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    Trina shifted uncomfortably on the plush leather sofa. She turned her sky blue eyes to the window overlooking Central Park fifty stories below. Not even the breathtaking view of New York in autumn could still her anxiety. As she often did when she was nervous, she twirled her fingers through her long, curly blonde hair. She crossed and recrossed her legs for the tenth time in as many minutes. She wore a gray coat over her silk blouse, along with a matching pencil skirt and her most stylish black pumps. She was unused to the pantyhose she wore on her long, toned legs, but she'd heard that the boss was a stickler for things like that. 
 
      
 
    She waited outside the office of Andrew Wolfe, CEO of Wolftech Incorporated, one of the largest defense contractors in the world.  As a secretary in the accounting office she'd heard many a rumor about her boss. He was said to be cold, domineering, even lecherous. Not adjectives that would calm her young mind. As a relatively famous man, most knew of Wolfe's charisma and ambition as a businessman, but few outside the company knew that he went through personal assistants, young pretty personal assistants, as quickly and with as much sentimentality as a smoker going through disposable lighters. 
 
      
 
    "Mister Wolfe will see you now, Miss Wessex," the prim secretary announced. The older woman gave her a knowing look as Trina stood and smoothed her skirt.  
 
      
 
    "Th-thank you, Mrs. Calding," Trina gulped, and had to stop herself from chewing her lip and ruining the fresh coat of deep red lipstick she'd taken such care in applying. She felt like she was moving through water as she walked on unsteady legs to the great mahogany doors. She couldn't afford to back out now. With her husband out of work, they needed this promotion. She took a deep breath and pushed them open.  
 
      
 
    "I don't give a good god-damn what Johnson said, sell at 45, no less!" the man behind the desk shouted into his phone before slamming it back down. Trina froze on the threshold of his office, quickly taking in the abstract paintings on the walls, the lush carpets, the stylish furniture upholstered in silk. Everything in the room exuded wealth, class, power. The great desk was carved of black marble, and crouched like a beast before the enormous glass windows. She glanced at the man behind it, and everything in her surroundings suddenly seemed cheap and weak. 
 
      
 
    "Mister Wolfe?" she asked quietly, surprised that her voice wasn't shaking.  
 
      
 
    "Come in," he nodded. She'd known he was a tall man, but as she closed the door behind her and walked quickly into the room she realized for the first time just how tall. Even in her four-inch pumps, the man towered over her. His fine blue English suit seemed to strain to contain his powerful shoulders and chest. His chestnut hair was swept back on his head in an almost European style. His face was tan, with a powerful nose and sensuous mouth. He narrowed his eyes, so light brown they seemed almost yellow.  
 
      
 
    "Thank you for seeing me, Mister Wolfe," Trina gulped and extended a manicured hand. Wolfe took it, his huge hand enveloping hers, so strong and warm. She almost shivered. Why was he staring at her like that? 
 
      
 
    "Have a seat," he gestured to one of the leather chairs in front of the desk, his motions quick and decisive. "I've heard good things about you, Katrina. No need to be nervous." He smiled then, flashing his white teeth and revealing his boyish dimples. His handsome face seemed much younger than the forty-five she knew him to be, but those eyes, those eyes were a different matter. She felt that they could look into her and know her secrets. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you, I'll try not to be, Mister Wolfe. And please call me Trina." She said as she sat, crossing her long legs. She'd often been told they were one of her best features. Her husband called them dancer's legs, whatever that meant. 
 
      
 
    "All right, Trina," he smiled as he sat, the toothy smile of a predator. "I have a few questions. How old are you, for starters?" 
 
      
 
    "Twenty-Six," she said promptly. 
 
      
 
    "And how long have you been with us?" 
 
      
 
    "Three years, sir. In the accounting office off 53rd Street most of the time." 
 
      
 
    "That's right, that's right," he nodded, tapping his lips with a long finger. "And you're...married, I see. Any children?" he frowned. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, for four years, to an electrician. Bobby is a wonderful guy, but we don't have children yet, sir." She said quickly. 
 
      
 
    "Bobby?" he snorted. "A grown man named Bobby?" he shook his head, a smug smile on his face. "What have you heard about being my personal assistant, Trina?" 
 
      
 
    "Well sir, I've heard that you were very demanding..." she started. Those eyes locked on her, and she felt pinned to her chair like a bug. 
 
      
 
    "No no, not that. I'm sure you've heard that my personal assistants are my lovers and that I use them sexually at my whim," he leaned back in his chair, confident. 
 
      
 
    "Well," she blushed. "Yes, I've heard that." She felt safe admitting it, after all, everyone had heard the stories. She might have lied, but she had the feeling he'd know it. 
 
      
 
    "Yet you still applied for the position? Interesting," he arched an eyebrow. 
 
      
 
    "Sir?" 
 
      
 
    "The rumors are quite true, I'm afraid. In fact, with Mrs. Calding around to handle all my affairs, I have no need for a personal assistant. What I do need, is a mistress." His sensuous lips curled in a smile, a surprisingly warm smile, considering the hungry look in his pale brown eyes. 
 
      
 
    "Are...are you serious, Mister Wolfe?" she asked. She should be outraged. Furious. She should leave here and march right down to Human Resources. Only then what? Would she sue for sexual harassment? How would she support herself and her husband while waiting for a settlement that might never come? 
 
      
 
    "Oh I'm very serious, Trina. What is your maiden name, by the way?" he asked, his voice easy, casual, as if he hadn't just made the most outrageous of propositions. 
 
      
 
    "Crabtree," she said without thinking. 
 
      
 
    "Well, Miss Crabtree, when they sent over photos of you I thought perhaps you might do. In person, however, I can see you are truly lovely. The position is yours, if you'll have it," he said with a confident nod. 
 
      
 
    "But I'm not..." she stuttered 
 
    . 
 
    "Not sure?" he waved away her objection. "Go home tonight, sleep with that man-child Bobby of yours and do some thinking. You'll have triple the salary, executive benefits including stock options, and a man like me for a lover." He stood, loosening his scarlet tie. "You have until tomorrow to decide. The offer expires at nine A.M., so think quickly." He gestured for her to stand and go. 
 
