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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.”

He unzipped his jeans and worked his cock free. It was hard and straining, the fleshy head purple and engorged. I gulped again. I kept forgetting how big it was. Without being told, I scooted forward and took it in my hands. The flesh was hot against my palms, and when I stroked it lightly it twitched.

I kept stroking his cock while I pulled it down towards my mouth. On my knees, I was at the perfect height to suck it. Patrick shivered as I wrapped my lips around the tip and eased it into my mouth. I wrapped my tongue around it, using the tip to circle the flared base and tickle the underside.

“Mmmm,” he moaned, and slid his fingers into my hair. “You’re a good little cocksucker, aren’t you?”

“Mm-hm,” I replied.

Slowly, careful of my teeth, I eased the shaft further into the wet heat of my mouth. There was a light taste of salt to his skin, and Patrick’s smell sent my hormones into overdrive. Leather and sawdust, clean soap, the smell that was just him, and the sharp tang of his arousal. It hit me like a drug, and it made me crave him in my mouth.

With a tiny moan of my own, I sucked him deeper. My tongue swished back and forth against him, perfectly placed to massage the sensitive underside. Patrick’s fingers tightened in my hair, his hands coming to rest against either side of my head.

“Put your hands behind you,” he ordered.

I did as he said, gripping one wrist with the other hand, and forced myself to relax. He could use me as he liked, do whatever he wanted. I was his, after all. And I loved the possessive way he always said it.

He took control then, moving my head with the pressure of his palms. He pulled my head forward to swallow more of his hard rod, until the tip hit the back of my throat. I’d been practicing deep-throating with a dildo, but Patrick was so big that it still almost made me gag. I swallowed hard, then again, and did my best to relax my throat muscles.

As the head pressed deeper my throat squeezed down on it. Patrick groaned and pushed a little more. It was hard to breathe and my jaw ached, but I kept going. Somehow the submission to him, the relinquishing all control, made it more exiting, more intense.

Before I knew it, his balls were brushing against my chin. Patrick held himself there for a few seconds to enjoy the sensation, then eased himself back. When the head left my throat, I sucked in a deep breath through my nose. Now that I could breathe again, I sucked and swirled my tongue wildly against his manhood.

He stopped when there were still a couple of inches left in my mouth, gave me a moment to rest, and then thrust into me once more. It was a little easier this time, and more the time after that.

In a couple of minutes Patrick was fucking my face, rocking his hips into me while he controlled my head with his big hands. His saliva-slicked erection slid easily through my mouth, and I tasted the first salty hint of precum.

I felt his breathing deepen, and his grip on my head tightened. It wouldn’t be long now. I focused on sucking and using my tongue. All that mattered was his cock in my mouth.

His movements grew frenzied, rougher, and his fingers tightened into fists. I was so into it that I barely felt the sharp tugs on my hair, though. I sucked as hard as I could and lashed his cock with my tongue. More precum coated my tongue, salty and slick. 

Patrick groaned again, deeper this time. His manhood pulsed in my mouth, straining. With a low cry he thrust deep into my throat and held himself there. I sucked on him hard and he cried out, his fists pulling hard on my hair. Thick gobs of his jizz spurted into the back of my throat, and I struggled to swallow it all. Again and again his cock twitched, until I thought I’d choke on his cum.

Finally ehe sighed and loosened his grip on my head. My jaw was aching when he withdrew his slippery manhood, but I knew better than to assume I was done. I licked and sucked every bit of his cock until it was totally clean again.

“Good. You’re learning,” he told me.

“Good little sluts don’t leave messes,” I replied primly.

“Does my good little slut have her anal plug in?”

I nodded. “Yes, sir.”

“Show me.”

Obediently, I rose to my feet and bent over his desk. H lifted my skirt and then ran his hands over my bottom. The touch of his hands against my bare skin sent prickles of heat racing all over me. Fingers tugged at my thong and pulled it aside.

“Ah,” he breathed in satisfaction. “I’m beginning to think you might turn out to be a good girl after all, Ashley.”

“I want to be a good girl, Patrick.”

He laughed. “You’re a spoiled, manipulative brat,” he told me. “But you do have potential.”

His fingers continued touching and exploring my bottom until I started getting all tingly back there. My clit stiffened into an aching knot, and my pussy fluttered with the need to be stuffed.

“Spread your legs, Ashley. Wider.”

I did as he ordered, hoping that I’d feel his fingers and then his cock in my pussy, but instead he began toying my ass with the anal plug. I bit my lip as the plug stretched my tight little ring over and over, sending twinges of pain through my bottom. I was using a lot of lube to get it in and took it out as seldom as possible, so I still wasn’t used to this kind of play.

Patrick went slowly, though, and after a minute I relaxed and it started to feel good. Heat rippled out from my asshole, and the hollow ache between my legs swelled along with it. I shifted and squirmed on his desk in an agony of need.

“Patrick,” I whimpered. “Please.”

“Please what?”

I swallowed hard, embarrassed, but desire won out. “Touch me. Between my legs. I need it.”

He laughed. “I’ll touch you when I’m ready,” he told me. “After all the teasing you’ve done today, what I ought to do is leave you all worked up and make you work the rest of the day that way.”

“No! Please don’t.”

“You have been minding me about the anal plug,” he sighed. “I suppose that deserves some reward. But we’re going to work on that attitude of yours.”

“Yes, sir.”

Fingers moved between my legs, tickling against my lower lips. A shudder ran through me as they found my clit and brushed against its ultra-sensitive skin. While Patrick rubbed me there, his thumb pressed into my wet entrance. At the same time, he continued toying my ass with the plug in a slow, constant rhythm.

