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Personal Assistant for My Dad’s Best Friend

When I bent over the bottom drawer of the filing cabinet to put away a folder, I made sure that I stuck my ass out to put on a good show.

A couple of really hot guys worked in the office, and I’d been trying to get their attention since I started working there a few weeks earlier. So far I hadn’t had much luck. Maybe they thought I was too young, or maybe they were intimidated because their boss is my dad’s best friend. Either way it sucked for me, since they were the high point of my work day.

About a month ago, my dad had decided that I needed to join the workforce. He said that since he had bought my car and was paying for me to go to college and for my rent, the least I could do was to get a job to pay for my own phone and gas and stuff. He had a point, I guess, but I’ll be honest—I was having way too much fun to waste my time on something silly like a job. I had taken a light course load that semester and my friends and I were partying pretty much nonstop.

Unfortunately Dad isn’t very understanding about things like that. When I called him to wheedle some cash out of him, he put his foot down.

“Ashley, if you had a job you wouldn’t need to keep coming to me for money.”

I rolled my eyes. “I know. I’d be too busy working instead of having fun so I wouldn’t need money.”

“Damn it, Ashley, you’re eighteen years old. High school is over. Why don’t you grow up a little? Life isn’t just a big party.”

“Why shouldn’t I have a year or two of fun before I have to get all serious about life?”

“Because I’m the one who has to pay for all of it,” he growled, “since your mother decided to skip out with her personal trainer and hasn’t offered to chip in to help support you.”

Uh, oh. That was a big sore spot. “But Dad…”

“No. No more handouts, Ashley. I’ll keep paying for school and your rent so you can get your degree, but that’s it. If you want more, you’re going to have to pay for it yourself.”

“But how am I supposed to do that?” I let a carefully practiced whine creep into my voice. “It’s not easy to find a job when you’re only eighteen and you don’t have any experience. Especially since I have to work around my school hours and make time to study.” Not that I actually spent a lot of time studying, but Dad didn’t need to know that.

“Patrick says they’re short handed at the office while his secretary is out on maternity leave. Why don’t you go by and help out?”

Patrick is Dad’s best friend. He’s some kind of big time corporate lawyer and a total workaholic. I’ve known him most of my life, and I’d spent a fair amount of time at the office when Dad was a partner in the firm. Patrick’s secretary is as big a workaholic as he is, so I don’t know how she ever found time to get herself knocked up. The idea was interesting, though. Since Patrick was the head lawyer of the firm, it was his office, and he’d always been nice to me. So if I went to work there, I could probably skate by without having to do much of anything at all. Who would dare complain about me knowing that Dad was his best friend?

“Okay, I’ll do it,” I said, knowing that I wasn’t going to get out of it this time.

“Good. I’ll call him right now and let him know that you’ll be there in the first thing in the morning.”

Morning? I was allergic to mornings. I never scheduled classes before noon if I could help it.

“Tomorrow morning? Shouldn’t I, you know, ease into this gradually or something?”

“Ashley.”

The warning rumble in his voice let me know I’d pushed him just as far as I could get away with.

“Fine,” I sighed. “Tomorrow morning.”

“Be there at eight o’clock. That’s when the office opens.”

Eight in the morning? I couldn’t remember the last time I’d been up at that time of day when it hadn’t been because I’d stayed up all night. Oh, this was going to suck hard.

I just had no idea how hard.

So I got up at stupid o’clock in the morning and went to Patrick’s stupid office and filled out the stupid paperwork for HR and then pretended to listen to all the stupid instructions on how to answer the phones and file paperwork. It would all be fine. I just needed to keep my head down and wait for the paychecks to start coming in. That was what it was all about, right?

Two weeks later I slammed Patrick’s door shut behind me and flung my paycheck onto his desk.

“That’s it?” I demanded. “Two weeks of my life and that’s all I get?”

Patrick leaned back in his leather office chair and steepled his fingers in front of him. His face remained impassive, but his eyes danced. He was laughing at me. I had wasted two weeks of my life for peanuts, and he thought it was funny.

“That’s way over minimum wage,” he explained. “You’re making almost as much as the legal interns. Even though you don’t have anywhere near their experience and don’t actually do anything if you can help it,” he added with a sigh.

I’d hoped he hadn’t noticed that. “This is so unfair.”

“No one said that life is fair.”

I heaved a much put-upon sigh. “All right. I’ll work harder. It’s just not easy, what with school and all.”