      
 
    "You can't..." she stood, automatically obeying him. What an arrogant son of a- 
 
      
 
    "Can't I? Go now, Miss Crabtree. I'll see you tomorrow!" he smirked.  
 
      
 
    Tina came to her senses a minute later, once again in the waiting room, staring out at the Park in all its fall glory. She shook her head and stomped to the elevator. The nerve, the audacious, conceited nerve of that man! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    "How did the interview go, Bobby?" Trina pounced on her husband as soon as he walked through the door. She knew right away the answer wasn't going to be what she'd hoped. His brown hair was shabby, his tie crooked, and of course, his suitcoat strained to fit over the stomach he'd been cultivating for the last couple of years.  
 
      
 
    "I didn't get the job!" he growled. "You'd think a man with my resume..." her husband trailed off, his voice weak. Trina crossed the carpeted floor of their tiny Brooklyn townhouse and wrapped her arms around him.  
 
      
 
    "It's going to be all right, you'll get the next one," she did her best to console him, but even she could hear the lie on her tongue. 
 
      
 
    "Whatever," he said petulantly, pushing her away. 
 
      
 
    "Hey, I was just trying to be supportive!" she protested.  
 
      
 
    "Yeah, I'm going to go downstairs and play some Duty of War," he grunted, pulling off his coat and tie. She frowned, he had a mustard stain on his shirt. Did he get that before or after his meeting that afternoon? 
 
      
 
    "All right, don't you want to find out how my interview went?" she asked timidly. 
 
      
 
    "I'm sure you did fine. You always do fine," he responded sourly, already heading down the stairs to the basement, his beloved "man cave". 
 
      
 
    "Bobby!" she called after him, but he ignored her. This wouldn't do; he was acting like a child. She knew things were rough for him the last few months, but he should at least try to act like a man! Nodding to herself she headed up the stairs. 
 
      
 
    "I'll just have to make him feel like a man again!" she smiled to herself as the idea formed in her head. She'd let her husband work it out of his system for now, and in the meantime, she'd get ready. She pulled off her blouse and shimmied out of her skirt. Padding to the bathroom in just her bra and panties, she drew a bath and added a liberal squirt of scented jasmine bubbles. 
 
      
 
    She stripped as the bath filled and took a moment to admire herself in the mirror. She kept her body as tight and toned as it had been in college. She was lucky enough to be tall and slender, but with enough bosom and tush to attract a man's eye. Andrew Wolfe at certainly seemed pleased. He'd practically tried to seduce her right there in his office. He was so fucking confident. Trina shook her head and cast her arrogant boss from her thoughts. She smiled as she slipped into the bubble bath. There was no way Bobby would be able to resist her. 
 
      
 
    An hour later she sauntered down the steps into the dingy little basement, the sounds of simulated gunfire blaring from the flatscreen TV. She'd pulled out all the stops, strappy black heels, a lacy baby doll, also in black. She'd even pulled on the thigh highs he had always gone crazy for. 
 
      
 
    "Honey, don't you think it's time to come upstairs?" she cooed over his shoulder. 
 
      
 
    "Huh?" he asked, not bothering to turn around. She nibbled his ear and he jerked his head, and looked her up and down. "What the hell?" 
 
      
 
    "Come upstairs, we'll try to break in that bed once and for all," she whispered, reminding him of the promise he'd made about the bed when they'd bought it. 
 
      
 
    "Oh fuck, you just got me killed!" he threw the controller down in rage. "Thanks a lot, Trina!" he said sarcastically. 
 
      
 
    "Don't you like what you see?" she asked, stepping back to let him get the full view. 
 
      
 
    "You always look great," he sighed. "Look, I've had a rough day, let me work out some of this aggression and I'll be up in a bit. Then we'll break that bed, ok?" He was so earnest, like a charming little boy.  
 
      
 
    "Of course!" She turned his head and kissed him long and deep before climbing the stairs, knowing that the heels would make her ass sway to and fro seductively. Her plan just might work! 
 
      
 
    Two hours later, as she lay alone in bed, still wearing the scandalous outfit she'd bought just for her husband, Trina realized she had failed. She stood up and pulled off her shoes, throwing them across the room. She stood there for a long while, hoping Bobby would come to his senses.  
 
      
 
    "Fuck it," she said with a deep sigh. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Trina refused to think about anything but the man in front of her. Her husband, her bills, her decision to...to whore herself to her employer, were all forced out of her mind. She smiled, Andrew Wolfe was certainly a fine man. Tall and strong, he stood naked before her in his office, hands on his hips. Muscles rippled on his chest and abdomen, his arms and shoulders were sculpted and powerful. He focused his deep-set, pale eyes on her and she felt her body respond to him. She slipped out of her simple tan coat and let it fall to the floor at her feet. 
 
      
 
    "Like what you see Mister Wolfe?" she asked coyly as she posed with one hand on her hip, showing off the black baby doll and thigh highs she'd worn for her husband. She'd asked Bobby a similar question as well. Their reactions couldn't have been more different. 
 
      
 
    "You're god-damn right I do!" he growled. His response was immediate, and Trina's eyes grew wide. She'd had a few boyfriends before she'd met Bobby, but none of them compared to her billionaire boss. A thick, veiny slab of meat rested between his toned thighs, and at the sight of her, it swelled and stood to attention, huge and throbbing with need. 
 
      
 
    "You're quite the man, Mister Wolfe!" she whispered.  
 
      
 
    "Come find out just how much!" he pointed to the floor at his feet and snapped his fingers. Without hesitation Trina found herself stepping foward and dropping to her knees on the carpets. That massive cock loomed before her, the fat purple head pointed at her lips. She reached up to feel it with trembling hands, gasping at its heat, its silky texture, and its sheer size. 
 
      
 
    "You're so....manly, Mister Wolfe!" she said breathlessly. Wolfe gripped the base of his manhood, and as if wielding a titanic paintbrush, rubbed the tip all over her cheeks and lips. His drooling cock left a smear of precum on her face, and she could smell his manly scent. 
 
      
 
    "Suck it, Miss Crabtree. You need to earn your salary!" He took his hand from his cock and stood there with his hands on his hips, smirking down at her. So confident that she would comply.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, Sir!" Trina nodded. What was it about him that made him so irresistable? Wealth, strength, confidence? His glorious cock? She opened her mouth wide and pushed her head over his rampant shaft with a long, deep moan. Yes, his cock certainly had something to do with it. 
 
