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Personal Assistant for My Dad’s Best Friend 2

Being a peon in the modern workforce sucks. I was broke with three more days until payday, and my bank account was down to just pennies. I didn’t even have enough to go to the coffee shop across the street, and I was dying for a caffeine fix. I’d stayed up way too late at a dorm mixer the night before, but I hadn’t dared show up late for work because someone at the office would have ratted me out to Patrick. I didn’t dare get him mad at me again after what had happened last time. But if I didn’t get my mocha frappuccino, I was literally going to die.

The one bright spot in my day so far was that Patrick was out of town on a business trip until the weekend. With him gone I could get away with some serious slacking, and I was in no mood to work. Not that I ever was, really, but today I was even less motivated than usual. It was all so freakin’ pointless—working every day just to be broke.

Why did I have to work at all? That was all my dad’s idea. He said it would be good for me and that it would build character, but I had my doubts. I already had plenty of character. What good was more going to do me? I was pretty sure that having to get up so early in the mornings was causing permanent mental damage, too. At least my professors seemed to think so. I’d done a lot better in my classes before I’d started this stupid job. Well, a little better, anyway.

I was stuck, though, unless I could convince him to let me quit. Dad had already threatened to cut me off once, though, until I took the job in Patrick’s office. I was afraid to push too hard. While I didn’t think he’d really cut me off completely, there was no sense borrowing trouble. I sure didn’t want to have to cover my rent and car note out of my own checks—not that I actually could. Dad had made up his mind about me working, though, and once he did that good luck getting him to change it again.

Maybe if he wouldn’t let me quit, I could convince Patrick to fire me? If he did that, Dad might be willing to go back to paying my expenses again. The idea had possibilities, but how to do it? Patrick already knew I slacked off as much as I could get away with, and if I did any less he was liable to show his displeasure in more concrete ways.

My bottom clenched involuntarily as I remembered the spanking he’d given me over his desk for my last little transgression, and then my pussy gave a wistful flutter as I remembered what he’d done to me next. That shot down my next idea, which was to start flirting with the guys in the office again until it became insufferable. Patrick had said I was his, and I didn’t even want to think about what kind of punishment I’d get for flaunting that. A spanking would probably be mild in comparison.

I sighed and gave up on the idea of getting him to fire me. It just wasn’t going to happen. I was stuck working this stupid job until I graduated or found something that paid more, which wasn’t likely. As little as Patrick paid me, it was still more than I’d get working in a dead end retail or fast food job.

In the meantime, I’d just have to find another way to get my fix. I emerged from the closet where I’d been hiding and ignored the disgusted looks I got from two of Patrick’s interns. Who cared what they thought, anyway? Freakin’ overachievers. Let them work themselves to death. I had better things to do. The most important of which was coming up with some money for a trip to the coffee shop.

Suddenly it struck me. Patrick wasn’t here. With a little laugh, I made a dash for his office.

“You’re not supposed to go in there,” the temp receptionist called out as I waltzed past her desk and into his office.

I couldn’t remember her name. Or at least I didn’t care enough to bother.

“I just need to use the phone to call one of my professors,” I told her breezily. “My cell is dead.”

Before she could protest further I shut the door and locked it. The blinds were already closed, so I didn’t have to worry about spying eyes seeing what I was about to do. Patrick’s desk was big and heavy—mahogany, I think—with a bunch of little drawers and a couple of big ones at the bottom on either side. I was willing to bet that he had some change stashed somewhere in there.

I sat down in his big, leather office chair and swiveled to face the desk. The last time I’d been this close tohis desk I’d been bent over it, getting a spanking like I hadn’t had since I was a little girl. Well, not exactly like when I was a little girl. The memory of it still got me moist and achy when I thought about it. But Patrick was gone, and I had other things on my mind right now.

I started with the main drawer, which proved to be full of pens and the usual office supply junk, but no money. One after another I opened the remaining drawers with no better luck. The bottom one on the right, the biggest one, turned out to be locked, and there was no sign of the key. It was probably nothing but confidential papers he was working on, but I was determined to find out for sure. I was jiggling the lock with a bent paperclip when my cell phone started to vibrate. I glanced down at the number.

It was Patrick.

I considered not answering, but finally I took a deep breath and picked up.

“Ashley,” he growled into my ear. “What the fuck are you doing?”

The rumble of barely leashed anger in his voice sent a twinge straight through my pussy, which began to tremble the way it always did when he was mad at me. I squirmed on his chair and squeezed my thighs together, trying to make it go away.

“Nothing,” I stammered out. “Just working.”

“In my office? Going through my fucking drawers?”

I looked around wildly. How could he possibly know that?

“Did you really think the camera in the supply room was the only one, Ashley? Did you bother to think at all?”

“But Patrick, I was just...”

“Just what?” he demanded.

“Looking for some change to get some coffee,” I finished lamely.

“And you thought it would be okay to dig through my desk for it?

“I’m sorry.”

“You’re going to be a lot sorrier. You know better than this.”

For a second my hopes rose. Maybe this was my ticket out of this job. Patrick certainly couldn’t spank me again from wherever he was.

“Take your panties off,” he ordered, dashing my hopes.

But Patrick...”

“Do it, little girl,” he growled. “Now.”

Face flaming, I lifted up from the chair and slid the black lace over my hips and down my legs. The fabric in the crotch was already damp. Could he see that, too?