I moaned from the pleasure assaulting me in three places at once. Until Patrick, I’d never imagined feelings this intense were even possible. Getting off with my vibrator was one thing; this was a whole different level of pleasure.

My hips rocked as he thrust the plug into me, and my inner walls sucked at his thumb, trying to pull it deeper inside of me. Fluids leaked from my pussy until my slit and Patrick’s hand were covered in my slippery cream. Slick now, his fingers danced across my swollen clit to send me soaring.

“Oh, Patrick,” I moaned. “That’s wonderful.”

“You like that, baby?” he asked. “I think you like having your ass played with. Don’t you?”

My face burned in shame, but it was true. I did like it. “Yes. I like it.”

“I’m going to turn you into a little anal slut, Ashley. My little anal slut.”

“I’ll be anything you want. Just don’t stop.”

To my relief he kept going. I’d been half afraid he’d carry out his threat to leave me dying for an orgasm, but Patrick never slowed down. The steady movements of his hands, the anal plug stretching and pushing, drew me inexorably higher as the pressure inside of me swelled into an agony of bliss.

I was panting now, my cheek pressed against the cool wood of the desk. Hot droplets of my juices dripped and rolled down my thighs, while the sharp, metallic smell of sex filled the room. I closed my eyes and gripped the edge of the desk as he pushed me closer to the brink.

I couldn’t stop moaning. The muscles in my thighs and ass went tight, and I went up on my tiptoes. Patrick thrust the plug into my ass, hard, and forced his thumb deeper into my trembling pussy. I managed to suck in one last gasp of air before the orgasm overwhelmed me.

“Patrick!” I shrieked. “Oh, god! Patrick!”

I writhed and cried out while my ass clenched around the anal plug and my pussy clamped down on his thumb. Wave after wave of pleasure exploded between my legs, driven on by his fingers still strumming my clit, until my body went limp and I could hardly breathe.

At last the orgasm faded away to gentle aftershocks, and I felt him pull away. I lay on his desk for a couple more minutes until I caught my breath, and then pushed myself upright. My skirt fell back into place, covering up the plug once again firmly planted in my ass. Sticky honey coated my slit and my inner thighs, itching as it dried on my skin.

“Feel better now?” Patrick asked.

“Oh, yeah,” I breathed.

“Good. Go clean yourself up and then get back to work. There’s a lot more to do before we break for lunch.”

I stared at him in disbelief. He expected me to keep working after that? I could barely see straight, much less think or function.

My eyes drifted down below his waist, where the bulge of his erection was plainly visible. Looked like I wasn’t going to be the only one having trouble keeping my mind on my work. Patrick saw the direction of my gaze and shook his head.

“Work first, play later. I only did this so you’d quit fucking around.”

“Fine,” I sighed, and I headed for the bathroom.

Too bad. While that orgasm had been amazing, I still wanted to have his thick cock inside of me. My pussy just wasn’t going to be satisfied until it had gotten stretched out and stuffed.

When I got back from cleaning up, Patrick was on the phone, so I started in on another stack of letters he wanted typed up. It was mind-numbingly boring, but at least it kept me from thinking about sex for a while. Mostly.

I knew that he wasn’t done with me yet, though. What I didn’t know was what he had planned. Patrick always planned things out, and there was no way he’d asked me to work from home with him on a whim. What had just happened might have been on a whim, but the main event was still to come. I kept catching myself wondering what it might be, what would come next, but no matter what I came up with, he was sure to one up it.

Between my fantasies and typing, I lost all track of time. He was off the phone now, and the office had gotten so quiet that when the doorbell rang, I almost jumped out of my skin. Patrick rolled his eyes at my overreaction.

“It’s just lunch. I ordered in for us. Go get it, and I’ll meet you in the kitchen in a few minutes.”

Happy to get away from the letters for a while, I scampered to the door. The delivery guy eye fucked me while I took the bags from him and then tried to make small talk. He was cute and I might have been tempted, if not for Patrick. Why would I want to play with boys when I had a man like him to make my pussy melt?

I carried the food back into the kitchen and started sorting through the boxes. Pad Thai chicken and Tom Kha with shrimp. Crab Rangoon and Thai fried rice with two big styrofoam cups of Thai tea. Yum! He had remembered all of my favorites, and there was enough here for four people. Which was good, because I’d worked up an appetite.

I was already digging into the fried rice and soup when Patrick came in. He gave me a knowing smirk then sat down at the table across from me.

“I take it that this is okay?”

“Ish wonderful,” I told him around a big bite of rice.

“I figured you hadn’t had good Thai food in a while. Might as well make the most of it while you’re here.”

“Thank you, Patrick.”

He gave me a real smile then, and opened the box of Pad Thai. “Just let me know what you’d like for lunch and I’ll take care of it.”

We chatted over our meal about school and minor things going on in our lives. It was nice and gave me a big shot of nostalgia. We’d eaten a lot of meals together like this with my dad at Patrick’s old house before I graduated and Dad moved away. Because Dad traveled so much, sometimes it had just been the two of us. I’d forgotten how cozy it had been, how much I’d enjoyed Patrick’s company.

“I’ve missed this,” I told him.

“Me, too. The old place was certainly a lot more lively when you were around.”

“Ha! That’s not how you described it back then.”

“Well, you were rather a handful. Especially with your dad gone so much. Come to think of it, you’re still a handful.”

I stuck my tongue out at him. “I’m just misunderstood.”

Patrick snorted. “I understand you quite well. You crave attention. When you don’t get it, you act out. Like this morning.”

I opened my mouth and then closed it again. He wasn’t wrong. And I’d definitely gotten his attention. A pulse of heat swept between my legs. Hopefully, I’d get it again. Soon.

“It worked, didn’t it?” I muttered.