      
 
    "That's it, now be a good girl and use that tongue!" He urged, stroking her long blonde hair. 
 
      
 
    Trina reached up and took his organ in both hands, surprised that her fingers could not reach all the way around him. Holding him steady, she sucked in, her lips making a tight seal around him just below the rim of the head. She'd given oral to a few men in her day, and it had always seemed a bit of a chore. Something to do for her partner. It was different with Wolfe. His cock felt perversely good in her mouth. She closed her eyes and began to bob up and down, her red lips sliding halfway down his shaft before pulling up again. She worked her lips and tongue on him, humming in delight as she tasted him. 
 
      
 
    "You love my cock, don't you?" Wolfe chuckled. He took two fistfuls of her silky blonde hair and held her steady. Her eyes flew open and looked up at his rugged face. She nodded as best she could, and he smirked in response. "Put your hands behind your back, then relax and swallow," he urged. Trina did so reluctantly, holding his cock had felt so good, so natural. With a slow, steady rocking of his hips, he forced more of his big cock into her mouth. The tip pushed against her throat, and she gagged, nearly spitting him out. 
 
      
 
    "What did I tell you?" he chided her, his voice stern. "Try again, this time relax. Accept it. Accept that I am your Boss and you have to do what I want!"  
 
      
 
    Trina would have whimpered if she'd been able. Instead she wrung her hands behind her and tried her best to obey. When his rubbery cockhead touched her throat, she swallowed down on it, pulling him deeper into her throat. Wolfe hissed in pleasure and thrust deeper, driving his steely hard shaft down to his heavy, dangling balls. She nearly gagged again, but Wolfe pulled out and rubbed his wet cock again on her lips while she gasped and sputtered. 
 
      
 
    "You'll get better with practice," he said confidently. "Lots and lots of practice." 
 
      
 
    "Yes," Trina sighed, still kneeling submissively. "I will do my best to please you, Sir." 
 
      
 
    "Good, now get up and bend over my desk!" he barked. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Sir!" Trina got back onto her feet, her knees wobbly. She swayed to the desk, resting her hands flat on the wide smooth desktop. She arched her back, her ass, covered in lacy black panties, rose up in offering.  
 
      
 
    "That's a fine body you have for me," he said, his voice rumbling in his chest. He touched her while she held herself for him. His hands were warm, strong. They slid over her trim waist, down her rounded hips, over her bottom and down her thighs to the tops of her stockings. "I like the stockings, but you'll get some with seams in them for me, Miss Crabtree." 
 
      
 
    "I will, Sir!" she nodded, gulping. She knew what was coming next. Without a word, Wolfe took a firm grip on her panties and pulled hard. The flimsy fabric ripped, nearly pulling Trina over as it gave way. He tossed the ruined garment aside. Trina squealed as she was nearly toppled, but steadied herself on the desk. Wolfe's thick fingers slid up her thighs and found her swollen folds, sopping with her arousal. 
 
      
 
    "I see you can't wait to have a real man inside you!" He said as he slid not one, but two beefy fingers inside her, stretching her delicate lips and probing her depths. 
 
      
 
    "Oh God!"  
 
      
 
    "Close, but I'm just a man," he chuckled, pumping those two fingers in and out. "I can feel how aroused you are, how much you're craving this. Tell me how it feels," he demanded, his fingers curling inside her, stretching her inner walls. 
 
      
 
    "Fucking amazing!" she whispered. Her pussy seemed aflame with pleasure, despite the dripping juices that were fast coating both his hand and her thighs. Wolfe rewarded her with a third finger, stretching her pussy wider than ever as he stood behind her. It was too much, Trina hung her head, a low moan starting in the pit of her stomach and growing louder and higher as a tidal wave of an orgasm crashed over her tight young body. Those fingers kept working her, sending her pleasure on an endless upward spiral. 
 
      
 
    "You want more, Miss Crabtree?" he asked, his voice almost casual. 
 
      
 
    "God yes!" she moaned. She sighed in disappointment as his fingers slipped out of her, leaving her feeling almost empty. Her disappointment didn't last long however. He slapped her ass before stepping up and smoothly sliding his massive cock ever so deep into her. She pushed back against him, eager for whatever he had to give her. This new job might just end up being a lot of fun! 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    The next week was a blur for Trina. She'd had little to do for her new lover Mister Wolfe over the next few days besides take herself shopping for the best clothes, shoes, and lingerie to wear for him. She even had a little suite of her own just off his office to keep her things and lounge while he conducted his business. He was a busy man, but always found time to slip past her door or call her in for a quick session between meetings. The man was an animal, he'd fucked her three times each day, and had even used his very thick and talented tongue on her aching, sore pussy more than once. She didn't know what she liked most about him, his power, his confidence, his bestial sexuality, or his naked, savage desire for her. Apart from that he was an amazing man. His golden brown eyes didn't miss a thing, yet they'd showed genuine concern for her when she'd nearly passed out after a marathon fuck on his office's Italian leather sofa. 
 
      
 
    "What are you thinking about, babe?" Bobby asked, putting an arm around her as they sat on their own couch, most definately not leather, and surfed Netflix for something to watch. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, nothing much," she sighed. When had her husband allowed himself to become so dull, so soft, so...flaccid. She snuggled up against him. At least he was cuddly. 
 
      
 
    "You know, I contacted Garrison back in Toledo," he offered timidly. 
 
      
 
    "Your old boss?" she turned her face up to him, curious. 
 
      
 
    "Yep, that's him. He said if I was willing to come back, he'd make me Chief of Operations. I know its not New York, honey but...." he shrugged bashfully. 
 
      
 
    "When did all this happen?" Trina asked sharply, sitting back on the couch. 
 
      
 
    "Last couple of days. Look I should have asked you about it, especially since you got a promotion and all, but its a great position at a growing company. We could have that life we've always wanted, that I always wanted to give to you!" Bobby seemed to straighten on the couch, squaring his shoulders.  
 
      
 
    "You're serious about this, Bobby?" she asked.  
 