“Now your dress and bra. Then put me on speaker and sit back down.”

With fear-tinged excitement I did as he ordered. The leather was cool against my bare bottom. I just hoped I wouldn’t drip too much on his chair. No doubt he’d make me clean it up.

“Spread your legs, little girl. I want to see that pretty pussy of yours.”

Cool air brushed across my moist skin and I shivered a little, partly because of the chill and partly because I was naked in front of Patrick except for my heels. Again.

“Such a pretty little pussy,” he said, his voice almost a purr. “Touch it.”

I slid one hand down and my fingers trembled as they brushed against my puffy nether lips. Slowly I pressed one finger into the pink groove between and dipped into my clinging, wet entrance, then moved my slick fingertip to the swollen knob of my clit. I gasped as pleasure sizzled between my legs.

“That’s my lovely little slut,” Patrick said. “Put your feet up on the desk and keep going.”

I stretched my legs wider and scooted down a little further in hi’s chair so I could prop my feet up as he’d asked. While I continued massaging my clit with one finger, I spread the opening of my tunnel with my other hand. My pussy was already drenched, and as I worked my fingers inside more juices spilled out to drip down the crack of my ass and onto the seat. Pulses of pleasure spread out from my busy fingers until my breasts grew hot and heavy and my nipples crinkled to rock hardness.

I threw my head back with a moan of unfulfilled need. It felt good—so fucking good—but it wasn’t enough. I needed more inside of me. I remembered Patrick’s huge cock, the way it had filled and stretched me until the hollow, aching itch inside was finally satisfied.

Even so, the pleasure built in deep waves, each cresting higher. Heat rose to my face and my breaths grew shallow. My fingers sloshed wetly inside my tight hole, and my bottom squished against the leather beneath me as I slowly rocked back and forth. The whole time I was remembering what Patrick had done to me in this office only a week ago, and that just made me hotter.

“Dirty little girl,” he said. “You like me watching, don’t you?”

I blushed in shame and embarrassment, but I couldn’t deny that it was true. I did enjoy knowing that he was seeing everything that I was doing to myself, and it was exciting me more than I could have imagined. I moaned and the muscles in my thighs tightened.

“Stop.”

I froze with my legs trembling. I was close, so very close.

“Patrick...” I whined, but I knew better than to disobey him.

“Open the top left drawer. That key you were looking for is in the sunglasses case there.”

Apprehension nagged at me. He always had a reason for everything he did. Why had he interrupted me to tell me this now?

“Go ahead,” he told me. “Unlock it.”

I wiped my fingers on my thigh and found the key, then fitted it into the lock. It was hard to think between the fluttering inside and the insistent ache of my clit, but I managed to get the drawer unlocked and drew it open. My eyes widened when I saw what was inside.

A bewildering array of sex toys filled the bottom of the drawer. There was a vibrator almost exactly like the one I kept hidden in the nightstand at my apartment. Beside it lay a number of rubber dildos in various colors, some of them disturbingly large. Other things I wasn’t sure about. It wasn’t like I was exactly adventurous with toys. I shivered as my eyes swept over them. What did he expect me to do with these? And why did he have them in his office in the first place? Patrick didn’t keep me wondering for long.

“I bought all of these for you, Ashley. See the silver thing on the bottom? Take it out.”

I pulled out something that looked like a smooth, tapering Christmas tree about six inches long with a blunt top.

“Do you know what that is?” he asked me.

“No.”

“It’s an anal plug.”

I blinked. An anal plug?

“It’s for you.”

“For me?” I squeaked.

“I told you, I bought everything in that drawer for you. And you’ll use them whenever I tell you to.”

I looked down into the drawer again and my stomach went tight. Some of those things were freakin’ huge. There was no way they were ever going to fit inside of me. Then there was the anal plug. I gulped hard thinking about what it was for.

“But Patrick...”

“Are you going to be difficult, Ashley?” he asked with steel in his voice.

“No, sir,” I murmured as my walls fluttered with renewed longing.

Fresh moisture slicked my tunnel. It always did when he used that voice on me, and I wished he was here to take care of the hollow ache in my core the way he had before, even if it did mean a spanking.

“Bend over the desk and put that plug in.”

I stared at it uncomprehendingly.

“It goes in your ass,” he remarked dryly.

I’d guessed that, but I hadn’t wanted to think about it. Nothing had ever gone in there before, and for some reason the thought of putting that silvery Christmas tree-looking thing up my butt while Patrick watched embarrassed me far more than anything else I’d done.

“I am not putting that thing up me,” I told him defiantly.

“Ashley!” Patrick’s voice cracked like a whip. “Do what I tell you.”

I moaned a little when my pussy spasmed in response.

“Girl, that ass belongs to me, just like that little, pink pussy you enjoy playing with so much. I will do whatever I please with both of them, whenever I please. And you will fucking mind me.” His voice turned silky. “Won’t you?”

 My nipples crinkled so hard they hurt, while my clit stiffened to a hard knot screaming for attention. A droplet of my honey rolled slowly down my thigh. I was so wet that it was a miracle I wasn’t making a puddle on the floor, and I was quivering with need.

“Yes, Patrick,” I whispered.

“Good girl. Now bend over my desk and put it into your ass. Slowly.”