His lips curled down in a frown, and he folded his arms across his broad chest. I stifled a moan. Whenever he got stern with me, it never failed to get my pussy moist and fluttery. It didn’t help at all that he was all kinds of sexy with a rock hard body and the kind of rough good looks you’d expect on a lumberjack, not a lawyer. Any time he came over and hung out at Dad’s pool, I always found my eyes wandering over his washboard abs and rippling muscles. I knew it was wrong, and the feeling I got from doing it embarrassed me, but I couldn’t seem to stop. The excitement I got from looking was too addictive.

So maybe those other guys in the office weren’t the only high point of my work day. I gulped as my nipples puckered into hard knobs, and I struggled to shift my attention back to his lecture.

“The interns have almost twice the course load you do this semester, and they’re putting in over forty hours a week.”

Stupid overachievers. They were making me look bad. Why couldn’t they slack off like normal people? I was going to have to try harder to make it look like I was really working, or I’d never hear the end of it.

“Okay,” I said, holding my hands up in surrender. “I’m sorry. I’ll work harder. I’ll work longer.”

“I’ll settle for you just doing what you’ve been told to do,” he replied dryly.

So I tried. I sucked at it most of the time, but I did try. Well, for another week or so. After that I got so bored that I was ready to tear my hair out in chunks. The only things that made the place bearable were Daniel, one of the junior partners, and Tom, one of the interns.

I was still holding onto my v-card, but I would have cashed it in with Daniel in half a second. He was in his early thirties and looked as though he spent every minute he was out of the office at the gym. As if that wasn’t enough, his big, soulful, puppy dog eyes had every girl in the office ready to drop her panties. When Dad was still working there he’d called him a man-whore and said he was with a different girl every time he saw him. I didn’t have any trouble believing it. Hey, I wouldn’t have minded being one of them.

Tom was a law student and only a couple of years older than me, and he spent his spare time doing motocross racing. His skin was deeply tanned and his dark blond hair sun-streaked from so much time outdoors, and his scrumptious bod was all lean, sinewy muscle.

Out of boredom, I started flirting with them. I had to have something to do to kill all those god-awful boring hours in the office. When neither of them rose to the bait I got more blatant about it, but both of them seemed determined not to notice me no matter how hard I tried. Almost certainly because of Patrick’s relationship with my dad.

It became a personal challenge to get to them. I wore shorter skirts and “forgot” to fasten the top buttons of my low-cut blouse. I also spent a lot of time leaning over their desks with my boobs showing, or bending over when they walked by to show off my ass and legs. Skin-tight leather boots, my most alluring perfumes, and flirty, sexual innuendos got me nowhere. Even when I got myself all worked up and wet in the process, they both flatly refused to notice me.

Someone else noticed, though.

“Ashley. In my office. Now!”

Oh, shit. I stood up quickly and straightened my skirt. Excitement mingled with terror kicked my pulse into high gear and caused a tremor deep between my legs. Patrick almost never used that tone of voice on me. What had I done to piss him off so badly this time?

I trotted meekly into his office, my eyes on my bright pink toenails because I didn’t dare meet his gaze. He slammed the door behind me, and then grabbed my arm and spun me around, leaning in close to glare at me with his flashing blue eyes. I swallowed hard and cringed at the growing wetness between my legs.

“What the fuck is wrong with you?” he demanded. “I hand you a cushy job where you don’t have to do much but sit around and look pretty while you play on the internet, and you can’t even manage that without screwing it up.”

“I don’t understand…”

“My best friend’s daughter is not going to be the office slut,” he growled. “Look at you. Just fucking look.” He grabbed my chin and forced me to face my reflection in the big mirror behind his desk. “You look like a little tramp, Ashley, and you’re screwing up my office.”

I blinked at my reflection. He was right, sort of. I guess I’d gone a little overboard trying to get Daniel and Tom’s attention. I tried a sniffle for effect. “I’m sorry, Patrick.”

He wasn’t buying it this time. “Sorry. You’re sorry. You’re always fucking sorry, Ashley.”

“I promise I won’t do it again.”

“And what about the supply room?” he asked quietly.

I froze and all the blood drained from my face. Oh, shit. Shit-shit-shit-shit. Patrick couldn’t have seen me. Oh, please God tell me he didn’t see me. But from the expression on his face I knew that he had.

