehensive at the notion of having all of him inside her.

But as she lay back and savored his body, the knowledge that this was driving Lawrence crazy, he continued to push into her; he was met with some resistance from her tight pussy, but she was so slick with arousal for him that still he entered her with relative ease. Before she knew it, half of that impressive member was out of sight, and straining inside her.

She squeezed his ass and coaxed him further, eager to have all of him. He was way past teasing now—he had her where he wanted her, and now was his chance to take her. He pushed firmly until he seemed to be all the way in, and then again, as she watched the last inch disappear and felt the enjoyably overwhelming sensation of being stretched. She breathed heavily and looked up at him lustfully, meekly.

“Oh, God… Fuck me.”

The feeling of him pulling most of the way out and then thrusting back into her left her almost breathless. She cried out despite herself, and then wrapped her legs around him and surrendered herself to him.

He fucked her hard then, and all she could do, all she wanted to do, was lie back and revel in the sensation, and watch this display of raw power.

“Yes, Max… fuck me… fuck me harder…”

He did as he was told, and his thrusts left her flailing, gripping his huge back muscles, closing her eyes and simply focusing on the feel of his member backing out and then embedding itself inside her again, over and over, until out of nowhere her skin fizzed and her body shook once again.

“Oh my god… I’m coming again…”

And then an even more powerful orgasm consumed her. He continued to fuck her, faster now, spurred on as she squirmed in pleasure beneath him. The feel of each wave making her tighten around his already straining shaft was a new high for her, and clearly he felt it too, because before she was done he was tensing up and panting.

“Oh, fuck… fuck…”

His hot come blasted into her then, and she lay prone and took it, still rapt with her own pleasure.

“Yes, yes,” she whined. “Come in me, baby. Come in me.”

That night, Lawrence made the surprising decision to take her out to dinner.

“I thought dinner would be fairly low down your list of priorities by the end of today,” Penny smiled, as the waiter left them to get comfortable in their private booth.

“I think you misunderstand me,” he smiled. “I don’t expect anything to happen between us this evening.”

She felt a surge of panic. “Is something wrong?”

“No, no,” he said, placing his hand over hers. “Not at all.”

“Did you watch it? Did you… like it?”

“Very much so,” he said. “But what I mean is… for now, I want you to do everything you’ve been preparing for. I want to wait until after.”

She blinked, stunned. “You watched me live out your fantasy today, and you don’t want to, you know… take me back?”

“Of course I do. But that’s the point. I want to take you back after you’ve done all of it.”

“You mean… all of them?”

“Well, yes.”

Penny stared back at him, bemused. She had just committed adultery for him, to fulfill his desires—okay, not just his desires—and she had assumed, after some pretty intense nights in bed after they had merely talked about her doing this, that her encounter with Max that afternoon would then fuel her wildest night ever with her husband. She never thought that he would want to wait.

“But… why? Do you not want me now?”

“Far from it. I want you more than ever. But after your next rendezvous, I will want you even more. And then after the next one, still more. Each time it will be as though we’re pouring out a gallon of gasoline, and I want to pour out all of it before we light the match.”

“It depends what we’re setting fire to,” she said, eying him uncertainly. “Our home? Our marriage?”

He smiled and shook his head. “No. Our lust. And we’re not destroying it, we’ll be setting a perpetual blaze.”

She laughed and rubbed her eyes. “That’s quite a picture, Lawrence. I hope you’re right.”

“Trust me. I’m right.”

Lawrence and his games. She had relished playing along with him on this one, and the anticipation of luring each of their prey.

And yet she couldn’t shake the feeling that she didn’t know everything, that maybe, somewhere beneath the surface of their co-conspiring, he was still playing a game of his own.

And that she would be the one to fall prey to it.


CHAPTER THREE

For her next target she chose Antonio, the new chef.

He had been given the day off during her seduction of Max, along with the security guard. Lawrence had spared no detail that day; Antonio worked near windows that looked out over the pool area, and though the camera network did not extend there, the guard Charles regularly left his office if he thought the tiniest thing seemed off—like a landscaper being absent from his landscape. Similarly, Lawrence had adjusted Charles’ and Max’s schedules to ensure they would not be around for her next move.

Penny had seen little of Max since their afternoon together. She knew it might be uncomfortable for both of them if they found themselves alone in each other’s company, but in truth it wasn’t just that. She wouldn’t feel embarrassed or awkward, though she feared he might. Above all, she thought perhaps he might want a repeat encounter; which wouldn’t be an issue because she might spurn him, but because the idea tempted her too. She had other plans, though, and her remaining hires still intrigued her.

Before Max, most of Penny’s sexual partners had much in common. They tended to be successful, Waspy, and several years older than her. So, without her really intending it to be, her roster of unsuspecting employees had eschewed all of those characteristics. First there had been Max, who was from a white working class background and who, her junior by over a decade, had been the first to make a cougar out of Penny. And now there was Antonio: a tall, dark-featured South American with a quiet but intense manner.

From that first interview, there had been something about him that piqued Penny’s interest. Standing half a foot taller than her husband, with his prominent cheekbones and blazing eyes, there was a dominant quality about him, and she suspected that somewhere beneath that reticent exterior there was a fiery temperament—one that could translate to real intensity between the sheets.

Except she wasn’t planning to get him between the sheets. She had something else in mind.

She had picked out a tank top and a floaty short skirt—a fairly innocuous ensemble, but one that she wanted him to see her wearing throughout the afternoon, to get him thinking, before she made a move.

The living room was in full view of the kitchen, and so she curled up on a chaise longue with her laptop, catching up on some work with her legs bent parallel to one another and her generous cleavage facing him should he glance up. It was not the kind of outfit that she usually wore—she liked to leave a little to the imagination, and besides, skimpy clothing just wasn’t the done thing in her social circles—but that was the point.

She knew that it was revealing enough to catch his eye, and unusual enough to make him wonder why she was dressed like that on a day when the two were alone at the house.

She felt his gaze sporadically as he prepared the night’s dinner, and after a couple of attempts she caught him looking. He immediately averted his gaze and focused on chopping peppers, and she knew he had taken the bait. Whether he would respond to any further provocation, she wasn’t sure—his taciturn nature and those unreadable dark eyes didn’t give much away—but as she sensed him glancing over at her again in the periphery of her eyeline, she sensed something in his gaze.

Curiosity. Hunger even.

When he went into the pantry to bring out some ingredients, that was her moment. She leapt up and walked briskly through the kitchen, and then breezily entered the doorway just as he turned clutching several cans of tomato sauce in his hands.

“Hi, Antonio.”

“Hello,” he replied with his light accent. “Is… everything okay?”

For a moment, that calm exterior seemed to waver; was he worried that there were going to be consequences for looking at her like that?

“Everything is great,” she smiled, standing coquettishly with her ankles crossed and one arm extended up the doorframe. “I couldn’t help noticing you were looking over at me. Did you want to talk about something?”

His eyes shifted. “Yes,” he said, after a pause. “I want to ask when you will be placing the next food order… There’s a new meal I want to cook for you that requires some new ingredients.”

She cocked her head and smirked. “It’s on Thursday, same as always, silly.”

He squeezed his eyes closed and then shook his head in a moment that was half relief, half staged self-deprecation. “Of course it is. I apologize.”