I found an empty spot on the desk, bent over, and hesitantly placed the tip of the anal plug against the crack of my ass. I wasn’t at all sure how this was supposed to work, so I pushed on it, and then wiggled it back and forth to try and get it deeper into the crevice. 

“Use your other hand to spread yourself open.”

By pulling one cheek aside I was able to get the plug into position. I shivered when the cool tip pressed against my nether hole, and my sphincter tightened involuntarily. Then I shivered because I knew that Patrick was watching every move, seeing my most secret places, and was about to watch me do something extremely dirty that I’d never done before. I should have stopped, should have at least blushed in shame, but all I felt was excitement. It was filthy, but at the same time it was so fucking hot that I didn’t even think about stopping. Instead I worked the tip up against that crinkled opening and pushed.

The pressure against that pink pucker made me tighten up, and I tried to make myself relax. No matter how hard I tried, though, the muscle resisted every attempt by this intruder to enter.

“Use the lube.”

“Huh?”

“There’s a bottle of lube in the drawer. Put some on the plug and it will go in easier.”

I found a bottle of clear fluid in the drawer, and squirted some on my fingers experimentally. It was slippery and a little sticky. I rubbed it off onto the tip of the anal plug.

“You’ll want to use more than that.”

I squeezed a generous glop onto the plug and rubbed it around until the whole thing gleamed wetly under the fluorescent lights, then tried again. The lube was cold on my bottom, and the blunt end of the plug slid around when I pressed it against me. Finally, though, I got it into the right spot and pushed. This time the tip went in, and I squeaked as the muscle stretched painfully.

“Oh! Patrick, it hurts!”

“I told you to go slowly. It will feel better when it’s inside.”

I very much doubted that, but I bit my lip and pushed again, more gently this time. I whimpered as my pink ring slowly expanded around the thickening body of the plug, but by the time it was halfway in waves of heat began to spread out from there and spread into my pussy. When it got uncomfortable I twisted the plug around to spread out more lube, and I worked it in and out to get my ass used to it. It felt weird but kind of good at the same time, and I shuddered as my pussy quivered and reminded me that I was still horny as hell. I’d been so focused that I’d almost forgotten that Patrick was watching.

“That’s so fucking hot, baby,” he said.

My face grew hot, but I kept going. Just when I thought that I couldn’t possibly take any more, that it was never going to fit, the thickest part slid into me and my sphincter clamped down on the narrow shaft so that only the flat button on the end kept it from disappearing into me completely.

I gasped at the sudden relief of the pressure, and wiggled my bottom trying to get used to this strange thing inside of me. I felt full, and a little uncomfortable.

“Good girl,” Patrick told me approvingly. “I knew you could do it.”

I felt oddly proud that I’d made him happy this way. For all the attitude I gave him, I’d always do anything to make him happy.

“You’ll get used to it being there. And I mean that you’re going to. From now on you’re going to have it inside of you every day when you come to the office.”

I blinked in shock. I was going to have to stuff this thing into me every day?

“Every day? Even when you’re not here?”

“Every day,” he repeated firmly.

“Yes, sir,” I sighed.

There was no getting out of it, and I didn’t dare try to cheat. He’d check.

“Now, get a dildo out of the drawer.”

I looked down. There were half a dozen different ones in various colors and sizes., including a couple that were so big that my stomach tightened just looking at them.

“The pink one,” he said. “I think that one will do to start.”

I found the one he was talking about and held it up before me. It was about eight inches long with a suction cup at the base, and my fingers wouldn’t quite close around the smooth, rubbery shaft. While it wasn’t as big as Patrick’s, it was still imposing enough to me. I started to climb back into the chair, but he stopped me.

“No. Use the suction cup. It should be about the right height if you stick it to the side of my desk even with the top of that drawer.”

The right height for what? It took a couple of tries before I got it to stick securely, but then it jutted almost straight out towards me. Somehow it looked even bigger that way.

“Now get on your hands and knees and fuck yourself on it from behind.”

I swallowed hard. I already felt stuffed from the thick plug in my bottom, and now I was supposed to fit something else inside of me, too?

There was enough of a gap under the desk for my feet and lower legs, and I backed gingerly up until the head of the dildo nudged against my bare ass. The carpet was rough against my bare knees, my movements awkward with the unfamiliar object lodged in my rectum. I expected to have as hard a time with the dildo as I had the anal plug, but I was already soaking wet and thinking about Patrick watching me just got me wetter.

I had to crouch down a little to get the pink toy positioned in the right spot, and I spread my knees further apart to make room for it to enter me. Did Patrick’s camera let him see me this way, with all of my private places spread out on full display? I took a deep breath and shifted until the head of it was poking against my sopping little hole.

“Are you wet enough, little girl?”

“Yes, sir.”

“You have such a pretty little slit,” he said softly. “Makes me want to lick it all over.”

Tingles prickled through my lower body at his words, sending little flutters racing through my pussy. Suddenly I craved that pink cock inside of me, needed it to fill me so badly I could hardly stand it. I had to have something in there or I was going to die.

When I leaned back against the dildo it bent a little, but wet as I was, the tip slid in easily the first couple of inches. I gasped as my walls stretched to fit it, and my belly tightened in anticipation.

“Take it, Ashley. Take it all.”