“Oh, Ashley,” he sighted. “You always have to do things the hard way. Did it ever occur to you to just ask me to fuck you?”

I blinked at him in surprise. It honestly hadn’t occurred to me. He’d really do it, just because I asked?

“It isn’t that difficult,” he continued. “Throw in a ‘please,’ and you’ll probably get what you want. And then some.”

“What about what you want?” I asked.

A wolfish grin spread over his face. “Oh, don’t worry. I’ll get what I want. You belong to me, little girl. You are mine, from your hair to the tips of your delectable little toes.”

That made me feel warm all over. I loved that he wanted me. Maybe I was a spoiled, manipulative brat, but I was his spoiled manipulative brat. It was a pretty good thing to be.

“I’m yours,” I agreed. “For as long as you want me.”

“You’re not going anywhere, Ashley. You don’t need to worry about that. Now, let’s get back to work. I think we’ve both finished lunch, and there’s still a lot to do.”

I cleaned up the lunch mess then went back to the office. Patrick was already working, his attention buried in his laptop. I thought about what he’d said. Just ask. So easy, and at the same time so hard. I’d known him for so long, but this new facet of our relationship still felt strange to me. I considered asking, just to see what would happen, but I knew that he really wanted to get some work done. I’d just have to do my best to be patient. Not one of my strong points.

About two hours later, he closed his laptop and leaned back in his chair. “I need a break. How about you?”

“You know me. I’m always ready to take a break.”

“Yes, I know. Come on. I want to show you something.”

I followed him upstairs, which allowed me to admire his butt in those jeans, and he stopped outside of a large wooden door. He opened it and motioned me inside. I took one step in, then stopped cold.

A king-sized bed with a black, heavy iron frame jutted into the center of the room. The four posts were all taller than I was, and I doubted if I could have budged the bed with all my strength. Shelves lined two of the walls, and my eyes froze on their contents. There were dildos in a dizzying array of colors and sizes, and vibrators of all kinds arranged in neat rows. I saw beads and vibrating eggs, and a bunch of stuff that I had no clue what it was at all. Handcuffs and shackles with chains hung from hooks beneath one high shelf, along with blindfolds and more stuff I didn’t recognize.

It looked like a BDSM porn studio, and it was all more than a little disconcerting.

“What is this?” I squeaked.

“The playroom,” Patrick replied in an amused voice. “I bought it all for you. The things in my office were just a taste.”

I looked around again, eyes wide. Some of the dildos were frighteningly large. He couldn’t really expect me to...

“Don’t worry. I’ll ease you into it. I was trying to think ahead.”

Think ahead? Based on the sheer volume of sex toys in the room, he was thinking twenty years ahead. Cold fingers of trepidation tickled along my spine as my imagination provided some very vivid imagery of what he could do to me with all these things. At the same time, my nipples crinkled hard and my clit swelled into an aching knot.

“Patrick, I don’t know...”

“Baby girl, remember that orgasm you had this morning?”

Boy, did I ever. “Yes.”

“You ain’t seen nothing, yet. Here, take a look at this.”

He led me around the bed, which had blocked this latest item from view. At first I thought it was a padded weight bench, but there was a thick cushion in the center, and adjustable metal frameworks coming off of each side at the top and bottom. There was also a narrow cutaway running vertically down the bench on one side of the hump.

I stared at it skeptically. “What is it? Weight bench for a contortionist?”

“Take off your clothes and I’ll show you.”

Was he serious? That thing was scary. I looked into his eyes and they were burning with passion and anticipation. Oh, he was serious, all right, and that look in his eyes would have had nuns dropping their panties. Like I was going to tell him no.

I undressed slowly, watching him watch me, loving the way he looked at me, like he was going to devour me or something. When I was completely bare, Patrick moved next to the bench.

“OK, sit here, and lean over the cushion.”

When I did that, the cushion was under my hips so that my bottom pointed up in the air. he plucked a remote off of a shelf and pushed a button. Beneath me, something under the padding started to vibrate.

“If you move over just a bit, it should hit your clit.”

I wiggled on the bench until the vibration was just below me, and then Patrick’s hand pressed down on my bottom. The vibration hummed through my clit, and I arched my back with a hiss of pleasure.

“Oh, wow.”

“Put your hands here, in the stirrups.”

He adjusted the stirrups until I was laying flat on the bench with my arms hanging down over either side.

“Comfortable?”

“Mm, hm.”

He moved back and took one of my legs by the ankle then put my foot into one of the rear stirrups. Realizing what he was doing, I managed to get the other one in place by myself. That position left me spread wide with my butt pointed at the ceiling. I was beginning to get the idea, but the vibrations on my clit felt so good that I was ready to stay there all day. I barely noticed what he did next.

“Patrick?”

“Just relax.”

Something tightened around my ankle. I looked back and he was fastening a leather strap around it. As soon as that was done, he went to work on the other one.’

“Patrick.”

“Relax, baby girl. Just relax and focus on feeling.”

He finished my ankle, and then did the same to my wrists. I gave a tentative tug, but I was bound too tightly to do more than squirm. Not that I really wanted to get away. My clit was singing, and something about being so totally exposed and helpless was tremendously exciting. He moved out of sight and I heard him messing around with things on one of the shelves. I wanted to look back, but I held myself still. This was Patrick’s surprise, something he wanted to do. I wasn’t going to mess with that. Something cool dribbled into the crack of my ass and oozed down into my slit. 

“Hold still,” he said.

He pulled the plug out of my bottom and set it aside, then I felt something rubbing around in my crack. The cool liquid was lube, and Patrick smeared it all over my nether hole. A moment later there was pressure against me. My sphincter tightened, but because of the lube it quickly yielded and something popped inside of me. He did something and it started to vibrate.