“That’s okay.” She stepped forward and reassuringly pressed her hand against one of his, and he relaxed. Then she slid her palm along his forearm a little before letting go. “But I don’t think that’s really why you were looking.”

He tensed up again. “I… don’t know what you mean.”

“Antonio… were you looking at me because you wanted to look at me?”

His eyes widened. If Antonio was capable of knowing fear, this was it. He probably thought he was about to get fired.

She didn’t want things to get derailed now—if he was about to start apologizing profusely or pleading with her, it would be a struggle to get him, or herself, in the mood for what she had planned. So she continued, “Because if you were, that’s okay.”

He blinked at her, taken aback. Her hand was back on his forearm. Perhaps he was trying to figure out whether she was messing with him. But she had him cornered in the pantry, on a day when they were alone in the house, was dressed in skimpy clothing, and was touching his arm while telling him that he was allowed to look at her.

The mind of a straight man can be surprisingly complicated, she had realized as she and Lawrence had begun this strange endeavor. But at certain times it can be quite simple, and this was one of those times.

“You want me to look?” he asked, his usual direct manner creeping back.

She exhaled and looked up at him with wide eyes, pretending to be the one put on the spot now.

“… Yes.”

He looked at her hand, and then glanced down the length of her body: the swell of cleavage straining at the edge of her tank top; her flat stomach and narrow waist; her long legs emerging beneath the playful flutter of her skirt where it fanned out and abruptly ended halfway up her thighs.

He swallowed.

“You want me to touch?”

Her eyes locked unblinkingly on his, she nodded.

Disposing of the five cans of tomato sauce that were being balanced between both hands could have been a very unsexy maneuver, but in one quick swoop he deftly shoved them to the back of a shelf where they wouldn’t roll or fall, and then he stood over her, took a deep breath, and bore into her with ravenous eyes.

She exhaled again, but the acting was over now. His blunt words and his hungry gaze had affected her. Her pulse was rapid, and she could feel a heat building between her legs.

He reached out and grabbed her by the small of the back, and then pulled her closer, running his hands along the gentle curve of her hips. Then he looked back up and locked eyes with her, and pulled her the rest of the way to him until his lips were pressed to hers. She fell into him, letting him take control of her body with both hands and lash his tongue against hers.

The plan had worked. Clearly, he knew this pantry well enough to know there was no CCTV in here. He just didn’t know about the little camera tucked into a corner of a storage box on the top shelf.

His hands were rough against her in just the right way. Antonio was not like Max—every step of the way with the young landscaper, she had really been the one in control, but this was not a man accustomed to taking orders.

In his job as their chef, he had at times been stubborn and opinionated when it came to their meals, a quality that she and her husband had just accepted as part of that quietly forceful personality that had drawn her to him in the first place. She suspected that he held some resentment towards Lawrence as his employer, for the simple fact of him being his employer; Antonio had owned a small restaurant that had recently gone under, and the generous pay on offer here had been too much for him to turn down.

And she now got the sense that, for Antonio, the thought of taking Lawrence’s wife in his own home was a part of her appeal. With the way he was gripping her body and now pinning her against the wall, she didn’t mind that one bit.

As he palmed her breasts with one hand and squeezed her ass with the other, she pulled at the buttons on his jacket and flung it open. He let her slide it off each arm and fall to the floor, revealing a thin, tight T-shirt that clung to his pecs and abdomen. She pulled it upwards; he was muscular but very lean, a different build to Max, and she clawed hungrily at his abs. She could see his bulge growing beneath the belt of his pants, and within moments she had flung that aside too and yanked down the zip.

His hand rounded her hip and grasped her upper thigh. When it reached the front of her panties it pressed against her and found that she was burning with arousal for him. He seized the waistband and tugged them to her knees so that they fell the rest of the way, and then he pressed a finger to her folds and made her shudder.

Momentarily distracted by this, she closed her eyes and left her own hands gripping the opened crotch of his pants. When she looked back down, his boxers were practically hanging off the raging pole that was standing up for her attention, almost touching her belly.

Feeling his finger slip between her folds, she released his member, and either could have been the reason for the gasp that escaped her lips.

Like Antonio himself, his cock was of an impressive length, lean and wrapped in veins as it surged before her. She gently took it in her hand, wrapping her fingers around the base, and slowly stroked him all the way to the top; it seemed to go on forever, and she wondered how she could even accommodate that inside her.

At the same time, he was gently rubbing circles on her clit now, and her arousal was racing ahead of her. Before she knew what was happening, sandwiched there between him and the wall with his hand commanding her pussy and his monstrous dick in her hand, she felt relief pour through her veins. She whined in spite of herself and shook against his finger, throwing a quick upward glance towards the hidden camera before she slumped back to the wall and regained her breath.

He slid his finger into her pussy, gently pumping in and out, but she was eager to submit to him now. She smiled mischievously at him, gripped his cock harder, and pushed him back with a lick of her lips.

Falling to her knees and looking up at him brought her a curiously, powerfully erotic feeling. He gazed down at her expectantly, willing her to go on.

She admired the huge member in her hand, pulsing and imploring her, and then she spat on the tip, wrapped her lips around the head, and lowered her face down his shaft.

She didn’t know if she would be able to pleasure such a large dick with her mouth, but she was determined to do whatever she could. She pushed gradually down his cock and back up again, over and over, until she was most of the way.

At this point, this was equal to about Lawrence’s length. It was roughly the same length as any cock she had ever sucked. Those last few inches were new territory.

She paused, and he placed his hand against the back of her head and nudged it down to ger her going again. It sent a thrill through her body. She wasn’t the type to subjugate herself to any man, sexually or otherwise. Her dating history, at the club and outside of it, was not one of some gold digger looking for a cushy life as a trophy wife; she dated those men as equals, because she was a confident woman who came from a good family and ran a business of her own.

But she hadn’t been with a man like Antonio before. He may not have been high up at a blue chip company or a real estate mogul, but he had an energy about him that brought out something in her. Raw, submissive lust; a wish to give herself to him.

She continued down his length, further and back up again, pausing to fight off a gagging sensation.

“Keep going,” he said. “I want you to take it all. I know you do too.”

His words sent a shiver through her, and she plunged down his shaft. She was closer now. His tip twitched and probed her throat, but she continued until her lips met the base of his cock.

To her own surprise, all of it was down her throat. But this was just the start.

She jacked off his cock with her hand while slurping and sucking it attentively, giving him every sensation she could.

“Fuck,” he whispered, holding a hand out against the wall while still encouraging her with his other. “Fuck, that’s good.”

It excited her to hear this, as if she was seeking his approval. But there was only one way to really get that validation for sure.

She quickened her pace, intensified the attentions of her tongue along every sinew and vein of his member. It was pulsing more now, and his breath was shallow and rapid.

“Stop. I’m going to come.”

She paused and looked up at him questioningly—was he having a change of heart now?

But he pulled her to her feet, tugged off her top, and released the clasp of her bra, before picking her up and holding her to the wall. She should have known. She looked down in awe as he held that long, throbbing cock and directed it under her skirt and found her folds.

“Yes,” she breathed. “Fuck me like a whore.”

She didn’t know where those words had come from. She had never said anything like that in her life. But Antonio brought out a new side of her, and she liked it.