I leaned further back and closed my eyes as my pussy swelled around the shaft sliding deeper into me. It felt so fucking good having it there. Still, it was big enough that I couldn’t take it into my tight little hole all at once, so I settled onto it slowly, an inch at a time. Knowing Patrick’s eyes were on me, though, I pushed steadily back until my bottom settled against the base and the whole thing was buried inside of me.

It seemed to have gone halfway through my body, and I was doubly full with the plug in my ass. When I moved I could feel them rubbing against each other through the thin membranes of flesh separating them, and the added pressure there added to my pleasure. I’d never felt anything remotely like it, never imagined I could feel so good.

Without needing any further urging from Patrick, I began to rock back and forth on the thick cock impaling me, slowly at first but then faster as my slick pussy became accustomed to the size of the dildo.

“Does that feel good, baby girl?”

I threw my head back with a moan, my long hair dragging silkily along the bare skin of my back. “Oh, yes.”

It wasn’t as good as having his hot cock stuffing me, but just then I didn’t care. I picked up the pace of my rocking even more until I was ramming the whole thing into me and my bottom was smacking against the side of his desk. It was a good thing that desk was so heavy and solid. Even so, as I really got into it I could hear things rattling around and falling over on top. It didn’t matter, though. The only thing I cared about was satisfying the desperate need between my legs which had taken me over completely.

Holding myself up with one hand, I reached beneath me with the other until my fingers found the aching nub of my clit. Pleasure exploded in my loins as I brushed against its swollen flesh with my fingertips. I rubbed it hard, in time with the wild thrusts of my hips, desperate for ever more pleasure to satisfy my overwhelming need and push myself over the edge.

Tension twisted in my belly, and the muscles in my ass and thighs tightened. My sphincter was squeezing down rhythmically on the shaft of the plug in me and I was swelling inside, ready to burst with pleasure. It felt amazing, so fucking hot in my ass. I never would have believed that something back there could feel good. It only took a couple of minutes of this before I was right back at the edge of orgasm, and this time he didn’t stop me. My gasps turned to moans, and my tunnel went liquid with hot fluids that squeezed out past the thick dildo to run down my thighs.  

“Patrick,” I groaned. “Oh, Patrick. Patrick!”

“Come for me, baby,” he crooned. “I want to see you. You’re so beautiful when you come.”

“Yes, sir,” I breathed.

My fingers flew against my clit to push me even higher. I closed my eyes and imagined that it was Patrick ramming his big cock into me again and again, his hands on my bare skin holding me tightly while he fucked me without mercy.

The orgasm struck me like a lightning bolt, searing through me and shattering my mind into a million glowing shards. I kept rocking back against the dildo, dragging it out in delicious agony as I soared on wave after wave of unbearable pleasure. I could barely see or breathe, and I buried my mouth against my forearm so they wouldn’t hear my cries out in the office.

When the orgasm finally subsided I was trembling all over, sweaty and sticky with my own cum. As soon as I could breathe again I leaned forward and let the slippery dildo slide out of my clinging pussy. I was ready to collapse into a puddle of Jell-O on the carpet, but Patrick wasn’t done with me yet.

“You’re not finished, yet, Ashley. Lick it clean like a good little slut.”

I made a face, but I turned around until the pink dildo glistened in the bright fluorescent lights before me. Slowly I licked and swabbed it with my tongue, my juices tangy and a little bitter, until I’d lapped up every last drop.

“Good girl. Take it with you and wash it off, then put it back later.”

“Yes, Patrick.”

“Now, get back to work. And leave that anal plug right where it is.”

Suddenly I remembered what I’d come into his office for in the first place. “What about my frappucino?”

Patrick heaved a long-suffering sigh. “There’s a twenty folded up in the legal dictionary on my desk. You can pay me back when you get paid.”

I dug through the massive book until I snatched up the bill with a little cry of triumph.

“Straighten up my desk while you’re at it. Oh, and you might want to get dressed again before you leave.”

In my excitement about getting coffee I’d almost forgotten that I was still naked. Quickly I threw my clothes back on, not even caring that they were wrinkled from being tossed onto the floor. The stickiness on my thighs was at least covered up by my skirt, and I could clean up in the bathroom before I went to the coffee shop. 

“Oh, and Ashley? Stay the fuck out of my desk unless I tell you to get something from it. And don’t forget to lock that drawer.”

I’d take care of cleaning the dildo later, when everyone else was gone. I dumped it into the drawer, which I carefully locked before putting the key back where I’d found it. No doubt I was going to get a lot more familiar with the toys he kept in there when Patrick got back. I couldn’t help the little rush of excitement I felt at that, and my pussy gave a twinge of interest.

“See you on Friday, Ashley.”

I wasn’t sure whether to be apprehensive or excited about that, but that plug squeezed into my butt was going to serve as a constant reminder that he would do anything he wanted to me. Anything at all.

Screw it. I’d worry about that on Friday. Right now I needed my damned coffee.

I was more than a little apprehensive when I walked into the office on Friday, and I made sure that I got to work on time. All morning I walked on eggshells, expecting at any moment that I’d be called into Patrick’s office for the punishment I knew was coming for going through his desk, and not wanting to give him any further excuse. Not that he really needed one.

Noon came and went by without a word from him. I took my half hour lunch in the break room, and then went back to my desk to watch the clock. One o’clock passed, and then two. When three o’clock came around, I started to wonder if he might have gotten busy or forgotten about me.