I squawked in surprise and jerked against my restraints. It felt really weird, but after a few seconds I decided I liked it. It made for some really interesting sensations combined with the vibrations on my clit.

“And now for the best part.”

Patrick stood beside me and punched a button on the remote. I heard a whirring sound, like a motor, and then something moved on the bench between my legs. I tried to look back over my shoulder, but my butt was in the way and I was bound too tightly to move to get a better view.

He kept messing around with the remote and I felt something nudge against my slit. It shifted slightly, until it pushed into the entrance to my tunnel. It was a dildo. Not one of the scary ones that I’d seen on the shelves, but about the same size as Patrick’s cock. It kept on going, slowly penetrating me, going deeper and stretching me exactly the way I’d been longing for all day.

“Oh, yes,” I hissed. “That’s so nice.”

“I thought you’d like it.”

I loved it. I’d thought I was in heaven this morning when he was toying me, but this was a whole new level of awesomesauce. Every nerve in my body was alive and tingling. Just when I thought it couldn’t possibly get any better, the dildo in me started to fuck me in smooth, steady strokes.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasped.

Patrick laughed. “Did I mention that it’s a machine? It has eight speeds, and you can alter the angle and depth of penetration.”

Holy crap. “Whatever you paid for it, it was worth it.”

“It was worth every penny to see you like this. You’re so fucking hot, baby girl.”

I barely heard him. I was drowning in pleasure, overwhelmed by all the intense sensation hitting me at once. The dildo kept stretching and filling me, while the buzzing against my clit and in my ass sent pulse after pulse of bliss racing through my body. I was grinding my nub against the vibrator in the bench, bucking my hips against the dildo, trying to get even more of everything.

His hands caressed my ass and lower back while he watched me being fucked. “I need to get a camera and a TV so you can see this,” he said. “And so I can watch from downstairs when I’m working.”

I couldn’t even imagine doing that. It was one thing to experience it, but to watch it? How embarrassing would that be? Although it might be fun to watch if Patrick was fucking me. That would be kind of hot, actually.

He used the remote to increase the speed of the dildo. I was so wet now that it was making squishing and sucking sounds as it plunged in and out of my pussy. My pulse pounded in my ears, and I was breathing like I’d just sprinted up the stairs. I’d never had an orgasm this fast before, but I was already on the edge again.

Pleasure built and swelled below my belly in unbearable pressure. My thighs went tight, and then my stomach muscles tensed. Moans crawled from my throat in one long stream. I clenched my hands, pulling against my restraints as all of my muscles went taut. 

I came with a cry that echoed through the room, and I writhed and shuddered uncontrollably against the cool leather padding of the bench. Because the vibrators and dildos hadn’t stopped, the waves rolled on and on until thought I was going to die of it. Fluid gushed from my pussy and soaked both me and the padding under me.

Eventually it stopped and I sank down, limp as a noodle and covered in sweat. And Patrick’s toys were still going.

“That was intense,” he said.

I nodded, unable to get enough breath to speak. But the humming of the vibrators and the dildo churning in my slick pussy gave me no respite. In a minute I was soaring again, and the last orgasm had left me so sensitive that I felt everything twice as intently. I rode waves of pleasure, tossed higher and higher, and then I shattered once more.

“Patrick!” I screamed through the gray haze that fogged my eyes.

I’d gone up fast, and crashed just as fast. This time the aftershocks didn’t last nearly as long. While the sweat dried on my forehead, I sucked in deep breaths of cool air and tried to slow my racing heart.

The dildo slowed, and then withdrew. I gave a gasp of relief as it slipped out of me. The vibrators continued stimulating my clit and bottom, though, and then the bench moved beneath me, lifting in the middle so I was looking down at the floor. Patrick’s hands found my ass again, fondling my bare flesh.

“My turn, now,” he said.

I was so wet that he sheathed his cock fully inside of me with one thrust. His hands gripped my hips while he rocked into me, not as steadily as the dildo but feeling far nicer than latex to my pussy. This was Heaven.

With each stroke his weight pressed my clit against the vibrator, and I began to tingle again. I couldn’t believe it. Three times? Was he really going to make me come three times, back to back?

“Yes, Patrick,” I moaned. “Fuck me. Fuck your baby girl hard.”

He was already slamming into me harder than the dildo had. My bottom jiggled from the force of it, making the egg inside me slide around and send vibrations in new places. My walls fluttered against His manhood as I became fully aroused again. They gripped and squeezed him, and I clamped down with my inner muscles as well.

“Jesus, you’re tight,” he said. “And so fucking wet.”

As if in response, my tunnel flooded again. Juices slicked my thighs and made the leather bench slippery. The wet smack of our bodies meeting turned me on even more. Prickling heat licked across my skin, while between my legs it boiled with the hints of another orgasm. I gasped every time he penetrated me, as though his cock was driving the air out of me, and the room seemed to be closing in on me.

“Harder, Patrick,” I panted. “Harder.”

I wasn’t sure if I’d spoken the words aloud or just in my head, but he understood. His fingers dug into my hips and he drove his steel cock into me like he wanted to nail me to the bench. The vibration against my clit had become almost unbearable, now, and I felt like I was going to explode from the intensity of the feelings. Between my bouncing cheeks, the egg had my sphincter clenching and unclenching from the sensory overload there.

“Come for me, baby girl,” Patrick told me. “Come for me again.”

I wanted to. I was right at the brink, so close I could almost taste it. I squeezed my aching nub against the vibrator and held it there while he pumped into my pussy. I spiraled up and up until my toes curled and my whole body sang with tension.

