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Rough Morning In The Office (Curvy Office Pet, #2)

About the Author


Penny went straight to bed after leaving Mr. Olsen's office, completely sated from his fucking. She didn't see his text until the next morning when she checked the time on her phone.

Mr. Olsen: do not wear a bra or panties when you come in. That's an order.

Penny's face flushed. She could already feel wetness between her legs. She already needed to come but there wasn't enough time. She hardly had time to get ready like normal. After a shower, she went to her closet and gave every item of clothing she owned a critical inspection.

In the end, she chose a flowy skirt with a tailored button up blouse. The satin lining of her skirt caressed her bare bottom with every movement. It would only take a single gust of wind to show the world that she wasn't wearing anything underneath.

She kept the first three buttons of her blouse unbuttoned, putting ample cleavage on display. She'd just finished applying lipstick in an alluring shade of red when there was a knock at the door. She looked through the peephole and saw an unfamiliar man wearing a black suit and chauffeur's hat waiting patiently. She opened the door a crack.

"Good morning," she said.

"Good morning, Miss Lewis," the man said and tipped his cap. "I'm Collins, Mr. Olsen sent me to collect you and take you to work today."

"I see," she said. "Well, I just need another second and I'll be right out."

The chauffeur nodded and Penny closed the door carefully. She took a picture of her cleavage on her phone and sent it to Mr. Olsen. She was gathering her purse and looking for her keys when he replied.

Mr. Olsen: I need to cover those tits in my come as soon as possible

Penny: Is that why you sent Jeeves to drive me to work? ;)

Mr. Olsen: Collins knows all the shortcuts. He'll get you here before you know it

Penny: That's good. I can't wait to see you
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Collins didn't just know all the shortcuts. He also drove like he was in a police chase. A commute that usually took 30 minutes on a good day, took Collins fifteen.

"Did we just cut across a food court?" She asked.

"Of course not," Collins said brightly. Then more softly and unsure, he said, "Probably not."
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Penny opened the door to Mr. Olsen's office slowly and poked her head in. She wasn't surprised to find him already sitting at his desk, drumming his fingers on the wood. He must've been running his fingers through his hair as well considering how tousled his dark curls were.

"Good morning, sir," she said as she entered. "I'm sorry I'm late. I believe you wanted me to already be here when you came in."

"Under this desk with your pretty mouth open for me," he said. 

"I remember," she said softly when she reached his desk. 

His blue eyes darkened with lust. She leaned against the desk, facing him while he ran a hand slowly up her thigh. 

"Were you a good girl this morning?" He asked, his fingers sliding between her legs.

"Yes, sir," she moaned. 

Two fingers stroked her clit lightly, making her inner walls clench. 

"Don't tell me you're so close already," he chuckled low, pushing his two fingers into her.

She only moaned in reply. Her walls squeezed around his fingers. 

"My slutty pet," he said affectionately. "You know I couldn't sleep last night because of you?"

His fingers curled inside her, brushing against her g-spot. 

"I'm sorry, sir," she gasped.

"Good," he said. "Your holes should always be available to me."

He sped up his fingers, making her squeak.

"You'll live with me from now on," he said. "I told Collins to bring you things to my place."

She gasped again, half from the pleasure and half from what he just said.

"Sir?" She asked.

"I told you when you started that this was a 24/7 job," he said. 

His thumb rubbed her clit now while his fingers kept teasing her g-spot. She pressed her thighs together, trapping his hand. Her hips bucked. 

"Yes, but..." she moaned. 

She could barely think. Her climax was almost in reach. Her brain tried to return its focus to the possibility of moving in with Mr. Olsen. But she didn't want to think about whether it was a good idea or not. She didn't want to try to explain that it seemed inappropriate. 

"There's so much I need to teach you, sweetness," he purred. "Don't you want to be my pet?"

"Yes!" She exclaimed. She was almost there. 

Mr. Olsen withdrew his hand from between her legs. She couldn't stop trembling with need. 

"Sir, please," she whined.

"Do you need to come, sweetness?" He asked with faked innocence. 

"Yes," she panted. 

"How badly do you need it?" He growled.

"Desperately, I'll die, I'll go crazy if I can't come soon! Please, sir," she said.

"That's just a taste of how you make me feel all the time," he said, caressing her knee. "It was hard enough when I didn't know you wanted me but now that I know how good your pussy feels, I can't go a night without you."

Soft warmth spread over her body. She smiled shyly. 

"Sir," she whispered tenderly. 

He smiled back and leaned forward to kiss the side of her knee. He sighed.