      
 
    "Honey, this city is killing us. Between your new duties at Wolftech and the crap job market..." he trailed off for a moment, then seemed to steel himself. "It just isn't working honey. We move to Toledo, I take that job and we get back to how things were. What do you say?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh Bobby!" Trina nearly cried. She'd missed this part of her husband, being out of work and almost broken him. "Of course! Let's not waste any time! I can go in and quit tomorrow!" 
 
      
 
    "I'm glad you agree," Bobby grinned and stood. He wasn't nearly as big and strong as Wolfe, of course, but there was a certain gleam in his eyes. "I'll go with you tomorrow, and help you with your stuff. Tonight, well, let's skip binge-watching and go upstairs. None of that lingerie this time. I want you naked!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh?" Trina giggled and jumped up into his arms. "I can't wait!" 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    "Jeeze, THIS is where you work?" Bobby said, awestruck, as he gawked about Trina's private little office. While not nearly as opulent as Wolfe's, the leather couches and fashionable art would have cost a pretty penny. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, where I worked, past tense. Just get the picture frames off the destk. The rest can stay," Trina said brisky. With all the lingerie and flirty little dresses her boss had bought her, she didn't want her inquisitive husband snooping around too much. "Stay here, I'll be right back, won't be a minute," She said quickly before stepping through the adjourning door to Wolfe's office. 
 
      
 
    "There you are, Miss Crabtree. I was wondering if you'd stay in your office with your pudgy little friend all morning," Wolfe grinned. He stepped up to her and pulled her into him, leaning down to deliver a forceful kiss, his tongue pushing into mouth to wrestle with hers. Trina found herself melting into him, sucking his tongue. She steeled herself and pushed away. 
 
      
 
    "Not a friend, Mr. Wolfe. My husband." 
 
      
 
    "Is that why you're dressed so....humbly?" he asked, arching an eyebrow. His pinstriped suit and sapphire blue tie were anything but humble. His amber eyes narrowed as he searched her face. 
 
      
 
    "Partly," Trina said and squared her shoulders, her blue eyes meeting his. "I am leaving, Mr. Wolfe. My husband I are relocating to Ohio. Immediately." 
 
      
 
    "Walking off the job is highly unprofessional Miss Crabtree-" 
 
      
 
    "Wessex. My name is Wessex," she said as firmly as she could. 
 
      
 
    "Indeed," Wolfe frowned. "Does Mr. Wessex know of our arrangement?" Wolfe started for the door. Trina jumped to intercept him. 
 
      
 
    "No! Please, Mr. Wolfe! I just want a normal life!" she whispered fiercely.  
 
      
 
    "I don't think you do," the billionaire said knowingly. "I don't think you do at all. In fact, I think you want what I have much more. You might even be desperate for it. You know what I offer you. Wealth, excitement, travel, and the kind of passion you told me yourself you've never experienced." He turned to her and took her arms in his hands. He stood close and looked down into her eyes, their faces inches apart. 
 
      
 
    "Please don't," she whispered. 
 
      
 
    "I won't force anything on you. Or reveal anything you don't want me to. But still, I'd like to at least shake your husband's hand before he steals away the best assistant I've ever had. An assistant I thought perhaps could become so much more to me," his voice was quiet, yet insistent. 
 
      
 
    "All right," she nodded. "But...did you mean that, Mr. Wolfe?" 
 
      
 
    "Andrew, call me Andrew. I'm not your employer anymore am I?" He held out his arm and smiled, flashing his big white teeth. 
 
      
 
    "Okay," Trina found herself smiling. Her stomach fluttered as she leaned into the tall man. She'd never heard him speak so gently, with such warmth. He lead her back through the door into her own small office. He drew his left arm around her as he extended the other to Bobby. 
 
      
 
    "You must be Robert," he grinned.  
 
      
 
    "Err....yes," Bobby shook his hand, wincing a little as the billionaire tightened his grip. "And you're Andrew Wolfe." 
 
      
 
    "That's right. I figured I'd have to shake the hand of any man able to steal away my best girl. I'm sorry to see her go," Wolfe's smile didn't touch his eyes, and he squeezed Trina a bit tighter. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, well, We're moving to Toledo," Bobby said, looking a bit at a loss. His shoulders hunched, turning in on themselves. His eyes darted toward's Wolfe face then away quickly. 
 
      
 
    "A mutual decision, I trust?" Wolfe said, his voice low and growling. 
 
      
 
    "Excuse me?" 
 
      
 
    "You didn't just spring this on her without consulting her, did you? You don't expect a career woman like Katrina to drop everything and abandon the best opportunity of her young life without at least consulting her first, I hope?" Wolfe held Trina tighter, glaring at the younger man. 
 
      
 
    "Now look here, that's none of your damn business!" Bobbly spluttered. 
 
      
 
    "I happen to have a great deal of affection for you wife, and I, at least, am looking out for HER needs." Wolfe stated. 
 
      
 
    "You can go to Hell!" Bobby roared. "Trina, get away from him! We're leaving NOW!" 
 
      
 
    "Bobby!" Trina gasped. She'd never seen her husband like this, so angry. It frightened her. 
 
      
 
    "You're my wife, do as I say for once!" he shouted, snapping his fingers. Trina stood and stared at him for a long, pregnant moment. Had he always been so petty, so incredibly small? She hadn't thought about it until then, but Wolfe's words rang in her ears. Andrew, she reminded herself, his name was Andrew.  
 
      
 
    "You know what, Bobby? Go back to Toledo. I'm sick of being married to a fucking child!" she stamped her foot.  
 
      
 
    "Trina?" Bobby gasped in shock, staring at her. "It's him isn't it? He's fucking you I bet." 
 
      
 
    "Don't be vulgar, Robert," Wolfe said tightly, not raising his voice. "I can have security here in minutes. I warn you, they aren't gentle." 
 
      
 
    "Yes, yes he is fucking me, Bobby!" she spat his name, twisting it in her mouth. Andrew was right, what kind of name for grown man was Bobby? "And he's doing it a lot better than you ever did, you pathetic, whining little CHILD!" 
 
      
 
    Bobby stared at her, his fists clenched, his face red, his body trembling. Andrew pulled her behind him, silently offering his body to protect her. With a sob, the younger man spun on his heel and all but ran from the office. "Fucking slut!" he muttered as he left, slamming the door after him. 
 