I’d gotten myself really worked up the day before after he had yelled at me for jamming up his printer. By the time he was done I’d been a wet, throbbing mess, so I’d sneaked into the supply room at lunch. No one was around, and I’d locked the door from the inside. I’d hiked my skirt up to my waist—I wasn’t wearing panties—and sprawled out on a stack of boxes then rubbed my clit until I exploded. It had been even better because of the excitement of doing it at the office where I might get caught.

The blood rushed back into my face and burned scarlet as I realized he’d watched me playing with myself, and hot tears stung my eyes. I’d never been so ashamed in my life. I only hoped he hadn’t heard me whispering Patrick when I came, too. There was no way I could live that down.

“We put a hidden camera in there a couple of years back to cut down on people stealing office supplies. You’re just lucky that I was the one who saw it, and not one of the other partners.”

I made myself nod, although I didn’t feel very lucky at all. Almost anyone else would have been better than Patrick.

“Is that what you want, Ashley? You want to be the office slut? You want to dress like a tramp and act like a slut to the men in the office and get yourself off in the supply room?”

I couldn’t speak around the lump swelling in my throat.

“If you want to be a slut,” he said more quietly, a dangerous tone creeping into his voice, “I can certainly fucking arrange that.”

Without warning, he spun me around and shoved me against the edge of his desk. One powerful hand planted in the middle of my back bent me over while the other yanked my skirt up. I squirmed as he revealed my naked ass, and Patrick’s breath caught with a hiss of surprise.

“No panties today, either,” he murmured in disapproval. “You really are a little slut, Ashley.”

Slut. I felt so dirty when he used that word. I wanted to protest, wanted to tell him I was still a virgin and couldn’t be what he said, but I didn’t have a chance to answer him before his hand cracked hard across my bare cheeks and I squalled in pain. Although I wriggled and tried to free myself, he was far too strong and his other hand in the small of my back kept me pinned.

“Who were you thinking about in the closet yesterday? Tom? Daniel?”

I shook my head and kept my lips tightly shut. There was no way I was answering that one.

“You’re a very bad girl,” he said, his voice tight. “You’ve been showing this ass off to the men in the office, and this is what happens. Bad girls get spankings. ”

He meant what he said, for with each slow, deliberate word the hard palm of his hand came down like a bolt of lightning on my ass. He smacked me again and again until my ass jiggled and my skin burned, but no matter how I gasped and cried, he showed no mercy. His iron hand rose and fell like a machine until my whole bottom glowed red and burned as though blistered.

But even as I squealed from the pain, electric tension swelled between my legs. The heat spreading from my ass scorched straight to my clit and nipples, and I tingled from the small of my back to my thighs.

Knowing that from the way I was bent over I was fully on display to Patrick excited me, too. From where he stood he could look straight into my ass, and see the back of my slit and pussy as well. In mere seconds he had me aching and fluttering inside with the same need I’d tried so hard to satisfy in the supply room the day before.

Would he have better luck at extinguishing the fire between my legs than I’d had? I’d gotten glimpses of the generous bulge in his pants before. Would that finally satisfy the trembling ache in my pussy, the need to be filled that was driving me crazy?

I shied away from that thought, humiliated beyond belief. I wasn’t supposed to have thoughts like that about him. He was my dad’s best friend and almost twice my age I certainly wasn’t supposed to notice his cock!

But I wasn’t supposed to get wet and trembly when he spanked me, either.

I’d quit struggling, and he noticed that the sound of my moans had changed. “Are you enjoying this, Ashley?”

“No,” I whispered.

Fingers pushed between my legs and found my wet hole. He probed at me and grunted when one finger slid easily inside my sodden tunnel. I heard him take a deep breath, and then he pushed deeper. I gasped as another finger found my swollen clit.

“You’re soaking wet and your clit is hard as a rock,” he growled. “It sure looks like you’re enjoying it to me.”

The moan that burst from my throat when his fingertip swirled against my aching knot proved me a liar, but I couldn’t make myself care any longer. The musky scent of my aroused sex filled Patrick’s office, and I bit my lip as I ground myself against his hand. No matter how many times I’d played with myself, it had never felt as good as this. I never wanted him to stop.

When he pulled his hand away I continued grinding my ass against the empty air for a few seconds. Surely he wouldn’t stop now.

“Please,” I whimpered.

“You want me to make you come? Is that what you want, Ashley?”

His husky voice pronouncing those words turned me on even more than the spanking. I felt so dirty for wanting what he offered, but that only got me hotter.

“Yes. Please. Oh, please.”