All at once it snapped, and pleasure surged through me as though a dam had burst. I cried out, over and over, while I trembled and shook. He shoved his cock deep and held it there, my walls pulsating and clutching at him. A moment later he gave a gutteral cry, and his manhood jerked in my depths as it erupted with thick spurts of hot cum.

After a while I felt Patrick’s weight lift from my bottom and his cock slid slowly out of my still-twitching pussy. He turned off the vibrator in the bench and then carefully withdrew the egg from my ass. I was still limp and panting as he unfastened the restraints from my wrists and ankles. He looked down at me and shook his head, then picked me up and laid me face down on the big bed.

I was hoping for a nap, but he had other ideas. Before I realized what he was doing, he’d fastened leather straps around my wrists and clipped them onto the bedposts. I tugged at them, but they were on too tightly. By then, he’d done the same to my ankles so that I was spread-eagle on the bed.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

He shrugged. “Anything I want to, baby girl. You’re mine, remember?”

I gulped. “Yes, sir.”

He disappeared for a minute, and when he came back he had another vibrating egg and a long-handled vibrating wand. This time the egg went into my pussy. He pushed the wand between my legs until the round head rested against my clit. He grinned down at me and turned both of them on at once.

“Oh, fuck,” I moaned as my hyper sensitive flesh responded.

I wasn’t sure how much more of this I could take. Not that I was complaining. If Patrick was going to kill me with orgasms, I could think of lots worse ways to go.

He climbed onto the bed and situated himself in front of me with one leg under each of my arms and my face at his crotch. His manhood was still semi-erect and coated with our mingled juices.

“Clean it, baby girl,” he ordered.

It was awkward because of the angle, but I did my best. Sticky cum coated my tongue, and I really wanted to ask for a glass of water. I wasn’t sure how he would respond to that request, though, and I figured I’d better wait until he was done. After all, how much longer could he keep this up?

By the time I finished and he was all shiny and clean, Patrick was hard as a rock again.

“Good girl. Very good.”

He wiggled out from under me and then climbed over my legs. Once he was behind me, he knelt between my thighs. If I turned my head far enough I could see him, but it was a strain and I couldn’t do it for very long. I gave up and rested my head on the bed. Maybe it was better not knowing what he was about to do.

Patrick didn’t leave me in suspense for long. More of the chilly lube squirted out onto my ass and seeped down between my cheeks and into my slit. With a sigh, He began to smear it around. His warm palms spread it across my rounded bottom, and then his fingers pressed into my crack to coat me there. Fingertips tickled at the crinkled hole hidden inside, swirling and teasing. That felt good, but I squirmed away when his fingertip pushed inside, and he gave me a sharp smack on one buttock with his other hand.

“Ow!”

“Hold still. You need lube inside, too.”

I bit my lip and obeyed him. The finger pushed deeper, past the first knuckle, and He twisted it slowly until the ring of my ass was lubricated inside and out. I was beginning to enjoy it. It was very naughty, and the rubbing was getting me warm back there again. The vibrators were doing their jobs, too, and my clit had already gone stiff.

Once I was all slippery, Patrick began slowly fucking me with his finger. I experimented with squeezing down on him, and then relaxing to let him move more freely.His other hand went to my pussy, where it teased at my entrance—just dipping inside and then circling around the edges. I was getting warm again, and I wondered if I could have an orgasm from hsi finger fucking my ass.

He had other ideas, though. He pulled his hand away, and replaced his finger with a dildo about as big around as the anal plug he made me use.

“Just relax,” he told me. “Don’t fight it and it will go in easier.”

I whimpered as my narrow hole stretched and stretched to fit this new intruder. Unlike the plug, the dildo didn’t get narrower so my sphincter stayed stretched out. It hurt a little at first, but Patrick proceeded slowly and I soon got used to it. Warm pulses of pleasure radiated out from my rosebud, and I sighed the pain eased. What was weird was having it inside of me, the way it made me feel full inside when he slid it deeper.

He dripped some more lube into my crack, which made the smooth dildo super slippery. It was moving more easily, and I was able to enjoy the strange sensation. I even began to help a bit, rolling my hips to take even more of its length.

“I told you I was going to make you my anal slut, baby girl.”

“I’ll be whatever you want me to be, Patrick.”

“Good girl.”

He fucked me with the dildo for a few minutes, until I was wet again and my clit ached. his fingers in my pussy let him know when I was ready. He eased the dildo out of my bottom and tossed it aside, then scooted further forward between my legs. He leaned over me, holding himself up on his arms, and his stiff erection bumped against my slit.

He must have covered it in lube, because it was slick. When he pressed forward, it went straight into my pussy. I moaned as my walls stretched and thrust back against him. He sighed and stroked into me a couple of times, then withdrew. I gave a little whimper of disappointment. It wouldn’t have taken me any time at all to hit another orgasm.

Instead, Patrick ran his manhood up my perineum and positioned the head against my asshole. A sharp pang of panic shot through my stomach. That dildo had hurt going in, and it wasn’t as big as Patrick. I couldn’t close my fingers around his cock. I wasn’t sure about this at all.

He must have felt me tense up. “Relax, Ashley. You can take it. Just relax and don’t fight it.”

Easier said than done. My little hole was squeezed as tight as a vice at the thought of him trying to fit there. But Patrick rubbed the head of his cock against that entrance, back and forth slowly and deliberately, until it started to feel good again and I was able to relax.

“Ready?” he asked.

No. “Yes,” I whispered.

He leaned forward a little more, letting his weight do the work. The blunt head pushed against me with a gentle pressure. At first nothing happened, but then I gradually began to give way. All at once the head popped inside, and I squeezed down with a squeak of pain. It was a lot worse than the dildo had been.

“Owie!”