      
 
    "Are you all right?" Andrew asked gently, turning and pulling her into a warm hug. Trina was about to answer, but she melted into his embrace, sobbing into his expensive suit. 
 
      
 
    "There there, let it all out." Andrew stroked her hair. "I'll call Mrs. Calding and have her cancel all my appointments today." 
 
      
 
    "You don't have to do that for me!" Trina protested, pulling away. Her face was red, streaked with tears, her blonde hair a mess. 
 
      
 
    "Shhh, I know I don't have to. I want to, beautiful." Andrew leaned foward and kissed her nose playfully.  
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Mr. Wolfe...Andrew. Why are you being so kind to me?" she sniffed. 
 
      
 
    "You're a bright girl, and damn sexy," he chuckled. "But I think it's only been the tip of the iceberg. I know there's more to you, and tonight, I'm going to find out about all of you!" 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Andrew Wolfe had pulled out all the stops. The bedroom of his penthouse apartment was lit by dozens of soft candles, each filling the room with warm golden light and the scent of sandalwood and spices. Trina smiled and stepped into the room, pulling off an item of clothing with each step, taking her time. By the time she reached the massive bed and it's creamy silk sheets she was nude, her body gleaming in the candlelight and a trail of discarded clothing behind her. 
 
      
 
    "Do you like it, Trina?" Wolfe asked, his husky, deep voice uncharacteristically gentle. 
 
      
 
    "Wonderful, like everything else about you," she smiled and turned to him, sitting back on the bed and stretching out her long legs. 
 
      
 
    "You're the one who is wonderful," he responded, shedding his own clothes quickly and roughly tossing them down. Trina smiled at the sight of him. Would she ever grow used to his muscular chest, his washboard abs? Perhaps she might, but that wonderfully huge hard cock of his was another story. It continued to take her breathe away. 
 
      
 
    Without further words, the big man crossed the room, pushing her back onto the bed hard enough that she bounced on the firm mattress. He was on her in a flash, his body pressing down against hers, his full lips seeking her mouth. Trina moaned and wrapped her legs around his narrow waist, her toes already beginning to curl in anticipation of bliss. She felt his cock throbbing against her stomach, and she reached between them to rub the thick column of flesh against her belly.  
 
      
 
    "Tell me how much you need my cock, Trina!" he growled, his pale eyes boring into hers. He pulled her hands away from his manhood, pinning them to the pillow above her head. 
 
      
 
    "Oh please, I fucking love your cock, Andrew!" she purred, licking her lips. "I need you to fill me up with it. Make me yours!"  
 
      
 
    "You were mine the moment I met you," he said. He wasn't bragging. It was the truth and she knew it. He rocked his hips back and the heavy slab of his flesh dragged down her body. She could feel it throbbing as it passed over her navel and lower through her trim patch of honey blonde hair between her legs. He shifted, and the blunt tip nudged her folds. 
 
      
 
    Trina tried to embrace him, to put her arms around his shoulders and feel his muscles ripple, but he held her down. She struggled, pushing against the single hand grasping her wrists, but to no avail. He might as well have been carved from stone. Andrew caressed her cheek gently as he held her down and maneuvered his cock between her slender thighs. His golden brown eyes glittered as he watched her pretty face contort when he slid his huge cock into her. 
 
      
 
    "Oh God!" she sighed as she felt herself stretch around him. He took his time, sliding inch after inch into her warm, wet depths. She could feel the walls of her pussy expand to take him, feel her pussy stretch inward to take his amazing length. He touched parts of her she hadn't known existed, and each touch sent her body tingling with rapture. Finally his massive balls slapped heavily against her ass with a meaty thud.  
 
      
 
    "Few women can handle all of me, Trina," he grunted. "How does it feel to take it?" he asked, punctuating the question by pulling back a few inches and jabbing the rest in roughly. 
 
      
 
    "Fuck!" she squealed as he thrust. "Amazing!" She no longer struggled against him, but locked her legs tighter against his tight little ass, crossing her ankles. He started to move, rocking his powerful body back and forth, sawing his cock in and out of her, using every startlingly thick inch to stimulate her aching pussy. She pushed her chest up, and he obligingly lowered his head to lick and suck at her nipples, one after the other. His lips locked around them as his tongue flicked furiously.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, yes, YES!" she screamed as his pumping cock worked her young body faster and faster. Hot, electric pleasure shot through her body, and she quaked and quivered under him. Her pussy clasped weakly at his steadily thrusting shaft, drenching him with her wetness. 
 
      
 
    "I can feel you cumming, baby," he rasped. He worked his hips even faster, his naked ass a blur as he rammed her hard enough to scoot her body up the bed. He let her hands free, reaching behind him to pull her ankles apart. He pushed her legs forward by the knee, pinning her down to the bed and doubling her flexible body in half. 
 
      
 
    Trina's icy blue eyes flew open as the sudden move changed the sensations within her. His enormous cock plunged even deeper at this angle, bottoming out in the deepest recesses of her womanhood with each forceful stroke. His cockhead, not much smaller than her balled fist, slammed against the back of her pussy with savage force, bordering on pain. She pushed at him with her toned legs, trying to slow him down, to make him gentler.  
 
      
 
    "Too deep, please!" she whimpered. She pushed on his shoulders with her hands, her red nails digging in to his tanned skin. She might as well have been trying to push a boulder uphill. 
 
      
 
    "You need this," he growled, and if anything, fucked her harder, faster. Trina's head swam as a hot twinge of pain joined the pleasure rocking her womanhood each time he sank into her to the hilt. She squealed each time, her voice shrill. Her body began to glisten with sweat. Her toes curled in ecstasy over his shoulders. 
 
      
 
    "Uhnnnn!" she cried wordlessly, her voice echoing off the walls. Wolfe leaned over her, his hips still working like a machine, fucking her steadily as her pleasure rose and rose.  
 
      
 
    "Am I going to have to tie you down and gag you?" he whispered hotly in her ear. 
 
      
 
    "God!" she cried and it was too much. The pain and pleasure intertwined and mixed, a heady combination that shot through her tight pussy, down her legs and straight up into her fevered, lust-filled brain. "Fuck me, gag me, beat me, whatever you want. I'm yours!" she yelled. Her orgasms came like machinegun fire, one flowing into the next seamlessly. 
 