His big hands gripped my waist and lifted me, turning me around in mid-air and then setting me down again on the edge of his desk. My short skirt was bunched up at my waist and the smooth wood was cool against the bare flesh of my bottom. A chill crept up the moist skin of my slit and I shivered, but I didn’t stay cold for long.

Patrick yanked my knees apart and dragged my ass to the very edge of the desk, then dropped between my thighs. With an odd smile he paused there and took a long, lingering look as though he wanted to remember the moment forever. I wanted to hide my face in shame, but at the same time I wanted him to look, needed him to touch me.

“Lovely,” he murmured. “Good enough to eat.”

To my surprise he knelt between my legs and buried his face between my thighs. His five o’clock shadow was rough against that sensitive skin, his breath scalding against my secret places. Fresh waves of arousal drenched my body with each gust until my thighs trembled in his hands and inside I quivered like Jell-o. When I flung my head back with a whimper of pleasure, he reached around my hips and his fingers clamped down hard on my ass to drag me closer to his mouth.

As the tip of his tongue brushed along my slit I whimpered again, and when he found my clit I jerked up with a cry. I’d thought his fingers in me felt good, but that was nothing compared to his tongue. Warm and wet, he swirled it against my clit, around and over, until my little nub was harder than it had ever been before. I cried out again when he sucked it between his lips, lashing the sensitive flesh with his tongue.

My pussy was already soaked, but as he tongued my clit I felt as though I was gushing. Hot droplets formed at my entrance and rolled down into the crack of my ass to puddle onto Patrick’s desk. The sharp, tangy smell of my aroused pussy excited him even more. He pressed his face against me and breathed in deep before covering my slit with his mouth to suck and lick then thrusting his tongue into my sopping hole.

His tongue fucked me for a few strokes, warmer and softer than fingers, and then he pulled away to lap up the juices coating my opening and lips. He worked over every inch of my skin, slurping and sucking like I was an ice cream cone he was trying to devour before I melted. Licking slowly, now softly, now demanding, he tongued me from my clit down to my ass.

When the velvety tip of his tongue pressed inwards to tickle against my tight little asshole I squeaked in surprise, but his firm grip on my thighs kept me from jerking away. After a second I got over it as my puckered hole warmed and began to tingle. It was weird, but at the same time it fueled the pulsing heat which throbbed in need deep below my belly. I certainly wasn’t going to ask him to stop. Having Patrick lick my asshole had to be just about the naughtiest thing in the world, and I was loving every filthy second of it.

I was ready to burst when he finally pulled away with my juices smeared all over his face and running down his chin. The smoldering lust in his eyes made me want to hide under his desk and rip my clothes off at the same time. I whimpered a little, drawing his eyes to my mouth. With a growl, Patrick grabbed my long, blonde hair and forced my head back.

The smell of my sex on him was overpowering as he bent over me and his mouth crashed down onto mine. Its sharp bitterness clung to his tongue when he pressed it between my lips, and I sucked greedily to get more. The filthy thought of tasting my own honey on him drove me crazy. I kissed him back wildly, my tongue twining and sliding against his, while down below the fingers of his free hand pumped in the soaking hole between my legs to drive me closer and closer to the brink.

I moaned against his tongue as the burning tension at my core tightened, and when his thumb bumped up against my clit I jerked and shook. He pulled back for a moment, his eyes burning down into mine.

“Is this what you want, little girl?” he rasped.

I nodded, and then licked the rest of my juices from the skin around his mouth. With a growl like an angry bear, he took my mouth again, hard and rough so that my lips felt bruised while his tongue thrashed against mine. My back arched and I pressed myself up into him. Between my legs my walls pulsed and clasped at his thrusting fingers, and the pressure built up in coils of molten ecstasy until my muscles froze and I shattered against his hand and mouth.

He smothered my shriek with his tongue, thrusting it deep while his hand continued to pump lazily into my spasming pussy. I shivered and shook and moaned for what seemed like an hour before the bliss of the orgasm finally faded and I hung limply against him.

“Oh, Patrick,” I sighed.

I was still halfway out of it when his hands lifted me up and deposited me on the floor in front of him.

“The first one is free. The rest you have to work for.”

I blinked up at him and then my gaze went to the front of his charcoal suit pants. The bulge of his erection was even larger than I remembered from the occasions I’d seen it before, and even as I craved it, I quailed a little at the thought of it. When I looked up at his face, though, his expression was implacable.

“You wanted to be a slut, little girl. Sluts suck cock. Put those pretty lips to work.”