She hoped Lawrence would too, as she stared into the camera while Antonio held her to the wall by clutching her ass cheeks and sank his cock into her.

“Oh, God,” she sighed, shuddering contentedly as he entered her. She was so wet for him that he slid most of the way in straight away, but it took him several gentle thrusts until his head reached all the way inside and she was fully impaled on his cock, relishing the sensation of having him so deep.

And then, with that little camera giving her husband the exact view that they had both hoped for, she crossed her ankles behind Antonio and let him have his way with her.

He watched her breasts as they bounced against his chest with each thrust, watched the visual of his cock slamming into her, looked at her pretty face as she moaned and her eyes fluttered. She could tell that he was savoring her not just for who she was, but for who they both were—her, the beautiful wife of his wealthy employer, and him, the grudging employee who wanted nothing more than to come out on top again.

The dynamic was getting to her, too, this sense of giving herself to a man like she never had. She felt the pleasure peak and then explode through her, and she clenched her thighs tight around him and cried out in pleasure.

He showed no reaction, continuing to pound her and squeeze her ass. He raised one hand, adeptly keeping her up with the other, and squeezed her tits. It was crude, yet she liked it.

Harder he fucked her as her orgasm ebbed, and harder his cock seemed to become inside her. She moaned and bounced in debauched bliss between him and the wall, every so often glancing up at the camera and writhing a little for Lawrence, though she didn’t need to; her enjoyment was obvious.

And so was his, as his cock tensed in her pussy and he plunged it all the way and gripped her hard against the wall. Implanted in her, his head swelled and then erupted into her. His hands squeezed her so tight that it hurt a little, but the pain gave her a dark sense of gratification. Wave after wave of come filled her, and she leaned against the wall and took all of it.

Dinner was an odd affair.

It had seemed strange to Penny that Lawrence would want her to be with Antonio on a day that he was at the house to cook dinner for both of them—there were plenty of days when he was there for breakfast and lunch, and days when the two men didn’t cross paths—especially given that on the day she had been with Max, her husband had only returned home after the landscaper had left.

But everything Lawrence did had a motive, even if it was not immediately apparent.

As husband and wife seated themselves at the table and waited to be served, only a couple of hours after what had taken place in the pantry, he gave her a wry smile.

“How was your day?” he asked. Antonio was just around the corner dishing out the food, and they both knew he was within earshot. She knew he was playing with her.

“The usual,” she sighed, taking a sip of water. “One of the suppliers is causing delays, and it’s becoming a real problem for some of the customers.”

“Well, you always perform best when your back’s to the wall,” he smiled, and her sip went down the wrong way. She gagged and coughed, shooting him a warning glare as she cleared her airway.

“Is everything okay?” Antonio asked, entering the room with their plates and seemingly feeling compelled to say something as they both looked up at him.

“Yes, thank you, Antonio,” she quickly replied through a cough, afraid of letting her husband answer for her.

“This looks excellent, Antonio,” Lawrence said, as the chef placed their risotto starters in front of them. “I changed my mind. Could you kindly fetch another bottle of that Chianti we had a few weeks ago? I think it would go perfectly with this one.”

“Of course,” Antonio nodded stiffly after a short pause, and then turned for the wine cellar.

“You told him no wine tonight. You’re messing him around,” Penny hissed.

“I think Antonio will go home happy tonight, don’t you?”

“Not if he’s worried about losing his job.”

“He won’t be.”

When Antonio came back and poured out a sample for Lawrence, the latter tested it with his nose and took a sip, and then frowned uncertainly. He repeated the steps painstakingly, making Antonio shuffle awkwardly and drawing a wide-eyed glare from Penny, before concluding that the wine had not corked and silently gesturing with his hand for both glasses to be filled.

“You know,” Lawrence said as Antonio served the wine, making Penny fear what was coming next. “I’ve enjoyed having you on board, Antonio.”

That man and his ego, Penny thought. She had feared this would all be too much for him in reality. What was he doing?!

“Thank you. It has been my pleasure,” Antonio nodded, that look of muted fear returning.

“Of course,” Lawrence subtly quipped in response. “And I think it would be in all our interests for that to continue. Would you agree?”

His mouth hanging open in horror, Antonio nodded as Lawrence sipped his wine and watched him. Penny braced herself for the disastrous fallout to her latest act of infidelity.

“Good. Then it’s decided. I’d like to give you a raise to make sure of it—an extra ten percent. I hope that will make you happy to stay with us for the foreseeable future.”

Antonio froze, completely thrown. He didn’t know whether Lawrence was toying with him or if he was being sincere. Penny knew her husband well enough to know that he was doing both.

To confirm the offer, Lawrence extended his hand, and hesitantly Antonio reached out and shook it.

“Thank you… thank you, Mister Roberts.”

“It’s confirmed then. Good. I look forward to many more delicious meals with you at the helm, Antonio.”

Antonio nodded, more of a bow this time, and then he went to turn. But before he could leave, Lawrence held out his palm and pointed to the wine glass.

“I was right. This wine is corked. Could you please bring us another?”

While the chef hurried back down to the cellar, Penny glared daggers at her husband.

“What the hell was that?”

He smirked and continued to drink the apparently spoiled wine.

“Antonio is a particular type of character. I know he’s reluctant to work for someone else, but sometimes he needs to be reminded that he does.”

“So why give him a raise?”

“Because I don’t want him to jump ship, which would only be more likely after his little indiscretion today. I like his cooking. I want to keep him around. And I suspect you’d like to, too.”

She shook her head and smiled. That asshole.

“Oh,” he said, raising his glass for another sip, “and I gave Max a raise too.”

There was no point in her trying to avoid either employee after her encounters with them. Because it looked like they were being retained for more.


CHAPTER FOUR

Last on Penny’s list was Charles, the security guy. He largely kept to the small purpose-built room at the front of the building, monitoring his camera feed that spanned so much of the property, and overseeing comings and goings from the front gate. He would also do the rounds at the beginning and the end of each day to check that all was in order, and those were usually the only times when she would see him.

She had spoken to him a couple of times during his shifts, but their paths rarely crossed. More often, she would see him in the distance checking the perimeter fence, or repositioning a camera, so she knew from the start that she would need to play a longer game with Charles, even though he interested her perhaps even more than the others.

Standing around six foot three, and seemingly almost as wide with his bulging muscles, Charles had worked as a bouncer in several venues around town before taking on work with private security companies, before making the jump to direct employment with wealthy clientele. The other men were no match for his hulking build, and the discrepancy in their size excited Penny; yet there was another obvious difference that she found intensely arousing, and though Lawrence could surely tell, it was not something that she would admit out loud to him.

She fantasized about her petite white figure being thrown around by his giant, strong black frame; taken by him, manhandled by him, dominated by him.

And to make that fantasy a reality, she had been trying to catch his eye and plant the seed from the start.

Ever since his appointment, she had made a habit of putting herself on show wherever he might see her from afar. When she knew he was walking the grounds, she would often go for a jog in her tiny gym shorts and a tight tee or a sports bra, making sure she was extra sweaty and her clothes more clingy by the time that she passed him. Or she would don her smallest yoga top and shorts, roll out a mat, and adopt the most provocative poses she could think of as he walked by.