"I need you to make a call for me," he said with a hint of regret. "You have much more responsibilities now so you'll need to delegate some of your old workload. You need to call HR and tell them to look for an administrative assistant."

She giggled.

"So my primary duty is to be your...?"

"My pet, yes," he said and winked. "My slut. My own personal whore."

"I see," she said and picked up the phone. 

Their eyes fixed on each other as she dialed to the HR department. 

"HR department, this is Gina speaking. How can I help you?" A voice on the speakerphone asked. 

"Oh, hi. Um, is Jen in?" Penny Lewis asked.

"No, she's at a conference this week. I'm filling in for her," Gina answered. 

Mr. Olsen knelt between Penny's legs and smirked. He placed a deep kiss on her inner thigh. She flinched, ticklish. 

"This is Penny Lewis, Mr. Olsen's assistant," she said, struggling to keep her voice even.

"Ah," Gina said with audible disapproval.

Mr. Olsen held Penny's round hips and leaned forward. His tongue brushed against her folds. She had to purse her lips to keep herself from moaning.

"He wanted to add an administrative assistant to the team," she breathed. 

"Seriously?" Gina asked. 

He nibbled on her still over sensitive clit, making her jump. 

"Yes," Penny gasped and quickly covered her mouth with both hands. 

He alternated between swirling his tongue around her clit and nipping at it with his teeth. Her eyes fluttered shut. She moaned into her hands. 

"We need a personnel request form, signed by him," Gina said as if expecting Mr. Olsen to be too unreliable to actually do so. "Then I'll have to contact accounting to confirm if there's room in the budget."

Mr. Olsen pushed two fingers into Penny. He hummed as he sucked on her clit. Her hips rocked on his desk. 

"Mm hmm?" she moaned. 

"I'll email you a blank personnel request form. You're going to have to explain why you need to hire more people," Gina said. "And accounting is going to want a bit more than 'because I went to'."

He thrust his fingers in and out fast, sucking mercilessly on her helpless nub. Her thighs twitched against his face. 

"But... he's the CEO," Penny breathed. 

"And he already signed off on the quarterly expenses. Which didn't include money for a new assistant," Gina replied harshly. "Seriously, these suits always seem to forget that the company revenue isn't their personal piggy bank."

"Y-yeah," she moaned. The pressure between her legs was climbing higher and higher.

Mr. Olsen interpreted Penny's moan as a request for more. He rubbed harder on her g-spot. Her body shuddered. She wasn't sure she could keep holding back. She breathed hard through her nose.

"Are you okay?" Gina asked.

"Yes, of course!" Penny exclaimed. "I-I'm fine."

"If you're worried you're being replaced-"

"I'm not!" She insisted. "Really."

"Okay..." She said, clearly not believing her. "I just emailed you the blank form. Oh. I seem to have forgotten to cc Mr. Olsen. I guess you'll have to forward it to him."

"Yes, thank you," she gasped. "Bye!"

"Bye."

Penny listened for the click of the phone hanging up. Then she gripped the edge of Mr. Olsen's desk and moaned over and over. Her toes curled. But she was still just barely holding her orgasm back.

"Oh God, sir!" She screamed. 

"You want to come, sweetness?" He asked, his thumb taking over for his mouth.

"Yes, please, sir! Let me come!" She begged.

"How do you want to come? On my hand or on my cock?" He purred into her ear.

"Your cock, sir," she gasped. "I need to come on your cock."

He was already unbuckling his belt and unzipping his slacks with his free hand. He gripped her knees hard, spreading her legs wide apart. He pushed his cock into her soaking cunt slowly, pushing deep into her. 

She leaned her head back and groaned. Now that she'd lost her virginity, she could better savor how his thick cock stretched and scraped her inner walls. She was so full, she could hardly think. He tore her blouse open, scattering buttons everywhere. 

"Oh, sir!" She squealed. 

He moved his hips hard and fast. His eyes were fixed on her breasts as they bounced and jiggled to his rhythm. He growled and licked his lips. The predatory glint in his eyes made her nipples stiffen into painful points. 

"You like when I pound into you, my little slut?" He growled.

She nodded and kept moaning. She dug her nails into the desk's wood. He grunted low. Her walls seemed to be strangling his cock. He lost his rhythm and slammed his cock into her even harder. She whimpered. She could feel his cock twitch inside her.

"Sir," she whined. 

"Sounds like you need to come," he chuckled. "Alright, since you've been such a good girl, come on my cock."

She breathed out. She came in waves. She ground her hips against him as she screamed. He grunted and tightened
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