I should have known better. At 3:15 my phone dinged with a text.

COME TO MY OFFICE

My stomach filled with butterflies as I stared down at my phone. This was it. As I walked to his office, my mind kept going back to that drawer full of toys. He’d said he bought them for me. I had a feeling they weren’t just for me to use when he wasn’t around. By the time I stepped into his office my heart was racing and I was already getting moist.

“Shut the door,” he told me.

I did and then leaned my back against it. “You wanted to see me?”

He frowned, and his voice went low and dangerous. “I want a lot more than that.”

The butterflies came back with a vengeance. Patrick got up and closed the blinds then carefully locked the door before standing close in front of me. I could smell his cologne, something spicy with hints of cedar and leather, and the male scent under it that was just his. Deep inside, my pussy trembled.

“You have a big problem with boundaries, little girl. Do you also have a problem with minding as well?”

I shook my head slowly, unable to look away from his flashing blue eyes.

“I hope you’re right,” he told me. “Bend over my desk.”

“Are you going to spank me again?” I asked in a tiny voice.

“If you deserve it.”

My heart thudded and my pussy quivered as I obeyed him. The back of my dress lifted up until it just covered the curve of my ass, and I heard him take a deep breath before his hands slid across my bottom in a soft caress. Then he lifted my dress even further until he hooked his fingers in my blue lace panties and drew them slowly over my hips and down my legs.

I got goose bumps as his hands roamed over the bare skin of my thighs and back up to my ass. For a few seconds they lingered there in a caress that sent pulses of heat through my lower body, and then his fingers clamped in and drew my cheeks apart.

“So you did mind me,” he said in satisfaction.

I blushed as a finger circled around the end of the anal plug wedged into my bottom. “Yes, sir,” I whispered.

“Then I guess I won’t have to spank you. This time.”

I felt a sharp twinge of disappointment. The itching ache between my legs was becoming unbearable, and I’d hoped for some kind of release, even if it was from a spanking. Patrick had other ideas, though. He sat down in his chair and turned towards me.

“Come here. On your knees.”

I straightened my dress and got on my knees between his thighs. With a sigh, he unzipped his pants and freed his cock. It was already hard and straining, the purplish tip swollen and gleaming.

With a little moan I opened my mouth to take it in. It felt good in my mouth, hot and slick against my tongue. As I wrapped my tongue around it and went down further on the shaft, Patrick slid his fingers into my hair.

“That’s my lovely little slut,” he said. “Take it all, Ashley.”

His hands drew me down and I whimpered as my jaw stretched. I relaxed as much as I could, letting him guide me, but almost gagged as the head hit the back of my throat. His hands did most of the work—I just concentrated on sucking him and massaging his thick cock with my tongue as my mouth moved up and down on it.

Salty musk spread across my tongue, and I knew that he was getting close. I sucked harder, swished my tongue faster. Above me I could hear his breath catch. His hands tightened in my hair, thrust me far down so his cock went deep, and then it spasmed in my mouth. A flood of hot, thick liquid filled my mouth and I swallowed desperately to get it all.

“Fuck,” Patrick groaned. “Oh, fuck, that was good.” He shuddered under me and then his hands loosed their grip on my head. “All right. Clean it up.”

Meekly I sucked on his still-pulsing manhood, licking up the remnants of his cum until his cock was clean and shiny from head to base with my saliva. He shuddered again when I took the shaft in both of my hands and slowly stroked it.

“In a minute. Come here.”

He pulled me up onto his lap and turned me so that I was laying face down on his thighs with my bottom in the air. I shivered in anticipation when he flipped my skirt up over my back. Fingers probed gently between my legs, found me wet and slick, and moved deeper until they brushed against my hole. I moaned and spread my legs wider for him.

“Please,” I whimpered. “Please, Patrick.”

Two fingers dipped into my entrance, pumping in and out a few times, then moved to my swollen little nub. As they swirled against it, I arched my back with another moan. While he continued rubbing my clit, he pressed his thumb against the entrance to my pussy until it slid inside. The sensory overload hammering at me made me cry out. I had a plug up my ass, a thumb in my pussy, and two fingers flicking across my clit. It all felt so good I could barely stand it.

My pussy flooded, its walls quivering, and fluid gushed out around his thumb to coat his hand. Moaning, I rocked my hips to grind against his hand, needing more. I was burning inside, my nipples stiff and aching under my dress, and squirmed with unbearable tension.

Patrick’s fingers flicked and squeezed my clit, driving me to the brink. My vision went gray and I couldn’t catch my breath. With a final burst of pleasure I shattered, my hips thrust down hard against his fingers as wave after wave of ecstasy smashed through me.

“Patrick!” I shrieked, loudly enough that they probably heard me outside the office.

Just then I didn’t care. My thighs gripped his hand, trapping it against me. I was riding waves of aftershocks, slowly coming down but still half out of my head with pleasure. His fingers continued to brush against my clit, dragging it out until I lay limp and gasping on his lap.

“That was a good warm up,” he said. “But you’re not done, yet.”

I started to protest. I didn’t think I could take any more after that. More might just make my heart explode or something. But I knew better than to argue with Patrick.

I felt bare and empty when he pulled his hand away, but when I started to get up he put it on the flat of my back and held me still.

“Just stay where you are.”