She had put the CCTV to use, too. There was a camera on the upstairs landing, so she had also made a point of crossing it under seemingly innocent pretenses while wearing very little: rushing from the shower to the linen closet while wearing a small towel, to fetch a second one for her wet hair; wandering around in a skimpy bikini while trying to find a misplaced sarong; emerging in a satin nightdress after sleeping in and then subtly posing while watering the houseplants.

She had put a lot more effort into luring Charles than she had the others, and it was only when two consecutive performances for that camera apparently coincided with him then coming upstairs under flimsy pretexts—checking that a window was locked, and looking for a better view of a suspicious vehicle outside the fence—that she knew she had finally caught his attention.

“I think I’m ready to go for Charles,” she told her husband one night as they returned from a dinner party.

“Finally,” he smiled. “I was starting to think you were losing your nerve.”

“I’ve screwed two of the men working in your house and you thought I didn’t have it in me?”

He gave her a mischievous glance before returning his eyes to the road. “Fair. But I’m certain that Charles is twice the man either of them is.”

The plan was simple. She knew that Charles was watching her, and that he could no longer resist coming over for a closer look—plus she had been receptive to his presence when he had suddenly appeared upstairs, feigning helpfulness as she approached him to give him the eyeful that he sought. So she didn’t need to deal with the initial obstacles that she had faced with Max and Antonio.

She slipped on the new white lace teddy that she had picked out for the occasion, a fragile little thing that she could hardly feel against her skin. She placed herself in a wicker chair by the window on the landing just outside the master bedroom door and then she gazed out, pretending to be waiting for something, every so often fidgeting and adjusting her position with Charles’ view in mind.

As she had expected, it wasn’t long before she heard his heavy footsteps ascending the staircase. She turned to watch him stomp his way across the landing toward her.

“Everything okay, Mrs. Roberts?” he asked, his eyes flickering not so stealthily down and back up the length of her half naked body.

“Not really,” she said, glancing at the window and then biting her lip as she turned back to him. “Ever since you saw that truck out by the fence that day, I’ve been worrying that someone could get in.”

She could see the gears turning in his mind, belatedly recalling the excuse he had given for his previous foray upstairs.

“Oh, that. Don’t worry, ma’am. I have eyes all over that fence. No one gets in or out without me knowing.”

“That’s good,” she said, gazing out the window again and maintaining her fretful act. “Still… I worry that someone would try to get in. It makes me afraid to be alone up here. I don’t like to leave the bedroom at the moment.”

He hesitated. “Would you… like me to keep you company for a little while?”

She smiled and nodded eagerly. “Yes, please. You can see everything on that gadget, right?” She pointed to the monitor that was hooked to his belt, which she knew allowed him to roam the grounds while keeping an eye on the camera feeds.

He nodded.

“Come,” she said brightly, standing and passing him, and feeling his eyes roaming her body. She stepped through the doorway of the master bedroom, beckoning for him to follow. “There’s a great view of the west side of the grounds from this room. Have you been in here before?”

“No, ma’am,” he said, and she felt his enormous frame following her into the room.

She felt intimidated and exhilarated all at once. There was something about Charles’ feigned formal, almost corporate manner, at odds with his inappropriate curiosity—like a thin veil for his desire—that she liked. She wondered how Lawrence felt as he watched the pair enter his own bedroom, via the camera hidden outside the doorway and several more placed around the room.

She took his hand, drawing no reaction from him other than to close his fingers around hers, and she led him toward the far side of the room. They each pretended to survey the lawn and topiary through the picture window, but she threw a couple of tentative glances in his direction, and she sensed him doing the same.

Time to commit.

“I hoped you would come up here, Charles.”

“No trouble at all.”

“Do you like my outfit?”

He turned to her, his eyes twitching uncertainly beneath her gaze, and then he nodded.

“I hoped you would. Because I like when you come up here to join me. This time, maybe you could stay a while.”

She took a step toward him. There were millimeters between them now, but he didn’t flinch. She breathed deeply as she looked up at him, so cool and unreadable in contrast to her, a bundle of nerves as she put it all out on the table.

She raised her hand and hesitantly placed it over his pec, feeling the mass of muscle beneath his T-shirt. He watched her curiously. She stood on her tip-toes and pressed her lips to his, and the next thing she knew his giant hands were pulling her to him.

Their tongues danced as she gripped his rock-like body, and his fingers gently explored her curves and the exposed skin of her thighs. It wasn’t long before he picked her up with ease and flung her on the bed, and she realized with a shudder that he really was about to have his way with her on the bed that she shared with her husband.

Charles pulled his T-shirt off and stood over her, filling her with anticipation at being pressed under that massive, chiseled torso, and as he began to unfasten his belt his phone buzzed. He saw the screen and sighed.

“I need to take this.”

“Now?”

“It’s my associate.”

“Your… what?” she asked, but the phone was now pressed to his ear and he had greeted the caller with a monotone “Yep”.

She watched him as he listened to the voice in his ear, pensive as he looked out the window, and then nodding as he turned back to her.

“Okay.”

And that was it. He hung up and put his phone back.

“What was that?” she asked, bemused as she pushed herself up into a sitting position.

“He says he’s coming up.”


CHAPTER FIVE

She blinked back at Charles.

“He’s coming up? Who is he? What’s going on?”

Before he could answer, there were heavy steps on the stairs once again. Steps that sounded familiar, somehow.

She looked to the doorway, and to her shock there appeared a man who looked staggeringly similar to Charles—the same impressive physique, the same shaved head, the same uniform.

“You didn’t know there were two of us?” the new man smirked. “Racist.”

She floundered, looking from one to the other, without a clue where to start.

“Relax,” Charles smiled. “You and I have spoken, what, twice? And only for a moment.”

“And we haven’t met,” his doppelganger added. “It’s Deon—nice to meet you. I was just kidding about the racist thing. Most of the time I’m holed up in the security office, or walking the grounds. You were never gonna know.”

“And that’s the way your husband wanted it,” said Charles.

That last part almost short-circuited Penny’s brain.

“Okay, stop. Can someone—just one of you—tell me what the hell is going on?”

“Sure,” said Charles. “Your husband heard about us from an old acquaintance who hired us a few years back, and he approached us to work here. But he only let you meet me during the interviewing stage. He said there was something else you would both want us to do, but he wanted to surprise you first.”

“And what was that?” she asked cautiously, though the answer had already formed in her mind.

“To fuck you senseless.”

She stared back, stunned, barely noticing the second man approaching the bed and sliding his T-shirt off his head, every bit Charles’ equal. “You knew about…?”

“Yeah,” he grinned. “The pool guy, the chef… the cameras.” He pointed around the room. “All of it.”

“Mr. Roberts knew there was no point trying to hide that shit from us,” the second man, Deon, said. “We don’t just sit on our phones all day. And he knew that if he wanted both of us on board with his plan, he’d have to tell us everything.”

She couldn’t believe this. All along, Lawrence had been planning this moment with them, not her.

“Don’t worry, we didn’t see anything with those other guys,” Charles said, holding out a hand reassuringly. “We have our cameras, and Lawrence has his. We knew the deal: we mind our own business, and we wait our turn.”

“And he seemed pretty confident,” Deon added, “that you’d be down for a double-up this time.”