Golden tingles scorched through my center as I realized what he meant. I’d fantasized about holding his hard cock in my hand and even having it inside of me when I was feeling especially naughty, but I’d never dreamed of sucking on it. I felt a sudden urge to have it in my mouth, to taste his skin against my tongue, and my pussy gave a hard twinge and began fluttering all over again.

I had never been so unsure of myself in my life. With trembling fingers I unfastened his belt and slacks and let them fall to the ground. At my eye level the stiff shaft of his cock was clearly visible, outlined by the tight boxer briefs which molded against him like a second skin. Realization hit me that I was finally about to see the cock I’d been fantasizing about for the first time, and I gulped a little in anticipation. This was it. I bit my lip, then gripped the hem of his boxers and eased them downwards over the top of his erection.

His cock was rock hard and straining against the clingy cotton, and the swollen head bobbed towards me as it sprang free. Without thinking I grabbed it and held it twitching in my hand while a thick drop of precum swelled out of the tip and slowly ran down the shaft to my fingers. It felt enormous in my small hand and looked even bigger, while the purplish, bulbous head and thickly veined shaft made it appear even more intimidating.

There was no way it was ever going to fit inside of me.

I stroked my hand along the shaft, holding it lightly with my fingers and using the gooey precum as lubricant. It was warm to the touch, the skin soft and smooth like satin. Patrick shuddered as I squeezed him more tightly, but any hopes I’d had of him settling for letting me stroke him off vanished when his fingers slid into my hair and gripped the sides of my head.

“Use your mouth, Ashley,” he ordered.

“Yes, sir,” I whispered.

I drew the swollen head close to my mouth and gave it a tentative lick. The skin was sticky and salty with his precum, but it didn’t taste bad. Encouraged, I swirled my tongue around the head and the groove at the base. Patrick’s cock jumped a little in my hand when I licked him there, so I guessed it was a sensitive spot. I licked harder, and started to stroke my hand along his shaft again at the same time.

He moaned and his fingers tightened in my hair until it was almost painful. I was beyond caring, though, too excited by his cock to notice. My pussy was drenched again, so wet I was dripping down my thighs, and my breasts were hot and swollen under my bra. What I really wanted was something to fill the aching space between my legs, the need to have something there. I was almost to the point where I didn’t care how big the cock in my hands was, I just wanted to cram it in my hole until I was full and that itching need went away. Patrick wasn’t ready for that yet, though.

“Enough playing around,” he growled. “Suck my cock. Now.”

I opened my mouth as wide as I could and forced my lips over the swollen head. I had to strain a little to get it all in because it was so thick. My whimper went unnoticed, because Patrick shivered all over and groaned in pleasure.

“Oh, fuck yeah. Suck that cock.”

His fingers clenched in my hair and he pulled my face towards him, cramming still more of his manhood into my mouth. I swished my tongue around as the thick shaft glided across it, making him moan again. As it got deeper and neared my throat I had to fight not to choke and gag, but I was determined to be good for him so I took every bit of it even though my eyes were watering and it was hard to breathe.

For a long moment he held himself there with the head pushed into the back of my throat, and then he eased off and pulled halfway back. I sucked a deep breath through my nose and wrapped my slim fingers around him again, stroking him while I swirled my tongue around the part of him still inside of my mouth. Patrick’s breath hissed between his teeth and he thrust his hips forward so that he slid along my tongue. I relaxed and took him, my fist still wrapped around the base of his shaft, but this time he didn’t go so deep. His hands held my head still while he rocked back and forth, fucking my mouth. I looked up to find him watching me intently.

“I have dreamed of having those lips wrapped around my cock,” he breathed.

He had been dreaming of this? He had wanted me? My walls fluttered at the mental image of Patrick laying in bed at night and stroking his long, thick cock while he thought of me, and I clenched my thighs together trying to quench the gnawing ache between my legs. For a moment I lost our rhythm, but with my eyes still on his I got it back and redoubled my efforts to work his cock with my hand and mouth.

As I listened, Patrick’s breathing grew ragged, and the fingers threaded through my hair slowly clenched and unclenched in time with the rocking of his hips. He gave a gasp and then with a strangled cry shoved his cock deep to spurt hot cum into the back of my throat. When I choked and struggled, his hands held me firmly in place.

“Swallow it,” he ordered. “Swallow my cum.”

With his big cock in my mouth it wasn’t easy, but by using my tongue and working my throat muscles I got it all down. Patrick nodded in satisfaction, and his pleased smile made me feel warm all over.