“Easy, easy,” he soothed. “Relax, baby girl. It hurts more when you fight. And once you get used to it, it won’t hurt at all. Just like that dildo.”

“That’s easy for you to say,” I whined. “You don’t have a baseball bat up your ass.”

Patrick just laughed. “Do what I told you, Ashley.”

I tried. It took an effort, but I managed to relax back there. When he felt the pressure ease off, he worked another inch into me. I had to bite my lip to keep from crying out again, but he was right. It was easier. He crammed in a little more at a time, going slowly as he could, until I felt his balls pressing into me.

“There. All in. You did it. Now, I’m going to stay right here until it isn’t hurting anymore.”

I closed my eyes and focused on the vibrators. That helped, and the pain hadn’t done anything to dampen my arousal. Even now, it wasn’t going to take much to bring on another orgasm. And I was still curious about whether he could get me there by fucking me in the ass.

“Okay,” I told him. “I’m okay.”

“Good.”

Very, very slowly he pulled back until only the head remained inside of me. The friction was nice. Knowing that Patrick was fucking me in the ass was even better. It was so naughty, so dirty, that it was exciting. Being tied up and helpless was just the icing on the cake.

“You’re so tight back here, baby girl,” he breathed. “So tight and so fucking hot.”

He kept going slowly, burying himself to the balls each time before withdrawing everything but the head. Just as he’d promised, I started to enjoy it. It wasn’t like having a cock in my pussy, but there was no denying the pleasure I felt. 

Behind me, I heard his breath getting more ragged. He was getting close again, too. I tried the squeezing thing again, gripping him tightly while he was inside, then loosening up when he pulled back. Patrick seemed to like that. He sped up a little, really fucking me now.

This time he came first, jamming his manhood as deeply into me as he could reach before sending gobs of his hot cum into my ass. That was enough to get me the rest of the way, and I came about a second later.

The orgasm was even more intense than the last two, and I shrieked from the release. I bucked underneath him as raw pleasure seared through me. The whole room faded away so that there was nothing at all except wave after wave of ecstasy.

When I finally came down, his thick cock was still buried in my ass, twitching from his own aftershocks. With a final sigh, He pulled out and rolled off of me. Without his rod there holding it open, my little hole quivered and began to shrink back to normal.

Patrick ran one hand through his hair. “That was intense.”

I still hadn’t totally gotten my breath back. “You aren’t kidding.”

“Hang on and I’ll untie you. Although I must say it’s tempting just to keep you like this.”

“Yeah, but I really need to pee.”

“In that case, I’ll hurry.”

When I was free, I hopped off the bed. We gathered up our clothes and headed for the bathroom.

“I think I need a shower,” I said.

“Take one. When you’re finished, clean up the play room. All the toys, and wipe down the bench.”

“Okay.”

“Then back to work.”

I glared at him. I needed a drink and a nap after all of that.

“Seriously?”

“Ashley.”

“All right, all right.”

I turned on the shower and stood under the steaming water. It had been a hell of a day. Four orgasms, three of them in a row, and I’d had Patrick in every one of my holes. And it was only Monday. I still had the rest of the week to look forward to.

What would he want me to do next? I thought about that while I lathered up. There were a lot more toys in the play room. I had a feeling they were all going to get a workout before the week was over.

It was getting dark when Patrick finally called it quits for the day. I gathered up my purse and laptop, walking carefully because I was a little sore in some tender places. I felt good, though, and all the orgasms had left my body drenched in so many feel-good hormones that I didn’t even mind the long commute back to my apartment.

When I opened the door to leave, though, Patrick stopped me. His arms went around my waist and his big hands squeezed my ass possessively. It felt so good being in his arms. As I let my body melt against his, my pussy gave a little twinge and grew moist. I was going to need IV fluids if this kept up.

“I know the commute is a pain. Why don’t you bring some clothes and stuff with you tomorrow? Just stay the week.”

I stared at him in shock. Stay the whole week? It might kill me.

But I’d die happy.

“Okay,” I said.

His blue eyes twinkled down at me and he pulled me tightly against him so I could feel his erection pressing against my belly. “Pack light, though. With what I’ve got planned, you aren’t going to need much.”

A thrill of anticipation ran through me and set my girly bits tingling all over again. Oh, I was going to die very happy.

The End
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Sneak Peek: Bred by My Dad’s New Boss

LEAH BLINKED IN THE BRIGHT SUNLIGHT burning down from the cobalt sky and adjusted her sunglasses with a little frown. A warm breeze sighing off the lake riffled through the loose strands of her long, brown hair, and even through the dark lenses she could see the roiling heat waves rising from the water. Anyone on the lake was going to broil in a hurry unless they slathered on the sunscreen, so she crossed jet skiing off her to-do list. She had made the mistake of doing that on a similar day last summer and spent a miserable week so sunburned she could barely stand to shower or wear even the lightest clothes. One experience like that was more than enough.

It did make her wish that they would schedule the company picnics in May instead of June, though. She enjoyed going to the lake, but she would have liked it even more about ten degrees cooler and a little cloudy. By the time lunch was over it would be too hot to do anything but sit in the shade and guzzle bottled water. Well, swimming would be good, too, but sticking so much as a toe in the water was guaranteed to draw a couple dozen kids as if by magic and if she was going to get stuck babysitting she was damned well going to get paid for it.

She kicked a pebble into the water where it disappeared with a satisfying plonk, sending rings of slowly fading ripples gliding across the water. Why hadn’t she stayed home? She was almost twenty now, old enough to say no and get away with it. Sure, her parents might have bitched a little, but after some grumbling they would have gone without her. Her friends were all busy today, though, and her car was in the shop and she really didn’t have anything in particular to do, so she had let herself be cajoled into coming along just to get out of the house.