Penny’s mind was swimming. She had harbored a tiny worry in the back of her mind that Lawrence may be up to something, but not like this. He had misled her. He had tricked her into thinking these two were the same person, all so that he could spring it on her. Now, in their bedroom, as she sat there in that skimpy outfit, with this colossal, topless pair standing over her.

But the sight of them gave her shivers. She had already felt drawn to Charles, and she liked Deon’s irreverent, plain-speaking manner. She found them both tremendously attractive. The sudden prospect of being taken by both of them made her skin tingle.

She remembered that they were being watched this whole time. She looked up to the ceiling with a wry smile.

“Fuck you, Lawrence.”

“So, was he right?” Charles asked, matching Deon’s pose with his hands on his hips.

If Lawrence wanted to surprise her, two could play at that game. She had feared that seeing her getting fucked by Max and then Antonio might be too much for him, that what he thought he would enjoy and what he really would enjoy might be two very different things, but so far he seemed to be getting exactly what he wanted from this arrangement.

Time to see just how much he could take.

She slid off the bed and took each of the men by the hand, and then positioned them side by side. Looking into their expectant eyes, she rubbed her hands over the endless dark slabs of muscle that towered over her, one across each torso, and slowly dragged them down over the swollen pecs and ridged abdomens until she had reached both navels.

She flicked each belt open and tugged both zips down in sync, then gestured for their jeans to come off. A moment later, she stood before them, eyeing the two growing bulges beneath their underwear, and let herself bask in the moment. She had never been with a black man. She had never been with anyone so huge, so muscular. And she had never been with two men, let alone two men like them.

She felt so small. So delicate. And yet she couldn’t really tell where the power resided at this moment.

She cupped both bulges in her hands and felt them swell in response. They were thick, their balls hefty. She suspected that she was about to find an altogether different proposition to the challenges of Max’s thickness and Antonio’s length… times two.

Feeling their eyes burning up and down her lithe body, she peeled back each waistband and released both growing members, and she let out a gasp.

She shouldn’t really have been surprised. They were proportional to the rest of those mountainous bodies; long, perhaps the same lengths as Antonio’s, but so, so thick. Thicker than her wrists, it seemed. She didn’t know how her mouth or pussy could possibly take these broad, dense members, but she quivered with anticipation at the thought of trying.

Looking each of them in the eye in turn, she took each shaft in one hand, then gradually lowered herself to the ground and kneeled before them. Their cocks juddered in her hands as they neared full size, her grip feeling more and more feeble by the second.

She stared up at them in deference as she jerked their cocks and relished the feel of them expanding, hardening against her palms. Their brown heads sprung upwards, growing and glistening, demanding the comfort of her mouth. Her tongue wetted her lips impulsively, and she directed the tips towards her.

This is it, she thought, I’m getting claimed by two men. Her skin tingled at the realization of what she was about to do.

With one hand she tightened her grip, squeezed and tugged one thick shaft, and she lowered her face towards the other. Her tongue circled the bulging glans, and she slurped it into her mouth.

Bizarrely, she felt subservient and empowered at the same time. In her single years she had always been willing to indulge herself when the right opportunity came her way, but she could think of nothing more liberating than this, even though right now she was down on her knees for them.

She deftly jerked each shaft with twisting motions, feeling them tense and twitch under her command. At the same time she worked her lips further down Charles’ member. She eagerly pressed her face down toward his crotch, knowing that she could take his length, but the sheer thickness of his cock proved challenging. Her mouth was stretched so wide that she could feel her lips straining, her cheekbones aching. But she craved that salty dark cock against her tongue and throat. She moved to Deon’s and performed the same movements, her lips smacking at the tip with all of the saliva and pre-come they had accumulated.

She bobbed her head up and down his cock with his fingers gripping her hair, and then she moved back to Charles and did the same with his palm pressing her down whenever she neared the base, encouraging her to take every last bit of him. She resisted the urge to gag, savoring the heft of them in her mouth, and the knowledge that Lawrence was watching.

She hoped he enjoyed seeing her like this, because she was reveling in it, and she wasn’t sure if she would be content to stop her extramarital activities after this intoxicating high.

She could tell from their grunts and the way their cocks stiffened and pressed hard up her throat that she was bringing them close to orgasm. She didn’t want them to come yet, not when she was just getting started, and thankfully they were thinking along the same lines. Deon tugged her up to her feet, effortlessly scooped her up with one arm, and then tossed her on the bed.

She smiled up at them as they stood over her, their enormous cocks jutting out in anticipation of embedding themselves inside her. She squirmed excitedly and slipped the straps of her teddy from her shoulders, and in one smooth motion Charles peeled the material free from her torso, her hips and then her pussy, before sliding it down her legs.

It was a surreal moment, lying there completely naked at the behest of these giant bodies and their enormous cocks. She let Charles pull her to the edge of the bed and spread her legs apart, while Deon stood to her side with his shaft standing proudly over her mouth.

Charles tested her slit with his fingers and then his tongue, and found her entrance overwhelmingly hot and wet, ready for whichever of their impressive members she could take inside her first. He stood with a smile and pressed his tip to her folds, bending her knees and pressing her ankles together behind him. She sighed and looked up at Deon now, smirking and running her tongue along his length, making it clear that she knew what he wanted but that he would have to wait.

“By the time we’re done with you,” Charles grinned, “Mister Roberts might get more than he bargained for.”

He pressed into her, and she looked down at the magnificent sight of his huge black cock parting her legs and entering her pink slit. Physically, Max’s young sculpted body had been an exciting novelty, and so had Antonio’s cock, but Charles exceeded both of them in size and power. And, she thought with a shudder, he wasn’t the only one.

She felt like he was filling her where she had never been filled before. He had to be cautious as he worked his way into her, but the feeling was nothing but pleasurable. She closed her eyes and focused on the new sensations, the sense of emptiness when he withdrew and the rapture each time he filled her again, deeper and deeper.

When his gentle easing was over and he began to fuck her, she allowed herself to return her attentions back to the second giant member protruding over her face. She turned her head, gripped Deon’s dick and brought it back into her mouth. This was a new situation to her, a new position, and trying to pleasure Deon while being gently propelled back and forth was a challenge. But eventually she was sucking his cock to the same rhythm with which she was getting fucked, and she relished it.

She felt like a vessel for their pleasure, and though that should have been a perverse thought she found it profoundly exciting.

She lost herself in the moment and savored them as they used her body. Eventually she felt Charles’ grip on her hips tighten and the thrusts of his cock quicken, and when she looked down she could see that look in his eyes, the look of a man ready to come. She didn’t want it to end, and yet she was eager for him to truly claim her now, to feel that huge member release its load into her.

She had stopped servicing Deon’s cock, but he didn’t press the matter. He stood back as Charles leaned over her and raised her ass off the mattress in his hands.

“Fuck, I can’t wait to come in your tight married pussy.”

“Do it,” she breathed, looking up to where she knew a camera lurked. “I want your come in me so badly.”

He held her as if she weighed nothing and pounded her fast and deep, and she flailed excitedly against the bedsheets that she shared with her husband, feeling his cock swell deep in her pussy. And then she closed her eyes and concentrated on the sensation as the hot gushes splattered inside her.