      
 
    "That's right, Trina. My. Little. Plaything!" he grunted with each word, ramming his cock into her so hard each time that her ass lifted several inches off the bed. Her head lolled to the side as it threatened to overwhelm her. Wolfe pulled his cock out, sliding his body forward. The blunt cudgel of his cock slapped her face, wet with her juices. 
 
      
 
    "Mmmm," Trina purred as she rubbed it against her face, licking the underside of the shaft and tasting her own juices. Her pussy still throbbed and ached. She felt hollow without him inside her, empty. Wolfe hovered over her, then pulled back and shoved his cock deep into her mouth, filling her throat in one smooth thrust.  
 
      
 
    Trina knew what to do; she reached up and squeezed his balls as her lips tightened around him. Her tongue swished back and forth rapidly. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked down on him as hard as she could. In moments, her efforts were rewarded.  
 
      
 
    "Oh yes, suck me!" Wolfe growled, resting his cock on her tongue. It lurched like a cannon going off, coating the back of her throat with his first sticky blast. His sexy lover struggled to swallow as he continued to pump, but he simply had too much to give. Silvery cum leaked out of the corners of her mouth, rolling down her chin. He stabbed his cock into her twice more, short, brutal thrusts of his hips, then pulled back with a deep sigh. 
 
      
 
    "Thank you, Andrew," Trina sighed, wiping her chin and sucking up his juices.  
 
      
 
    "There is more where that came from, Trina," he said, lazily running his hand over her firm breasts. 
 
      
 
    "Oh yeah?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh yes, and those ropes and gags you mentioned too, if you're up for it."  
 
      
 
    "Whatever you want, Andrew. You make me feel so good!" she turned on her hip and kissed the man passionately. He didn't flinch at the taste of his own cock on her mouth. 
 
      
 
    "But one more thing, Andrew," she whispered. 
 
      
 
    "What's that, Trina?" he smiled down at her indulgently, letting her rest her head against his brawny chest. 
 
      
 
    "You don't happen to have those ropes and gags here do you? I think I want to try them...tonight!" she blushed. 
 
      
 
    "Oh, Trina, we're going to have so much fun!" 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
      
 
    Excerpt from "A Bride's Bounty, Part 1" 
 
      
 
    "Dan," Mark began as he stepped around her to address her husband. "I think it's time we retire to my yacht. We should discuss business at little." 
 
      
 
    "All right," the big man coughed. Wendy looked at him out of the corner of her eye. He was blushing, and holding his hands in front of his bulging trousers. Mark didn't seem to bother with his own, even though it was quite a bit more obvious, even in the dim light. 
 
      
 
    "Wendy?" Mark asked, holding out his hand. She bit her lip, but took it. Together they left the dancing locals behind and headed down the pier. Dan was quiet as he walked behind her, her tiny hand clutching Mark's. The billionaire helped her up the gangplank and drew them inside a large study, complete with leather sofas and and full bar. 
 
      
 
    "Nice yacht," Dan commented quietly. 
 
      
 
    "Constance is a fine ship," Mark agreed proudly. Still holding Wendy's hand, he leaned down and added quietly, "Named for Lady Chatterley of course." Wendy blushed as she nodded, Constance Chatterley was, of course, a character from literature. And famously unfaithful. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, well," Dan shuffled his feet.  
 
      
 
    "But where are my manners? Please, have a seat!" he gestured for Dan to sit on one end of the cozy love seat, and guided Wendy down next to him. She let go of his hand and smoothed her dress over her legs. Mark sat across from them, pulling a chair close. 
 
      
 
    "It's all right, honey," Dan whispered, patting her leg. She finally looked at him, and his big brown eyes were so full of love that she sighed in relief. She grinned and leaned up to kiss his bearded cheek. It seems their mutual indiscretions were forgiven. 
 
      
 
    "You two really do make a great couple," Mark grinned, leaning forward in his chair. "That's why I'm going to make you an offer. Dan, how much money would you need to completely fund your research for say, the next five years?" 
 
      
 
    "Five years?" Dan laughed. "I'd probably need around fifty million on top of University resources and other donors. I know that is a lot of money, but you did say five years. If properly funded, I could have meaningful results much faster than that," he said confidently. 
 
      
 
    "How much without any other funding. Grand total," Mark asked. 
 
      
 
    "Look, that's a tricky question. There's the matter of graduate student assistance, lab facilities, acces to the school's telescopes and sensors-" 
 
      
 
    "Ballpark it for me. I'm very serious about this, Doctor Jacobson." 
 
      
 
    "A little over a thirty million a year, probably. But like I said, five years is probably a lot more time than I'd actually need." The huge man shook his head. "Who am I fooling, you're not going to shell out a hundred million dollars, or more, on my account! But any little bit would help." 
 
      
 
    "A handred million dollars is lesss than one percent of my net worth, Dan," Mark grinned and leaned back in the chair. Wendy sat listening as they talked. All the dancing in four inch heels had taken its toll on her feet. She slipped the strappy heels off. 
 
      
 
    "Dan do you mind giving me a foot rub?" she asked sweetly. 
 
      
 
    "Of course not, honey," he said graciously. 
 
      
 
    "No. Let me," Mark said abruptly. Sitting across from them, and so close, Wendy realized that it would be quite a bit easier, but still. 
 
      
 
    "Dan?" she asked her husband. 
 
      
 
    "Sure, go ahead," he gulped. Despite what gangsters may argue about in movies, foot rubs were a fairly intimate. She lifted her small, tan feet and lay them on Mark's lap as he leaned back. His hands went to work immediately, rubbing her soles in slow, firm circles. She sighed as the tension evaporated. 
 
      
 
    "I'm willing to fully fund your research, Dan. I can provide all the engineers and scientists you need to assist you. Plus, as you know, Anson Aviation has access to state of the art equipment and laboratories of all kinds. Money isn't an object." Mark continued. His fingers kept working too, and Wendy surprised herself as a low, contented purr escaped her lips. His touch was gentler than her husband's, and more sensitive. She felt her body temperature begin to rise. 
 
      
 
    "That's a lot of money you're offering," Dan said warily.  
 