“Good, Ashley,” he said as he gently withdrew his still-twitching manhood from my mouth. “You did that really well.”

I sank back on my knees and took deep gulps of cool air. Between having a mouth full of cock and a throat full of cum I’d barely been able to breathe. But I didn’t care. I’d just sucked Patrick’s dick and swallowed his cum, and he’d praised me for doing a good job. Besides, I was so hot and wet I could barely think straight. The burning need between my legs consumed me.

Luckily for me, he didn’t intend for me to suffer for long. He pulled me upright and then lifted me and set me back down onto the edge of the desk. Strong hands spread my thighs wide open, baring my gleaming, pink slit to his hungry gaze once more.

“Such a pretty pussy,” he murmured. “How many boys have gotten a taste?”

“None, Patrick,” I replied in a tiny voice.

Disbelief filled his eyes as he gazed down at me and slipped a finger into that sopping tunnel. “No one else has had this pussy? Are you telling me that you’re still a virgin?”

Embarrassed, I squirmed and looked away. “Yes, sir.”

He bent closer until his breath tickled warm against my ear. “But you’re going to give it to me, aren’t you, my lovely little virgin?”

I realized then that was exactly what I wanted—what I’d always wanted, deep down. This was what I’d been saving myself for.

“Yes, Patrick. It’s yours.”

“Damned right it is,” he rumbled. “You’re my little slut and this pussy is mine. No one else is going to touch it.”

He moved into the angle between my legs, his hands spreading them wider to make room for his body. Even though he’d just come a couple of minutes ago, his cock was already hard again and pointed straight at my slit. Tingles ran down my spine. I was finally going to do it. I was going to get my v-card punched—by Patrick.

“Yes, sir,” I agreed. “Fuck me. Fuck my little pussy with your big, hard cock.”

I gasped as he rubbed the spongy head against my clit, the pressure causing bursts of pleasure between my legs that took my breath away. I let my head loll back and lost myself to pure sensation as I grew wetter and wetter and the itching need inside me pulsed and swelled until I thought I’d die from it. I found my hips rocking to meet him while little whimpers came from my throat

“Patrick. Oh, Patrick.”

“That’s my little slut,” he murmured in approval. “You’re almost ready.”

I didn’t know how I could possibly be any more ready. My pussy was soaked and practically screaming for him to stuff his cock into me. I spread my legs wide as I could in invitation.

“Please, Patrick. I can’t wait anymore.”

But he kept on going, first rubbing his cock against my clit in slow whorls then running it along my slit. Each slow, deliberate stroke sent pulses of ecstasy through my center. My heart was pounding, and I stretched my legs out straight until even my toes were pointed, trying to hold myself together against the growing pressure below my bellybutton. He went faster and harder, pushing the soft, slick skin against my stiff little nub and dragging me closer to the peak of ecstasy.

This time when I came there was nothing to mute my cry of release. There was only Patrick looking down at me with a gleam of feral possessiveness in his eyes as I thrashed and shook in his arms with the steel shaft of his manhood pulsating slowly between us. Even while I was coming he continued to rub against me, drawing out the orgasm until it was almost painful.

Before the last aftershocks faded he drew back to give himself some room. His entire cock was slippery, coated in my juices. Gripping the shaft in one hand he positioned the head at the entrance then leaned in a little closer. For a moment nothing happened. I felt a growing pressure, then suddenly my opening gave way enough for the head to pop inside me.

I felt a sharp stab of pain as I stretched and the tip lodged there. With a cry I jerked upright, my ass coming all the way up off the desk. Only Patrick’s firm grip on my thighs kept me from pushing myself off of his cock and across the desk away from him. I felt like I had a bowling pin stuffed between my legs, and I couldn’t take any more.

“It’s too big,” I groaned. “Oh, Patrick, I can’t. It’s too big.”

“You can take it,” he assured me. “Be my good little slut and take it all, Ashley.”

My teeth worried my bottom lip, but I held still as he worked it slowly in and out. I was just getting used to it when he thrust forward and shoved half his length in at once. My fingernails bit into his shoulders and I cried out at the sudden pain inside, as though a bee had gotten into me somehow. Patrick’s hands glided to my hips and stroked me gently.

“It’s okay,” he breathed. “You’re okay. It’s over. It’ll stop hurting in a minute.”

My throat squeezed tight against my breath as he began to push deeper and my walls surrendered and gave way to him. Looking down I watched in fascination while his thick, veined shaft slowly disappeared inside of me. I couldn’t believe it. It was so freaking big. How could it all possibly fit inside of there?