He grunted and wheezed as he unleashed his come into her, and she took it with glee. When his bursts began to soften she gripped Deon’s shaft again and brought it to her mouth, and she resumed her servicing of his still hungry cock, realizing that to her surprise she probably enjoyed going down on him and Charles at least as much as they enjoyed their end of the bargain.

Deon cradled her face in his hand. “On your hands and knees.”

At his instruction, she got up and kneeled on the bed just as he was, and then stooped down and continued to work his cock with her fist and her mouth. Charles stepped away to get his breath back and left them alone so that Deon could have his turn, Penny drawing out her performance as best she could to make the most of an experience she might never repeat.

But Charles’ recovery was surprisingly quick. About five minutes had passed, during which Deon had prolonged the act by palming her tits with one hand and slapping her ass with the other, when the mattress shifted under her. Charles’ knees were climbing up onto it behind her, and she felt his hand glide up her thigh and to her pussy where he found her still wet, still oozing his own fluids.

“Keep going,” he said, as he made himself comfortable. “I’m just getting ready for the next round.”

Her head bounced in Deon’s lap as Charles’ already hardening tip pressed to her slit once again. She enjoyed the feel of him reentering her as she squeezed Deon’s balls, licked the underside of his member, pumped the length with her tight fist. Before long she was bouncing between their two cocks, the gentle thrusts of Charles’ stiffening member and the ravenous pulsing of Deon’s as it neared climax.

“God damn,” Deon breathed, and he tensed his cock to her throat and threw his head back. “I’m gonna come.”

She worked him feverishly. His dark rod swelled in her mouth—it felt like she could barely take him for a moment longer. She looked up with wide eyes and gave him the visual she knew he wanted, her lips stretched almost to their limit by his thick shaft implanted down her throat.

“Fuck,” he bellowed, and then his salty seed washed up her throat. She swallowed each load as it came, as best she could, but the amount was staggering. It oozed free of her lips and clung down her chin, and when he was finally finished and collapsed against the headboard, making himself even more at home on his employer’s bed, she felt Charles seize her hips and begin once again to fuck her hard.

This could be endless, she realized… she hoped. She wondered how long they could take turns on her like this, giving her no respite.

She looked up at the camera again, feeling the sheen across her face, the hair clinging to the sweat on her forehead, the pounding of Charles’ powerful cock. Who knew if this was what Lawrence had expected when he sprang this surprise on her—knowing him, it was exactly what he had in mind—but she hoped that with his proclivity for seeing his wife being taken by his employees, he would enjoy seeing her so completely defiled by two at once.

Charles leaned down, reached forward and held both of her breasts in his hands as he fucked her, his powerful abdomen brushing her back as they moved. She moaned at the feel of his palms and his fingertips against her nipples, the sense of being enveloped by him from above. She was shocked to feel him stiffening inside her already, speeding up his pumps, and cursing under his breath.

He was about to come into her again.

She rode his surges with glee, embracing the perverse realization of the sheer amount of their seed that she had taken, all in front of her husband on his own bed.

After Charles had pleasured himself with her body once more, she collapsed onto her back and closed her eyes, come still clinging to her face and now running from the folds of her pussy and onto her upper thighs, while her breasts glistened with the sweat of the two men’s palms.

She sensed movement at the foot of the bed. She opened her eyes to see Deon approaching her, jerking himself back to hardness, and she smiled and spread her legs.


CHAPTER SIX

“That was quite a show, Mrs. Roberts,” Lawrence told her, as they lay side by side on two loungers and sipped sparkling wine in front of the sunset that evening.

“I don’t know if I’ll be able to walk tomorrow,” she said, shaking her head as she sipped from her glass. “That was quite a workout.”

“What was the orgasm count in the end?”

“You say that like it’s a thing.”

“It might be, now,” he smirked.

She shot him a mischievous glance and lay back in her seat.

“Deon: three. Charles: three. Me: five.”

“Christ,” he sighed.

“Don’t tell me you’re jealous now.”

“Not at all,” he grinned. “I’m in awe. And I’m pleased that my wife is so… satisfied. Maybe we can make arrangements for more. Maybe, you could even outdo today’s record.”

“Maybe we could.” The thought gave her a shiver. She had no idea where they could go from here—her forays with the men in Lawrence’s employ had already exceeded her wildest imaginings—but she was keen to find out.

“To satisfaction,” he smiled. “And, perhaps, more of it.”

They clinked glasses.

“Starting tonight,” she said. “This evening, at least, the only person I want in my bed is my husband.”

When they reached the bedroom and he peeled her sarong off her shoulders, she let it fall and stood before him in her bikini. She had picked out the same one that she had worn with Max, and she had seen Lawrence’s eyes flicking toward it throughout their time by the pool.

He took her gently in his hands and kissed her passionately—romantically, even. She had wondered how he would behave with her when they returned to the bedroom that night, and had assumed that in his hunger to reclaim her he would be rougher than usual, which wouldn’t have been a bad thing. But as he led her to the bed and they lay together she was pleasantly surprised to see that he had gone the opposite way.

He held her and caressed her like a delicate thing, treating her lovingly and tenderly after she had been thrown around with such delightful vigor by all of those men. He kissed beneath her ear and down her neck more softly than ever before and touched his fingertips to her hips as if they might scald him.

“I love you,” he said.

“I love you too,” she said, unbuttoning his Oxford shirt so that it hung loose. “I missed being with you.”

They lay side by side for a while, each of them stroking the other’s chest as they kissed. His fingers teased the drop in her cleavage above the hem of her bikini top, pleasantly tickling her soft flesh.

“I hope my staff took good care of you in the meantime,” he smiled.

“Oh, yes. I couldn’t wait for my husband to be the one between my legs again, but they more than made sure that all of my needs were met.”

He smirked again in that way of his and he rolled on top of her, tugging her legs pointedly so that she wrapped them around him.

“You’re saying you prefer this?”

“‘Prefer’ is a strong word,” she said with a sweet smile. “Clothes off, please.”

He pulled a face of mock surprise, and then stood to cast aside his shirt and his pool shorts so that he stood before her wearing only his boxer shorts.

“I meant all of them,” she said. “But I suppose I’ll have to go first.” Feeling bold, she began to pull at the top half of her swimsuit, but he held out a hand to stop her and beckoned for her to stand.

“I insist.”

She suppressed a giggle as she stood in front of him, suddenly feeling a little self-conscious for it. “Sorry.”

He squeezed her to him and let his hands roam now. Every little escalation seemed like it was a gamble to him, as though they were together for the first time and he was unsure what to expect, unsure whether she would even want to be with him. But of course she did, desperately. She was certain that however much he craved this reunion, this reassurance, the feeling was tenfold for her.

He stood back and admired her physique. Nothing had changed, but his perception certainly had. He revered her body, and he took in the sight of her as if it was some wondrous thing that he had never seen before.

His hands slid up to her chest and gently took hold of her breasts through the fabric, and he sighed happily.

“Oh, these old things?” she said.

He scoffed. “There’s nothing old about them, and I know a few guys who can back me up on that.”

He reached behind her neck, took the string in his fingers as Max had done, and gently pulled at it until the knot fell apart. The top slid down her chest and he caught it, then swiftly unraveled the jumble of strings and dropped the garment so that his gaze was upon her bare breasts.