      
 
    "For all my money there's one thing I've always wanted to own," Mark said carefully as he toyed with Wendy's toes. "You have the most exquisite legs and feet, Wendy Jacobson," he commented happily. 
 
      
 
    "And what's that?" Wendy asked. She drew a long breath and held it. 
 
      
 
    "I've always wanted a wife. Not to get married, you understand. I don't want or need that headache. What I want is something different entirely.  I've always wanted to possess, to control, to own another man's wife," His green eyes went to theirs in turn, unblinking and deadly serious. 
 
      
 
    "And you think you can buy me for a hundred million dollars?" Wendy asked incredulously. She was tempted to pull her feet away from his hands, grab Dan and walk right out of there. Instead, she wiggled her toes as a delicious thrill crept up her spine. She wanted to hear more. 
 
      
 
    "That's silly," Dan said half-heartedly. Wendy reached over, rubbing his trousers. His hardness told her that he was as aroused as she was! 
 
      
 
    "Not for the money," Mark shook his head. "For the science. Think what you could do with an unlimited budget and complete freedom, Doctor Jacobson!" 
 
      
 
    "And what? Wendy becomes your slave? Or do you expect us to divorce," he shook his shaggy head violently. "I love science, Mister Anson, but I love Wendy more. I won't not have her in my life!" 
 
      
 
    "Oh, I don't want a slave. And I certainly don't want to steal her heart and marry her myself!" Mark laughed. His fingertips glided up and down her soft soles, and she shivered in delight. 
 
      
 
    "What do you want, then?" Wendy asked breathlessly. 
 
      
 
    "I want to be her lover, her only lover. I want her to be exclusive and faithful sexually to me and only me. You have no idea how long I've fantasized about this. I've been looking for the right couple to approach for two years. I've had staff researching candidates," he chuckled. "It was your wedding announcment in your local paper that did it. Or rather your picture. The two of you looked so good together. Clearly very much in love. And I have to say, Dan, your wife took my breath away even in that photo," Mark explained. 
 
      
 
    "I'm glad you approve, but this research will take a few years at least! We've only just been married for God's sake! You're asking us to give up an awful lot!" Dan said. 
 
      
 
    "I've never been unfaithful to anyone, least of all Dan. I won't risk losing what we have!" Wendy said. Once again, she found herself unable to pull herself away from Mark's wonderful hands.  
 
      
 
    "A wise choice, but you handled the island girl and the dance floor very well. You both are mature and itelligent. I think both of you know the difference between love and sex. You shouldn't decide anything now of course, but a little more information could help you make up your mind." Mark said. 
 
      
 
    "Information?" Dan asked. "What do you mean?" 
 
      
 
    "A trial. Let me have Wendy tonight. I suspect, from the way you haven't punched me out for kissing, fondling, and massaging your wife, and by the hard on you're sporting there, that you're not completely opposed to the idea of Wendy having a fling," he smirked. 
 
      
 
    "Well, I-" Dan blushed, but Wendy rubbed his cock through his pants with a naughty grin. 
 
      
 
    "You're right, he's hard as a rock!" she giggled. She remembered the way Dan had looked at her, as she had danced with the billionaire on the beach. She'd loved showing off for him, almost as much as she was, she had to admit, curious about what the handsome Mark had in his trousers. She whispered in her husband's ear, "I really think it would be fun, for both of us." Especially for herself, she realized.  
 
      
 
    "I don't know what's wrong with me, but I'm actually considering this," Dan grumbled.  
 
      
 
    "As you can see, Wendy and I seem to have some chemistry. Wouldn't you like to see just how much?" he smiled at her, his hands idle on her ankles. 
 
      
 
    "Please Dan?" she batted her eyelashes at him. He never could resist her when she did that. "I'd only do something like this if you say it's okay," she said as she gave her husband a firm squeeze through his pants. 
 
      
 
    "One night," Dan grunted. He was starting to sweat. "What do we get out of it, then? You seem to be all about making this a bargain!" 
 
      
 
    "Fair point," Mark laughed. "Consider your honeymoon paid. Send me your receits and I'll cover every expense. Deal?" He offered the man a hand. 
 
      
 
    "Wendy, do you want to go through with this? I mean, sure it was, erotic I guess is the word, seeing you dancing with Mark. But kissing and groping are quite different than, well, sex." Dan said, his deep voice dropping low. 
 
      
 
    "I think we're both enjoying it, my love. And frankly, the way Mark moves, and from what I felt in his pants, I'm in for a real treat!" she said and turned to kiss him. Their lips met and their tongues tangled for a long moment as they sat on the leather couch. Her small hand rubbed his stiff bulge all the while, making him groan into her mouth. She finally pulled away, her blue eyes were alight with carefree exuberance. "What the heck, Dan, if it gets weird we'll go back to the mainland and forget this ever happened!" she grinned. 
 
      
 
    "When you put it that way, what do we really have to lose?" Dan said. She felt him throb through his pants, the way he did when he was about to cum good and hard. She pulled her hand away quickly. She didn't want him to lose control, and perhaps his desire, before things even got started. 
 
      
 
    "We'll do it, Mister Anson!" she told the dashing young billionaire cheerfully. "But I want Dan there in case, well in case things get-" 
 
      
 
    "I understand. He's a part of this arrangement too. He really does need to watch," Mark smirked. He was a cocky one! He pulled her feet from his lap and stood. "I've had the crew prepare my state room." 
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    "I can do this," Wendy said, taking a deep breath. She'd left her dress and underwear in a neat pile by the sink in the yacht's little bathroom. She looked at herself in the mirror. She knew she was pretty but she didn't have the kind of figure that typically graced magazine covers or men's fantasies. Barely over five feet tall and not quite a hundred pounds, she had cute teacup breasts, just large enough to appear rounded against her chest, a waist her husband could wrap his hands around, and slim, almost boyish hips. She twisted in front of the mirror to get a look at her small, but bubbly little bottom. A lot of guys did like that, as well as her toned, smooth legs, slender for a woman her height. She pulled her panties from her waist, her lest vestige of clothing. She had had a full wax for the first time before getting married, and her sex was as still smooth and hairless. She hoped Mark liked that. 
 