I heard him rummaging around in a drawer—the drawer—and a few seconds later something cool dribbled down into the crack of my ass.

“What are you doing?” I asked, squirming uncomfortably as it trickled deeper.

“Hold still,” he ordered.

When I kept squirming he delivered a stinging swat to one bare buttock that made me yelp.

“Just relax.”

I went limp, not wanting to deal with a spanking now. When I stopped moving, Patrick’s fingers pulled open my bottom and spread the thick fluid around until I was covered in it. It felt weird, sticky and slippery at the same time. I let out a squeaky gasp when he worked his fingers under the base of the anal plug and gave it a twist.

I bit my lip as he slowly worked it around to get more lubricant under it and onto the thin shaft. To my relief he was gentle about it. I guess he knew how tender and sensitive that spot was. Then my face went hot with a fiery blush as it hit me that he was playing with my ass. That was something I would never have imagined happening. It felt good, though, and I sighed and held myself still as he toyed my bottom with the plug.

Patrick twisted the plug around to get more lube on it before slowly pulling on it. It hurt a little as my sphincter slowly stretched around the large, bulbous end, but at the same time it felt good, and my whole bottom began to get warm. In no time my clit was getting achy again, and the more he played, the hotter I got.

When it popped out of my ass, I moaned as my sphincter clenched and twitched. Off to the side, I heard Patrick rummaging around in the drawer again.

“This will be better, I think.”

Something cool pressed against my rear entrance, which reluctantly yielded to this fresh intrusion. Whatever it was, the lube helped it slide smoothly inside. It wasn’t the anal plug—it wasn’t tapered and it was too long. As I felt it sliding deeper into me and realized that he must have gotten one of the dildos. I wiggled at the uncomfortable sensation of being full back there, but he kept right on going.

“You can take it all,” he said. “You’re going to be my little anal slut.”

I swallowed and tried not to clench my ass. “Yes, sir.”

By the time it was all in it felt as though I had a baseball bat inside of me. Patrick gave my bottom a pat.

“All right. Get up and bend over the desk again. Don’t let that dildo come out.”

It was awkward with my ass stuffed full, and I had to waddle while keeping my cheeks clenched together. When I laid down over the desk I could feel it moving inside.

Patrick stripped down behind me then positioned himself between my spread legs. His thick cock nudged against my slit, sliding up and down to feed the need building at my center. When it bumped against my clit, I gasped and almost lost the dildo.

In a moment, though, the head of his cock pushed into my opening and began to stretch me. Doubly full, I closed my eyes and focused on the hot shaft spreading and filling my fluttering pussy.

“Patrick” I moaned. “That feels so good.”

His hands clamped down tightly on my hips as he rocked and pushed until his balls came to rest against my mound. He held himself there while my pussy pulsed and gripped him. God, how I loved his cock inside of me.

“I’d forgotten how tight you are,” he told me. “Like a fucking glove.”

“I’m glad you like it.”

He slowly withdrew, my walls clinging tightly to him, until only the head remained in my pussy. Then he slid back into me in one swift motion. I cried out as I stretched around him, and my tunnel gushed more fluid around him.

“Fuck me, Patrick. Fuck me harder,” I begged.

With a grunt, he began fucking me in earnest, and I put my hands flat on the desk so I wouldn’t slide with the force of his movements. Each thrust rubbed my stiff nipples against the desk through my dress and jiggled the dildo crammed into my ass, stimulating me there as well so that I swiftly built up to a fresh orgasm.

I loved having him fuck me this way, rough and hard, making me his. Knowing how much trouble I’d be in if my Dad ever found out just made it that much hotter.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Just like that.”

He grabbed a handful of my hair and pulled it until I arched my back with a hiss. My pussy shivered and gushed hot juices all over his cock.

“You like me fucking you, you little slut?” he growled. “You like having that dildo up your ass?”

“Yes! I love being your little slut! I’ll do whatever you want. I’m yours.”

His cock slammed into me so hard our bodies smacked together and I cried out again.

“That’s right. You’re mine. All mine.”

He was fucking me in a frenzy now, and I pushed my ass back to meet him. I wasn’t even bothering to try and muffle the stream of moans coming from my throat. I didn’t care if anyone heard us. Nothing mattered but the hot bubble of pleasure swelling deep inside of me.

I felt like I was flying, like my skin was glowing from the heat. Tension built and coiled between my thighs in a thrumming knot. I closed my eyes and rode it, higher and higher, until I was ready to burst.

“Come for me, baby girl,” Patrick urged.

Tension twisted in unbearable bliss, and shattered. I cried out, calling Patrick! over and over until my breath was gone. Behind me, he continued to thrust into my gripping pussy. In seconds he grunted then shoved his cock into me as far as it would go, and jets of his hot cum exploded into my depths.

“Ashley,” he groaned, “you’re so fucking hot when you come.”

His weight settled against my ass as he leaned forward. My pussy was still quivering with aftershocks, and the tight ring of my sphincter clenched and unclenched around the dildo. With a sigh, Patrick released my hair. I sank down flat on his desk, enjoying the cool wood against my cheek. If he could make me come like that, I was totally fine with him doing anything he wanted to me, whenever he wanted.

Slowly he pulled away, his cock sliding out of my pussy and leaving a wet trail across my thigh. I took a deep breath and pushed myself up from the desk. Without realizing it, I allowed my hold on the dildo to loosen and it squeezed out and fell onto the carpet. Eyes wide, I knelt to scoop it up.