Yet somehow it did. He came to rest against me, his fat rod crammed into my little hole until I felt like I was stuffed full, his balls pressed into my ass. He let out a long sigh and smiled down at me.

“Good girl. Are you ready?”

I bit my lip in uncertainty, but I nodded anyway. It was a little too late to be having second thoughts. With an answering nod, he pulled his cock halfway out of me and then eased back in again. My walls stretched and pulsed against him, and it felt so good I could hardly stand it. It was pleasure like I’d never imagined before, but somehow perfect.

Once he was satisfied that my pussy was ready for him, Patrick fucked me harder. His big hands squeezed my hips to hold me while he slammed his cock into my tight hole. The burning itch inside which I’d felt twice before swelled again, and the aching in my clit drew my fingers down to my root. While he fucked me with his thick pole, my fingers rubbed desperately at that fleshy pearl and my breath came in whooping gasps. I was going to come again.

“That’s it, Ashley,” he urged. “Rub your clit. I want to watch you come with my cock inside of you.”

The room seemed much hotter now, even though I was practically half-naked, and I flung my head back to try to get more air. His erection pounded into me until I felt like I was flying, wild and free, and my clit seemed to swell beneath my fingers. It felt too good, too intense, and the room went gray as it became too much for me to handle.

My pussy throbbed hard and then shuddered, clamping down on the rod inside of me as hot liquid flooded my tunnel. I bucked and the muscles in my ass squeezed down until my thighs quivered. In a rush my breath came back and I cried out sharply. Only once, though, for Patrick covered my mouth with his and drove his tongue into my mouth just like he was driving his cock into my pulsating cunt.

“My turn,” he gasped. “I’m going to fill you up with my cum.”

A flicker of fear nudged at me. “You’re not wearing a condom!” I squeaked.

“Fuck no,” he growled. “I hate those damned things.”

“But if you come inside of me, I could get pregnant!”

He laughed. “That’s just the risk you have to take.”

He lasted a few more seconds and then he moaned against my tongue and grunted. His cock jerked inside me as he slammed it home, and the warm jets of his cum spurted into the very bottom of my pussy. For a few seconds he held me with my tits squeezed against his chest, his manhood still buried in me to the hilt, and then he stepped back. His cock pulled free, glistening in the light with a thick mixture of both of our cum.

“You’re not finished,” he panted.

“What?”

Patrick pointed at his cock. “A good slut never lets cum go to waste. Get on your knees.”

Surely he didn’t mean…

When I didn’t move quickly enough for him, he dragged me off of his desk and shoved me to the floor in front of him. “Suck it clean.”

I wet my lips nervously, and reached out with my tongue. With an exasperated sigh, Patrick grabbed me by the hair and thrust his cock in my face. “Suck it. Like you did before.”

A little whimper died in my throat as his cock pushed into my mouth. I had to stretch my jaw to take him in, and even then it was a tight fit. The discomfort faded as I got my first taste of the mixture of our fluids, though. The taste of sex exploded against my tongue and sent jolts of excitement sizzling through my clit and still-pulsing cunt. Eager, now, I gripped the base of his shaft with my hand and pulled him deeper into my mouth.

“That’s better,” he breathed. “Suck it like a good little slut.”

I started to suck harder, and swirled my tongue around his shaft. I wanted it all. And Patrick intended for me to have it all. When the head hit the back of my throat his fingers tightened in my hair and he rocked his hips forward. In desperation I held my breath and tried to relax my throat to take him.

“See? I told you. You’re a natural cocksucker, Ashley.”

I moaned and sucked harder. My fingers wrapped around his balls and massaged them through his sack. He seemed to like that too, because his rod pulsed and swelled in my mouth.

“Enough,” he moaned, and pulled himself free, leaving me gasping for breath. “I’ll come down that lovely throat later. For now…”

My pussy throbbed. Having his cock in my mouth had me all wet and ready to go again.

“Please fuck me again,” I begged.

“Are you going to whine about condoms this time?”

“No, sir.” I didn’t care if he got me pregnant. I was his, now.

“All right, then.”

He bent me over the desk, like he had before when he spanked me. This time, though, it was his cock I felt on my ass rather than his hand. Wet as I was, this time he slid straight into me.

“Whose pussy is this?”

I moaned as he slammed into me, and reached between my legs for my clit. “It’s your pussy, Patrick.”