      
 
    She nodded to herself and slipped out the door, turning off the light behind her. The men were waiting for her in the adjoining bedroom. A pair of lamps on tables at each side of the bed were dimmed down to fill the small room with soft golden light.  
 
      
 
    "Exquisite," Mark muttered as he rose from the bed. He'd stripped down to black silk boxers, and Wendy filled her eyes with the sight of him. Young, athletic, with toned muscles and that too-handsome face, he could make male models jealous. She glanced at his boxers, the material seemed stretched to bursting over the fat penis stuffed into them. She smiled shyly and gulped. 
 
      
 
    "Thanks, I guess?" Dan rumbled. Wendy glanced at her husband where he sat on a cozy chair, not three feet from the bed. He was going to have a front row seat! 
 
      
 
    "Tell him to be quiet, Wendy" Mark said. His flashing green eyes never left her body. His nostrils flared as they roamed over her slim figure. 
 
      
 
    "Hush, Dan. Just watch tonight, okay," she said softly. Almost before she could finish, Mark swooped in, pulling her into his strong arms. He lifted her onto her tip toes as he bent to kiss her. Once again their lips and tongues met, and Wendy found herself melting into his passionate embrace. She felt in a trance as he led her to the bed, laying her out while he hovered over her. His talented mouth teased her neck, her chest, her tiny breasts and nipples. He tickled her navel before moving down, pushing her slim thighs wide as he crouched on the edge of the mattress.  
 
      
 
    "You did this for your husband?" he asked her quietly as he traced her delicate pink lips with the tip of one long finger, barely touching her. She shivered in delight. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, I thought he'd like the look," Wendy blushed as the young man examined her exposed sex.  
 
      
 
    "What color is your pubic hair?" Mark asked, leaning close enough that she could feel his hot breath against her clit. She wanted to pull that smirking mouth lower, feel his amazing tongue on her pussy. 
 
      
 
    "Not quite blonde, but close," she said instead.  
 
      
 
    "You'll grow it back out for me. Oh you should trim it, but leave a little for me to admire," he said. It was clearly not a request. 
 
      
 
    "Yes, Mark," she said. No sooner had she agreed than the man began to kiss her pussy, kissed, as if he were making love to it. His lips and tongue teased her lower lips sensually, finding her clit but never quite touching it directly before wiggling into her tight, wet sex. She arched her back, thrusting her gumdrop nipples toward the ceiling as Mark expertly worked her pussy into a frenzy. His mouth seemed tireless, and just when she thought she couldn't take it anymore, his tongue flicked upward, homing in on her swollen little clitoris.  
 
      
 
    "You found it, finally," Dan muttered wryly. Wendy turned her head to see her big, strong husband rubbing himself through his pants, panting and flushed as he watched another man lick her pussy.  
 
      
 
    "Oh Gosh!" she cried, her eyes screwing shut. She beat her heels against the mattress and clutched at Marks head as his expert tongue sent her right over the edge. She screamed finally, a great groaning rush of breath escaping her lungs. Mark kept at her, feeding more and more pleasure into the bursting well of her clit, until she pulled at his hair so hard, he had no choice but to pull away.  
 
      
 
    "You taste fantastic," Mark smirked, wiping his chin. "How'd I do, Wendy?" 
 
      
 
    "Oh. My. God." Wendy panted when she could speak. She sat up on her elbows, rubbing a bare foot against the young man's bronzed chest. "Amazing!" 
 
      
 
    "Better than Dan?"  
 
      
 
    "What?" Wendy blushed and look at her husband, who nearly growled. The big man prided himself on his oral skills. While he had never failed to bring her off with his enthusiastic tongue, Mark simply seemed to know what she wanted, what she felt, and what she needed, before she did herself.  
 
      
 
    "Go ahead, tell the truth. I don't want to have to cut this night short before the fun really begins," Mark said, sitting back on the edge of the bed and crossing his legs.  
 
      
 
    "Yes, better than Dan," Wendy said quickly. She watched her husband wince, and she felt a stab of guilt.  
 
      
 
    "Don't feel bad, it's just sex," Mark chuckled. "And I'm glad you were honest." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah, so happy about that," Dan muttered. 
 
      
 
    "Please, Dan. We agreed to this, remember?" Wendy pleaded with him. "It's just a one-night fling." 
 
      
 
    "You're right, I'm sorry, honey," Dan nodded, seeming to recover his confidence.  
 
      
 
    "Lay back on the bed again, Wendy," Mark said. As she scooted her little ass back on the mattress, the young man stood, stripping off his silk boxers. His massive cock flopped free, and Wendy and Dan gasped in unison. She glanced to her side, giving her husband a look of exaggerated fear. He burst out laughing.  
 
      
 
    "Something funny?" Mark demanded, his hands on his hips.  
 
      
 
    "Is that a dagger I see before me, or a battleship?" Wendy giggled. 
 
      
 
    "I think that thing has its own gravitational field," Dan quipped. The shared a look, Dan's eyes warm and full of mirth, Wendy's sparkling with fun. It was a game, and they both knew it. A raunchy, dirty, forbidden sex game, but a game nonetheless. 
 
      
 
    "If you two are done joking," Mark cleared his throat, flushing and looking quite sheepish. Wendy took pity on him. She sat up, taking Mark's hands and pulling him onto the bed. He rested on his knees. He seemed out of place, unsure of himself, for the first time that night. Wendy took his cock in hand, and gasped a little at the feeling of his warm member.  
 
      
 
    "You're really, really, big," she whispered. Even soft, the young man's endowment dwarfed any hard cock she'd ever played with. Smooth and well-formed, the massive tube drooped over her tiny hand, hanging over a pair of equally impressive balls in a smooth sac. He kept himself neatly trimmed and all in all, he was quite the sight. She chewed her lower lip nervously as she began to stroke. She could feel the blood rushing to his organ, swelling and coming to life. 
 
      
 
    "Am I the biggest you've ever seen?" Mark prompted, seeming a bit more comfortable. He sighed as his huge cock grew and grew, soon becoming far too thick for Wendy's small hand to grasp. She sat up on her heels and used both, watching in awe as his mighty staff rose to full size. 
 
      
 
    "By a mile," she nodded up at the handsome man.  
 
    *** 
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