“I’ll clean it and put it away,” Patrick said. “But while you’re down there...”

I turned towards him. Despite his orgasm, his cock was still almost hard and it was pointing towards my face.

“Clean it off, Ashley.”

I walked over to him on my knees and brushed my hair back over my shoulder. With a little smirk I darted my pink tongue out and flicked it around the flared bottom of the head. I knew that was a sensitive spot, and I teased him until his cock started twitching. I started to reach for it, but Patrick put a hand on my head.

“Just your mouth,” he told me. “Put your hands behind your back.”

Obediently I did as he ordered, gripping my wrist behind my back. I lowered my head towards his manhood and licked him in long, slow strokes from the base to the tip. The smell of sex filled my nostrils, the taste of our mingled fluids bitter, tangy, and musky all at once.

I scooted a little closer and opened my mouth to take him. Using my lips, I softly caressed the head then slid my tongue beneath the shaft. I held him there while I looked up at him and gave him my best wide-eyed innocent look.

“Ashley,” he growled with a frown.

His tone sent goose bumps racing down my arms, and my pussy gave a quiver of delight. I stretched my mouth wide and slowly engulfed him with its wet heat. Patrick groaned, and his cock swelled against my tongue. It continued to pulse as I sucked it and swished it with my tongue.

“All right, enough,” he said in a strangled voice.

I gave one last, hard suck and pulled away. “Are you sure?” I asked innocently. “I want to make sure it’s nice and clean.”

As if agreeing with me, his manhood gave a sharp twitch. I leaned in and planted a slobbery kiss right on the tip. With a little growl, he grabbed the sides of my head and pushed into my mouth again.

Happily, I sucked away, bobbing up and down on him and swirling my tongue. I was bolder this time, going deeper until his head squeezed into my throat. Now that I was used to it, it wasn’t so bad and I wasn’t gagging. Patrick seemed to like that and let me do the work, just holding his fingers loosely in my hair.

It took longer this time, since he’d just had two orgasms, but I was determined to please him again. Even when my jaw started to ache I kept going, until I tasted his salty pre-cum at the back of my tongue. Knowing he was close I redoubled my efforts, slurping and lashing frantically.

His hands clamped down, and with a hiss of breath from between clenched teeth he bathed the back of my throat with gobs of hot, sticky cum. I swallowed and sucked and swallowed some more to get it all. When the last, musky taste of it was gone I gave a sigh of satisfaction.

Patrick withdrew his twitching cock from my mouth, and pulled a packet of hand wipes from the toy drawer and used them to clean himself up before tossing them onto the floor beside me. My legs were wobbly when I stood up, and the coolness of the wipes felt good against my skin. Everything below my waist felt stretched out and sore—but in a good way, like after a workout. If all my workouts felt this good, I’d go to the gym a hell of lot more often.

Even though he’d just fucked me silly, Patrick’s eyes burned with hunger as he watched me bend over to retrieve my panties. His arms went around me and he pulled me against him, his hands possessively cupping the bare flesh of my bottom.

He held me for a minute, then twisted me around and bent me back over the desk. Before I knew what he was doing, he had popped the anal plug back into my ass. I squealed as I stretched around it, but it was over so fast that it didn’t really hurt.

“Take the rest of the afternoon off.”

I blinked at him in surprise. That was very un-Patricklike. “Seriously?”

“Yep. And enjoy your weekend.”

“I will, thanks.”

“Because you’re going to be really busy next week.”

That sounded more like the Patrick I knew. “Oh?”

His lips curved in a small, wicked smile. “I’m working from home all next week. And I’m going to need my personal assistant there to assist me with anything I... Need.”

I gulped hard. “Oh.”

“The receptionist has your check ready. She’s also got an outfit I bought for you while I was out of town. Be at my house at nine o’clock Monday morning. Sharp. And wear the new outfit.”

My mind raced as I went to collect my check. He had obviously planned all this in advance, which meant he already had something in mind for next week. And unlike the office, it would be just the two of us alone at his house.

Just what did Patrick have planned for me?

The End
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Sneak Peek: Personal Assistant for My Dad’s Best Friend 3

It was nine o’clock on the dot, and I squinted in the bright sunlight as I turned onto the driveway at Patrick’s new house. Ugh. Mornings are an abomination that should be avoided by all sensible people. Unfortunately, Patrick isn’t sensible. It doesn’t help that he’s a stickler about things like punctuality, which is something I tend to be terrible at.

I wasn’t sure what he had planned for me today, but I was pretty sure I still wasn’t off the hook for my little transgression of going through his desk. The anal plug stuffed in my ass was a constant reminder of that. He wasn’t the forgive and forget type. Thinking about just what form my punishment might take left me teetering between apprehension and anticipation.

The new place was freakin’ enormous, a two story mass of brick that probably could have held my apartment building. It sat right in front of a golf course, and the houses on either side were every bit as imposing as Patrick’s. I shook my head as I rang the doorbell. The place probably cost more than I’d make in my entire life.

I almost didn’t recognize him when he opened the door. It had been so long since I’d seen him wearing anything except a suit that my brain took a couple of seconds to process the sight of him in jeans and a t-shirt. Then I had to check and make sure I wasn’t drooling.