“Just remember that.” His hands caressed my flanks, then squeezed and spread my cheeks. “Remember that it’s all mine. And I’m going to have it all.”

A fingertip brushed against my asshole and I shivered. The thought of his thick cock going in there was scary, but I’d give him that too, if he wanted. I’d give anything to him.

His cock sloshed between my legs and my whole body shook with the force of his thrusts as he hammered into me. While I panted, Patrick rested his hand on my ass and pressed his thumb into the crack then wiggled it down until he found my anus. I tried to squeeze my cheeks together, but he slapped my butt hard with his other hand.

“Behave! A good little slut takes it up the ass, too.”

With a whimper deep in my throat I forced myself to relax. It was so dirty, but his playing back there sent pulses of heat spiraling down into my pussy. It felt so good that I began to rub back against him. When he pressed harder and the tip of his thumb pushed inside that tight ring I whimpered a little, but it wasn’t as uncomfortable as taking his cock in my pussy for the first time. He worked it around a little until it was moving freely then began fucking me in the ass with his thumb, matching each thrust as he pounded my body against the desk.

I grunted with each new penetration, doubly stuffed now. I’d never put anything into my ass before, never dreamed of it being enjoyable, but it felt good. Different than the cock in my pussy, but still good. Inside I burned, racked with pleasure so intense it might have been pain. I couldn’t tell the difference anymore.

I came again, with his cock in my pussy, his thumb in my ass, and his other hand gripping my hair and dragging my head back so my back was bowed. The room went gray and my pulse roared in my ears. I’d never had an orgasm like this, and it went on and on until I couldn’t stand it anymore.

“Patrick!” I cried out. “Oh, Patrick!”

“One more minute, baby,” he gasped. “I’m almost there.”

After a few more strokes he buried himself between my legs and I felt his cock jerking as his seed spurted into me again. My walls trembled and squeezed until our hot cream squished out around his shaft. Patrick sighed and let his weight press me into the desk until his cock stopped twitching, then he slowly withdrew it along with the thumb still stuck in my nether hole.

I felt so empty, drained and satisfied at the same time. I had to force myself upright, and let out a squawk when I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. My hair was completely wrecked, and my tears from earlier had caused my makeup to run so that I looked like a raccoon clown. With some effort I was able to straighten my clothes so that they only looked a little wrinkled, but I needed my purse to do anything with my hair and my thighs were sticky with our mingled cum.

Patrick pulled some hand wipes out of his desk and shoved them at me while he used one to wipe off his half-stiff cock.

“Clean yourself up.”

With a shrug I did as he said and was able to get the worst of the mess off of me. I really needed a shower, though, or better yet a long soak in the tub. My virgin little hole was beginning to ache from being stretched so much by his huge cock. I’d get used to it eventually, though. Because I was his now, and I wanted him to fuck me as often as possible.

I flinched a little though as I thought of him filling me with his boiling seed. What if I got pregnant? What would I tell my friends? Or my dad? Oh, shit. What would Dad say if he ever found out?

“Ashley!”

I blinked as I came back to Earth and realized Patrick had been talking to me. He was already dressed and watching me with exasperation.

“I’m sorry. What did you say?”

“I want you to go home.”

Relief flooded through me. Garden tub, here I come!

“Put on some damned panties and then get your ass back up here and get back to work.”

I blinked again. I couldn’t have heard him right. “What?”

“The work day isn’t over, Ashley. The phones aren’t going to answer themselves, and you’ve still got filing to do. You just aren’t going to keep flashing that juicy little ass at the rest of the office while you’re doing it.”

Reaching around me, he pulled me tightly against his hard body and clamped his hands down on the flesh in question. “This is mine,” he rasped into my ear, “along with the rest of you. No one else better get so much as a glimpse, or I’ll spank you until you have to sleep standing up. Understood?”

I started gushing all over again. “Yes, sir.”

He let me go with a wink and a quick swat that had just enough force behind it to sting. “Now scoot. I’ve got work to do, too. I can’t spend all my time disciplining you—as entertaining as that is.”

I walked away, half-stunned, still barely able to believe what had just happened. Had I really just given Patrick my virginity? And now what was going to happen? Was he going to keep fucking me at the office? What about outside of work? What was going to happen when Dad found out? It was going to take time to understand it all and adjust to this new situation.

All I really knew was that my life would ever be the same again.

The End
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Sneak Peek: 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 to his 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.”

Continue reading Personal Assistant for My Dad’s Best Friend 2…
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