A gust of wind tugged at her cropped t-shirt so that anyone watching must have caught a glimpse of her bra, and Leah smiled to herself. If nothing else, she could at least amuse herself taunting her dad’s coworkers. Most of them were hopelessly socially inept computer geeks in their forties and fifties who drooled over her like kids staring at a birthday cake whenever they thought she wasn’t looking. She loved playing the innocent, pretending that she had no idea of the effect she had on them when she walked by showing as much skin as she could get away with. Those guys could give themselves whiplash trying to decide where to look first—at her tits in her clingy, cropped t-shirt or her ass in her skin-tight shorts. She made it a game, strutting through the middle of them as though completely oblivious to their lustful gazes and then turning suddenly with the excuse that she had forgotten something to catch them frantically trying to pretend that they hadn’t been checking out her ass.

Her girlfriends thought it was kind of creepy being leered at that way by a bunch of older guys, but it didn’t really bother her. It made her feel kind of… powerful. She knew that she could wrap any one of them around her little finger simply by batting her eyes and showing a bit of cleavage—not that she’d actually want to, of course. It was just knowing that she could that gave her a bit of an ego boost, and playing with their minds when they had no clue she was doing it on purpose made it that much better.

But she still wished her dad had gone to work for a chain of gyms that had a bunch of hot guys that she could spend the day with instead.

Behind her the sound of her dad’s voice came faint from the picnic pavilion, followed by her mom’s laughter. What were they up to?

“Leah,” her dad called.

Oh, great. They had probably hired some new pimply-faced intern and wanted to introduce her. Leah wrinkled her nose in distaste. The last one had followed her around like some pathetic little puppy and she had thought she’d never get him to leave her alone. At least the older guys knew that there was absolutely no way, and while they might leer at her every chance they got they would never try to make a move on her. But her dad actually encouraged some of the younger guys in hopes that she’d end up dating one of them—a nice, polite, safe boy with a degree and a stable job in his future.

While Leah didn’t mind the idea of a guy with a future, the ones her dad pushed her way left her cold. They all seemed far more interested in computer games than girls and would never have the guts to so much as touch her tits without asking permission first, like they were begging. Just the thought was enough to kill her libido; she’d rather be a nun or something than be stuck with a guy like that. With a frustrated sigh she turned towards the pavilion. She’d just get it over with, grab something cold to drink, and then go hide out somewhere until lunchtime. If nothing else there was always the women’s restroom. No one had followed her inside there—at least not yet.

When she turned the corner of the pavilion her parents were talking to a man who had his back to her. Her dad smiled when he saw her and waved her over.

“Leah, come here. There’s someone I want you to meet.”

She fought back a groan and forced a smile onto her lips. They were going to do it to her again. Maybe it was time to start thinking about moving out. It was nice not having to pay rent and all, but there were definite drawbacks. Then the man turned to face her and she forgot everything else.

His dark blonde hair looked a little windblown, as though he had been down at the lake most of the morning, and soft, curly waves drifted down his forehead. Deep green eyes like dark emeralds regarded her from a face of fine, smoothly cut features, while firm muscles bulged under the tight, gray Las Vegas t-shirt he wore, muscles that belonged on a swimmer or gymnast, not some guy from her dad’s office. His elegant looks threw her, and Leah revised her estimates of his age three times before realizing he was closer to her dad’s age than her own. The only thing that saved him from being pretty were his eyes. A predator stared out of those eyes.

His glance wasn’t cold, exactly, but a single look was all it took to realize that he wasn’t any kind of pretty boy, that there was absolutely nothing safe or nice about him. He bore the same resemblance to the other men around them that a timber wolf did to a litter of chihuahua puppies. This was a man who was used to being in control and going after what he wanted when he saw it, a man who could be ruthless about overcoming any obstacles in his path. A hot tingling stirred deep below her belly and Leah found herself looking down at her sandals to avoid the intensity of his gaze.

“This is my new boss, Anthony Kerr,” her dad said. “He took over the department a couple of months back when Jim retired.”

Anthony held out a hand. “Pleased to meet you, Leah.”

His voice was low, cultured, with just enough hint of a rumble in it to give her shivers. It was a voice that she knew she would hear whispering to her in her dreams and in the depths of the night when she couldn’t sleep, a voice that would tell her to do things that made her quiver just thinking about them. A voice she would never be able to resist.

“You, too,” she stammered, barely managing to take his hand.

An amused smile perked up one corner of his mouth. “Your father has told me a lot about you. I think he might be just a tad proud. You’re getting a degree in computer science?”

“Yes.” Her fingers trembled when he released her hand, still warm from his touch.

“Any thoughts on what you want to do when you graduate?”

She took a deep breath. Why did her dad always have to put her on display like this? “I’d like to work on embedded systems.”

His eyes narrowed in on her as though she had done something interesting. Under the full focus of his attention Leah felt like a bug pinned to a card. Did he do this in meetings? He was going to give some of the older guys in the department heart attacks.

“Do you mind if I ask why?”

She swallowed nervously. “Well, pretty much everybody wants to do the flashy stuff that runs on cell phones and computers. I just think it would be more fun to work on the things that no one pays attention to. I mean, nobody ever thinks about the software that runs their microwaves or televisions or cars, but without it pretty much nothing would work. And it all has to run right every single time.”

“Very true.”

“So it just seems to me that would be more interesting and useful than working on regular applications.”

“Well, Sam, it does sound like she got your brains.” His smile broadened and he winked at her mom. “And her mother’s looks. Between those I figure you’ve got your work cut out for you keeping her out of trouble.”