Don’t get me wrong—Patrick rocks a suit. But wearing a painted on t-shirt with a pair of jeans that cupped his firm butt just right would have been enough to bring anyone with hormones out of a coma. It didn’t help that his soft, dark hair was a little mussy, either. I wanted to lick him. I wanted him to lick me.

A few butterflies bounced around my tummy, and I felt a little flutter a bit lower than that. Oh, this was bad. This was so very bad. It got even worse when he smiled at me. That smile left me tingling.

“Amazing,” he drawled. “Right on time. Come in.”

I planted my fists on my hips and frowned at him. “You know it took me almost an hour to get here in traffic.”

“Welcome to the working world, Ashley. Unless you decide on a thrilling career in fast food or retail, you’re probably going to have to commute.”

There was no point in arguing. I stepped past him into an entryway that looked like something out of a magazine. Two broad staircases curved up on either side to the second floor. The place was even nicer inside that outside. Maybe I needed to get more serious about my school work. My dad wasn’t going to support me forever, and this place reminded me that I really didn’t want to end up living in a shoebox sized apartment for the rest of my life.

“Come on, I’m working out of the downstairs office.”

I let him lead the way, keeping an eye on his butt in those jeans. Damn, but the man was hot. I felt a little let down because he hadn’t said anything about my dress, though. He’d bought it for me last week and insisted that I wear it today, a dark blue, sleeveless mini dress that made my legs look about a mile long and set off my pale blonde hair. I’d thrown on a pair of strappy, navy sandals to make myself a little taller and show off my legs even more, too. And he hadn’t noticed. Sometimes the man could be infuriating. I pushed back a twinge of pique as I followed him.

Patrick’s office had probably originally been designed as a den. A row of enormous windows faced onto the golf course, filling the room with light. The walls were lined with tall shelves full of books, most of them on law. His desk was in the center of the room, surrounded by plush chairs and a pair of love seats. Four flat screens were attached to the desk, two by two, by a metal stand that allowed them to be moved around.   It looked extremely functional, efficient, and Patrick-like.

“So what do you want me to do?” I asked.

“Answer the phone and take messages. If it’s an emergency I’ll call back, otherwise they’ll just have to wait. I’ve got some letters I want you to type up, and some filings that need to be proof read.”

I frowned at him in suspicion. “That’s it?” I’d more than half expected to already be bent over his desk naked getting a spanking. To start with.

His blue eyes sparkled with amusement as he waggled his mug at me. “Refill my coffee.”

I snatched the mug from him and stalked to the kitchen. I couldn’t believe that he’d made me drive all the way over here just to do this stuff. Any of the fawning interns from the office would have been happy to do it, and most of them lived a lot closer. No, he’d picked me for a reason. He’d let me know what it was when he was good and ready, and not a moment sooner.

But Patrick continued to behave normally—aggravatingly so. In fact, unless I asked him a question he seemed to forget that I was even there. That was the one thing I hadn’t been prepared for, and it wore at my nerves as time went by. I’d spent all weekend wondering what he had in store for me, and now the anticipation was killing me.

By eleven o’clock I was ready to start pushing some buttons myself. I’d damned well make him notice me. I started by crossing and uncrossing my legs a few times. Nothing. A long, luxurious stretch. Still nothing. Damn it.

With a put-upon sigh I stood up and went to the bookshelves, where I pretended to study what was on them. Now and then I’d stand up on my tiptoes to make it look like I was examining something on the higher shelves, but every time I cast a surreptitious glance back towards Patrick, he was still paying no attention.

I didn’t get it. Normally, I had no trouble getting men to pay attention to me. Maybe I was losing my touch.

I went back to my chair and bumped the stack of folders sitting on the arm so that they dumped into a messy pile on the floor. I heaved another sigh and got down on my hands and knees to gather them up, making sure that my bottom was pointed back towards Patrick.

“Ashley, what the hell are you doing?” he asked in exasperation.

“Picking up these papers,” I answered innocently.

“Are you trying to piss me off?”

Yes. “No.”

“Then I’d suggest you stop whatever it is that you’re not doing.”

I stuck my tongue out—carefully—so he wouldn’t see.

“I saw that.”

I yelped as his hand smacked down hard on my bottom. Somehow he’d managed to get up without me hearing him, and now he was standing right behind me looking down with a look of annoyance tinged with heat. A little flutter spread through my pussy, and I dampened my panties. How could the man do that to me with just a look?

“Clean that up, and then get me some more coffee,” he growled.

I rubbed my still-stinging bottom. “Yes, sir. Whatever you say, sir.”

“Ashley.”

My nipples puckered and went rock hard at his tone. I’d never understand why Patrick being angry got me so hot, but it did. I squeezed my thighs together to quell the burning itch between my legs. The mental image I had of him fucking me from behind doggy-style right there on the floor did not help one bit with that.

“Are you trying to get me to punish you?”

“No.”

“Turn around.”

I got up on my knees and turned around to look up at him. He was mad, all right. His eyes swept me from my bare thighs to my breasts before meeting mine. The heat in them was unmistakable, now.

“If you tease me, there are going to be consequences. You’ve been doing your best to get a rise out of me all morning, and wagging that luscious little ass at me did it. So now you get to take care of it.”

I gulped. “Yes, Patrick.”

Continue reading Personal Assistant for My Dad’s Best Friend 3…
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