She had been on show for him in a rather extreme way throughout all of her dalliances with the staff, but displaying herself for him now in the simplest sense was a nice feeling. She could feel his admiration and gratitude as he took in the sight of her breasts, firm and shapely yet warm and ample. His fingers reached out and pressed against the soft flesh, and she shivered and moaned happily at his touch.

He kissed her like that, his hands still against her, and as her nipples hardened he pressed his palms to them and then stroked them between his fingers.

“Yes, Lawrence,” she breathed. “God, I missed your touch.”

He was uncharacteristically quiet, feeling no compulsion to attempt a witty reply this time, quite simply lost in the beauty of her body. With one hand he stroked the length of her abdomen and found the waistband of her bikini bottom and curled one finger beneath it.

After he had slid the material free of her pelvis and let it drop to her ankles, she kicked it off and stood in front of him completely naked, watching his hands wrap around her hips.

It was the second time that day that she had been nude for a man’s eyes in this bedroom. The thought might have made her uncomfortable but it didn’t feel wrong. It wasn’t unsettling; with Charles and Deon it had just felt unseemly, in a way that she liked, and now with Lawrence it felt curiously empowering—as though she was being elevated, worshipped somehow. She could feel her husband’s love and admiration.

As he embraced her and they kissed, one of his hands now nearing her folds and tantalizing her, she took hold of his underwear and pulled at it until it fell to his feet. His cock bounced up from the waistband and hung there between them, red and rigid and oozing pre-come.

“It’s been a long wait,” he breathed as he caressed her.

“You really… waited… this whole time?”

He nodded. “It hasn’t been easy. But it will be worth it.”

He pulled her back to the bed and lowered her onto her back, and then he kissed the length of her body until he was gazing up at her from between her legs. He knew that she had cleaned herself that afternoon—the bedsheets, too—but he scrutinized her pussy as if he was searching for a reminder of her time with the two guards.

What he would find was that, like his member, her snatch was reddened and swollen, though in her case it was not due to weeks of constant frustrated arousal.

Once they had her undressed on that bed, the two men had been insatiable, each time hardening again within minutes and re-entering her as soon as they could. The sex had taken longer each time, but she couldn’t complain. Lying there with one between her legs and one over her face, or kneeling with one entering her from behind and one holding her head to his lap, she had felt a perverse sense of fulfilment.

Two cocks at once had been a riveting experience. For a moment she wondered if Lawrence would ever join another man in taking his wife, but she quickly dismissed the thought. His cool, calm, admittedly lofty nature wasn’t that of a man who would participate in a devil’s threesome; it was just that of a man who would sit back and watch one, while his wife and two other men did all the work.

Her thoughts returned to the present as Lawrence inserted a finger into her folds and began to lick the length of her slit. She writhed and pressed her hips forward—with all that had happened, all that they had talked about, the foreplay had practically taken care of itself—but Lawrence wasn’t a man to hurry, not even now, and he stubbornly kept her waiting.

She dropped her head back against the pillow, watched him and focused on the mounting tickling sensation that seemed to spread throughout her body, and to her mind as that wonderful, familiar light-headedness began to take over.

Gradually Lawrence focused his efforts on her nub, and she began to lose control of her wriggling, so sensitive was her clit now. She wondered what was going through his mind. Just hours earlier, he had watched those giant black cocks slamming into, coming into, the same pussy that he was now tenderly servicing with his tongue.

The thought brought the memory roaring into the present, and it was as though she was alternating between the two experiences, the pounding she had taken earlier and the skillful attentions of Lawrence’s tongue. The arousal washed through her, emanating from both her mind and her clit, and she unwittingly arched her back and tensed her butt cheeks, reduced to a squirming mess.

Lawrence sensed what was happening to her, and he redoubled his efforts, his tongue focused only on those subtle movements across her clit, his fingers—she didn’t even know when a second had entered her—now thrusting deep inside her.

“Fuck… Lawrence… Oh, my god…”

Her lust exploded through her. She shook against him and bucked hard on the bed, her whole body tingling, her mind cleansed of any thought but the satisfaction bestowed upon her now by her husband. She moaned, she called out, she writhed, and throughout he continued to lick and finger her pussy. She had experienced orgasms that she could scarcely believe with those men, but nothing was like this; no one could do to her what her husband was doing to her now.

She wasn’t sure exactly when or even if it ended, but at a certain point he pulled away and climbed up to join her on the bed as she lay there quivering, her eyes closed and her chest rapidly rising and falling.

“That was worth the wait,” he sighed.

“That was worth the wait for you?”

“I may have convinced my wife to sleep around to feed my own fetish, but I’m not a selfish man.”

She laughed. “Well, I can’t disagree right now.”

“And I hope that it wasn’t just me who enjoyed it all,” he said, propping himself up on one elbow.

As she looked up at him she saw a flash of vulnerability in his gaze. He was not a man prone to pouring his heart out, and whenever he did show a touch of emotion she never knew quite what to say, out of the fear of making a damaging misstep.

“Of course not,” she said. “You did see me, right?”

“I know. But an orgasm can just be an orgasm. Of course, an orgasm can also not be an orgasm.”

She scoffed. “There was nothing casual, or fake, about those orgasms. Believe me.”

“Good,” he said, relaxing a little. “I would feel terrible if I had subjected you to all of that and you had just done it to satisfy me, particularly if it was something you had to endure rather than enjoy.”

She shook her head. “I’m sorry to tell you this, but I very much enjoyed fucking your employees.”

“I’m glad to hear that. I only hire the best.”

She gently wrapped her fingers around his still rock-hard cock and slowly stroked it from tip to base and back again. He sighed and trembled; in his state of high arousal, she had a power over him that she had never had before.

“Well?” she asked. “What are you waiting for?”

“Mrs. Roberts,” he said with that mock surprise again. “I don’t know if I can handle this new you.”

“One way to find out.”

He pushed himself on top of her as she parted her legs, and then he held the tip of his cock to her folds. They both watched the head as it parted her wet slit, for the first time gripped by a visual they had encountered countless times, but no doubt with very different thoughts racing through their heads.

He stared with wide eyes as he gently pushed into her, as though he still couldn’t believe the things he had seen her pussy do in recent weeks. As his length slid into her inch by inch, she basked in the unprecedented attention and admiration from her husband, and a sense of relief that this twisted little game seemed to be ending how they had both hoped it would.

She was still a little sore from her exploits that afternoon, but that toe-curling orgasm a moment ago had dulled any discomfort, and right now all she could think about was the pleasure she felt as Lawrence filled her again. She had strayed, though it was at his request, and she longed for him to make her only his again, as if to absolve her, to purify their marriage.

But she didn’t feel shame at what she had done, only a twisted excitement—and she couldn’t shake away the thought that, if they were about to cleanse their marriage of it, maybe he would eventually want her to sully it again.

He pushed deep inside her, as deep as he could. There were parts of her that other men had now reached and her husband never would, and they both knew that. But she didn’t mind, and he certainly didn’t seem to. She suspected, from what she knew of Lawrence and his kink, that he liked it.

He began to thrust into her. It felt different, probably because she had felt so much down there throughout the day, but it also seemed like he was fucking her differently. More deliberately, more attentively. He seemed attuned to every little sensation, and his hands caressed her ass cheeks, her thighs, her breasts, as if they were reclaiming her body too.