Her dad laughed and her mom blushed a little, and suddenly Anthony relaxed and his eyes were just warm on Leah rather than intense. Someone called out from over by the barbecue pit and he glanced away. She took that as her cue to bolt.

“I guess I’ll let you guys get back to talking. It was nice meeting you Mr. Kerr.”

Emerald eyes laughed down at her. “I enjoyed meeting you, too, Leah. See you around.”

She summoned all the dignity she could muster, but there was no way to call it anything but a retreat. His eyes seemed able to see right through her, and she wanted to put some distance between them while she was still capable of rational thought. As she risked a glance back and saw his eyes still following her, though, she knew that wasn’t going to be enough. Maybe leaving the country would do it, but anything short of that was probably a waste of time.

Leah did her best to ignore him after that, but apparently her subconscious had other ideas. She would blink and find herself watching him, admiring that perfect profile and imagining what his muscles would feel like under his t-shirt. Several times she caught herself moving closer to him, straining to hear his voice and wishing that she was the one his attention was focused on once again. Something about him touched her at her deepest, most primal levels, levels she hadn’t even known she had. It was ridiculous—he was far too old, and to make things worse he worked with her dad. 

That didn’t make any difference in how she felt, of course.

After lunch it hit her. She was used to making the other men her dad worked with notice her, and there was no reason that the same methods wouldn’t work on Anthony—not if she really wanted his attention, anyway. And even though she knew it was a very, very bad idea, Leah found she wanted his attention very, very badly.

*          *          *

Anthony looked up as Leah walked by for the third time in half an hour. The girl had touched up her makeup and hair since their conversation that morning, and somehow she had rearranged what little she was wearing to display even more skin. His manhood stirred restlessly as he let his gaze linger on her—dark brown curls tumbling loose halfway down her back, pouty lips practically begging to be kissed, midriff and long, tanned legs bare and inviting. His palms itched to slide over the golden satin of her skin, to explore her curves and the softness still hidden beneath her skimpy outfit.

Nineteen and hot, and she knew it. That made for a dangerous combination, especially for a girl who apparently enjoyed flaunting herself just to get a reaction from the men around her. He was reasonably sure that she was the only reason half of the guys from the office bothered to show up for the company picnics. The low conversations when her father wasn’t around sprinkled with a healthy dose of lewd comments and knowing laughter indicated that Leah would be playing the starring role in a number of fantasies later. Somehow he didn’t think she’d mind.

Anthony couldn’t deny that the little witch was having an effect on him as well, and from the sultry glances she kept throwing his way it was obvious that it was intentional. The girl was toying with him, trying to get his attention. Pushing his buttons. He could ignore that—to a point, anyway—but he was more concerned with how blatant she was being about it. People were going to realize what she was doing and they would talk, and while Leah was legally an adult and Anthony didn’t remotely give a damn what people said about him, he didn’t need the disruptions it could cause at the office.

On the other hand, he wasn’t like these other guys who would happily sit and let her prick-tease them all day long just so they’d have something to wank to later. No matter how hot she was, he simply wasn’t going to put up with some teenage girl trying to yank his chain. His eyes followed the hypnotic sway of her ass while she walked right past him, more daring with each passing minute. No, it was definitely time to end the little games. He had a pretty good idea how to put a stop to it, too.

*          *          *

Leah watched from across the shaded pavilion as Anthony got up from the picnic table and headed towards the restrooms. She was willing to swear that he got sexier every single time she looked at him. There was a catlike grace to the way he stalked across the ground, relaxed and powerful at the same time, and she could have spent hours just watching him move. The corded muscles rippling along his legs matched those of his upper body, and she wanted to run her hands from his shoulders to his calves to feel the silk-wrapped steel of him warm and hard against her fingertips.

She had caught him looking at her while she paraded in front of him, but unlike the other guys he didn’t turn away all flustered and embarrassed over it. His eyes had simply continued to sweep her from head to toe as though he intended to memorize every curve, and the heat in his gaze ignited a fluttery ache at the root of her sex. The longer she watched him the worse it got, and now it had become an insistent thrum that turned her pussy loose and liquid. Her body wanted him in the worst possible way, more than she had ever dreamed it was possible to want anyone. Maybe it was because he was forbidden, or maybe it was because she could sense the danger rolling off him like waves of cold from a block of ice; whatever the reason, an inexorable pull kept drawing her towards him.

With her heart in her throat she trailed him to the restrooms in the building behind the picnic pavilion. While he was inside she dithered around the corner wondering what to do, or whether she should actually do anything at all. The only thing she knew was the desperate tightness that gripped her chest at the thought of him. She heard a flush and then the sink splashing—he would be coming out any second. What was she going to do?

No one else was around, so she moved towards the door. Anthony stepped out, his eyes narrowing for a brief instant when he saw her, and then he smiled. Heart pounding, she smiled back and deliberately brushed against his arm as she passed him.

Before she had time to react he had her pushed up against the wall, his knee between hers, his hands pressed flat to either side of her shoulders so there was nowhere for her to go. The heat of his body so close to hers made her nipples harden and crinkle in need, and she looked up at him wild-eyed with a mixture of panic and raw desire.

“I think you’ve done about enough teasing for one day,” he murmured. “You’re a very pretty little girl, but I don’t play little girl games.”

His face bent to hers, and his breath tickled hot against her skin. Leah closed her eyes with a tiny shudder as his lips brushed lightly against the curve of her jaw and crept down to the soft skin of her neck.

“If you think I’m just another guy you can lead around by the dick, you are sadly mistaken.”

Continue reading Bred by My Dad’s New Boss…
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Thanks to all of my readers who make doing this possible, and especially to everyone leaving reviews—they really help. XOXOXO

Kelli
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js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}
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