“That’s it, baby,” she moaned, holding his gaze. “I’m all yours now.”

He squeezed her a little more firmly now and began to fuck her. He was holding back though. He was having trouble maintaining eye contact, his eyes twitching away, and she saw another flicker of vulnerability. She realized what was happening.

“Don’t hold back. Just come for me.”

He hesitated, though he continued to fuck her. “I can give you more.”

“I know you can. But right now, I just want you to relax and come in me.”

She pressed her hand to his chest and bit her lip. It was all the encouragement he needed.

“Fuck,” he whispered, and she felt his cock surge into her, the gushes filling her, the spasms that went on and on. He trembled on top of her and she kissed him, reveling in his endless orgasm.

When it was over they lay side by side. She left his seed inside her for a while, knowing that he would be aware of its presence. He breathed hard for quite some time, and they both lay there in contented silence, with Lawrence’s arm stretching behind her and one of her legs tucked between his.

“That was quite a show, Mr. Roberts,” she said, and he shook his head with a wry smile at the quote.

“I don’t think there is any comparison.”

“Oh, trust me, what you just did with that tongue was at least as impressive as whatever I did with those guys.”

“Now, there’s a point,” he sighed, idly stroking his fingers along her arm. “I think I could probably repeat that performance. And I would be very willing to. The question is… would you like to repeat yours?”


CHAPTER SEVEN

Three months had passed. In that time, Penny’s life had changed considerably from what it had been in the aftermath of their wedding.

All of the staff had been kept on, and Lawrence had given each of them a raise to make sure of that, even though the landscaper and the chef remained unaware of how much he knew.

It was a delicate balance, but Lawrence had made it work. The guards were told to keep quiet around the other employees. It had been made clear to them how much Lawrence himself could see and hear around the property, and it wouldn’t be difficult for the couple to tell if Max or Antonio had learned of Penny’s other activities, so they played along. The landscaper and the chef had little reason to interact, but their hours were set to minimize any contact; meanwhile, the guards would generally confine themselves to the security office during the others’ shifts, and walk the grounds before and after.

Penny would be with at least one of the men each week.

With Max she experimented with using the shed and ostensibly private spots around the garden, all under Lawrence’s watchful eye.

With Antonio she used the pantry, the wine cellar, and even the kitchen and the adjoining living spaces.

And with the guards, she would usually use the security office. Most often it was one man at a time during his shift, but they would sometimes double-team her in there during the handover when one came to replace the other.

And, of course, from time to time she would treat each of them to a romp in her and her husband’s marital bed.

But even Lawrence couldn’t keep such a fragile arrangement going without someone knowing something, and they both knew it.

“Thanks for a wonderful evening,” said Nina, the last to leave the party along with her boyfriend, whose name Penny still couldn’t be sure of. “Have a great birthday weekend!”

“Thank you!” Penny smiled, “and thank you both so much for coming!”

She and Lawrence stood on the top step waving as her friend tottered to her boyfriend’s car on his arm, and then slowly bundled herself into the passenger seat.

“Did you have a good night?” Lawrence asked.

“Of course! It was perfect. Thank you so much for throwing that together, it was a wonderful surprise.”

“Well,” he said, as the car’s engine rumbled to life. With forced smiles and waves, they watched it roll past the island in the middle of their circular driveway and turn in the direction of the road. “I’m not all out of surprises just yet.”

“Oh?”

“Follow me.”

She turned and let him lead her toward their refurbished living room which, to her surprise, had been cleaned and restored to its original condition while they and the guests were outside drinking champagne and watching the fireworks. It looked as though the party had never happened.

“Wow. Those caterers move fast.”

“Not really,” he said, “but they did when I told them I’d pay extra if they could clean up and get out of here before the fireworks were over.”

“Why was that so important?”

“Because of this.” He cleared his throat. “Okay, you can all come out now.”

And to Penny’s shock, Max appeared in the doorway, dressed in the same black tie as the party guests had been. And then Antonio, and then Charles and Deon. All of them wore immaculate, well-fitting suits, with a level of attention to detail that could only have been coordinated in advance.

“What… what is this?” she asked warily, her heart beginning to pound.

He smiled down at her. “Want to hazard a guess?”

“No,” she hissed at him quietly. “Seriously, what’s happening?!”

He exhaled. “They all know, Penny.”

She spun and looked at the other men, frantically trying to piece this together.

Antonio cleared his throat and spoke up. “I saw you and Max through the kitchen window, sneaking around in the distance. I realized I wasn’t the only one who had been with you. I tried to confront Max about it later that day, but your security here intervened.”

Deon nodded. “I saw Antonio getting all worked up with Max, so I rushed over there. I tried to play dumb, but by that point each of them knew about the other, and they got suspicious of me. I had to tell them.”

Penny held her head in her hands. She was mortified. Her mouth flapped open, but Lawrence spoke next.

“Charles and Deon brought the situation to my attention. When the secret was out, I had them all come and meet with me so that I could calm things down and make sure this information didn’t go any further than it already had. But that wasn’t the only reason why I wanted to speak with them.

“Each of these men has been with you, Penny, and now they all know about one another. They all know that I know everything. And still, when I made a rather risky suggestion that day, they all said yes.”

“And what was that suggestion?” she asked, though it was starting to become clear in her mind.

“If you are interested,” Lawrence said gently. “Tonight, you can have them all, all at once.”

She stared at the group one by one, incredulous.

“If that’s what you want,” Charles added. “And in future, we’re all okay with whatever you want to do with… whoever.”

She eyed her husband suspiciously. She was sure that the four men hadn’t simply agreed to carry on with things the way they were without a little cajoling from Lawrence. And she wasn’t entirely happy with him for orchestrating this as a surprise; it was a bold move, one that could have upset her and blown up in everyone’s faces.

Yet he had caught her off guard with Charles’ and Deon’s double act, a surprise that she had nonetheless relished, and he knew that sex with a larger group was something that intrigued Penny, at least in theory. And as she looked at them all here now, ready to realize the next progression of this insane, intoxicating fantasy that she had let her husband share with her, it occurred to her just how rare an opportunity this was, and just how exciting she found the prospect of being shared by them all.

She turned to Lawrence, and in the look they shared, they communicated everything that they needed to. He leaned down and kissed her.

“I’ll be watching.”

“I know. I love you.”

“I love you too.”

He smiled and squeezed her hand, and then he stepped out of the room and left her there. All of the luxury furniture in this room—the enormous sectional couch, the chaise longue, the armchairs—suddenly seemed full of debauched potential.

She stepped toward the four men, feeling their eyes upon her body in the short gold sequin dress that she had picked out for the occasion, and she took a deep breath.

She had relished being Lawrence’s co-conspirator. She had relished being the trap for each of these men. But now she knew that, with Lawrence, it didn’t quite work that way. He had played her as much as anyone else.

It had become clear that she had fallen into his trap.

But if this was the kind of trap her husband was capable of putting together, then she had no objections to falling into any others that he wished to set for her.

Thank you for reading

I hope you enjoyed reading this story as much as I enjoyed writing it! I welcome any feedback via ratings or reviews.

M.
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