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Chapter 1

 


I’d been in the library when Mr. Thornton
called and ordered me to join him in his office. Calls from him
during the day time were rare even though I had been told to expect
them. Still, it had taken me by surprise. The order to join him in
his office—not the private one in his penthouse but his more public
one—was an even bigger surprise.

Once I was dressed, I headed down into the
underground garage where Simon, Mr. Thornton’s driver and main
bodyguard, waited for me. I was a bit disappointed to see that he
was driving the big limousine and had the divider up. There was no
chance to milk him for information about what was going on. Simon
might come across as the big and taciturn type but there wasn’t
much he missed. He would have to, considering that he was Mr.
Thornton’s main bodyguard and the head of his private security. If
you worked for a man like Mr. Thornton, you had to be the best of
the best.

Simon dropped me off at the company’s
headquarters, a skyscraper where Mr. Thornton’s office took up most
of one floor and provided an astonishing view over the river and
parts of the city. I’d only been here once before, so I was curious
why he wanted to see me and what he would have in store for me. As
I was his live-in sex toy, I knew it had to involve sex. But what
kind? It was already too late for a lunch-time quickie. Mr.
Thornton also wasn’t really the type to do quickies. Every
encounter with him so far had been lengthy, drawn out, and
following some kind of script. You could even call it carefully
choreographed and elaborate.

Heading into the building, I quickly made up
my way to Mr. Thornton’s floor. During my first visit, Ms Kincaid,
Mr. Thornton’s personal assistant—a scarily effective and
formidable black woman—had equipped me with the necessary key cards
and shown me around so that I would have no trouble slipping in
whenever Mr. Thornton wanted to see me. My presence in Mr.
Thornton’s household wasn’t exactly a secret. The staff knew about
me and what my duties were. Hard not to, since I often would walk
around naked, with bruises on my back and ass, and cum dripping out
of my well-used hole or scattered over my body.

Despite that, I tried to be unobtrusive
while I slipped into the private elevator that would take me
directly to Mr. Thornton’s office. Once the elevator stopped, I
stepped out and walked down the corridor that led to what I liked
to call the inner sanctum of the company. The carpet under my feet
was thick and soft and my steps were barely audible. In passing, I
was able to glance at my reflection in the windows and glass-doors
that led to some other executive offices and a conference room.

Even without any instructions, I’d dressed
up so that I would blend in more easily. I wasn’t exactly a very
conceited man and had never given much thought to my looks but even
so I had to admit that I looked really good. The suit was bespoke
and it showed. It emphasized my longs legs, making them look even
longer. The pants also did a good job of showing off my ass. I’d
been told that it was one of my best features, next to my
cocksucker lips. Mr. Thornton seemed to like it was well,
especially when he could take a paddle or belt to it. Or use his
hand.

I continued my appraisal of my assets. The
suit’s jacket drew attention to my broad shoulders and slim waist.
I grinned at myself, still not quite believing that this was really
me. Obviously, it would be even better if I were here for my
accounting and math skills and not because I had a tight ass and a
high capacity for pain. But, Mr. Thornton was more interested in my
body and in fucking me than in anything else. I’d learned to live
with it. After my last boss had set me up, I really hadn’t had much
of a choice. Better the paid fuck-toy of a generous billionaire
than working the clubs and going with everyone who waved a few
bills in my direction.

Ms. Kincaid barely looked away from her
computer screen. She just glanced up and nodded in greeting before
she pointed to the door that led into Mr. Thornton’s office.

“Go right in. He’s
expecting you.”

I didn’t waste any time in trying to make
small talk with her. She looked busy and, even more importantly,
Mr. Thornton was expecting me. I might like pain and enjoy the
things he did to me, but that didn’t mean that I wanted to get
punished. A perfunctorily knock and I opened the door, slipping
inside.

The office was huge and separated into
several areas. The massive and imposing desk directly opposite the
door was the thing that first drew my attention. The office-layout
was probably designed that way. Today, though, the chair behind the
desk was empty. A glance around showed me that Mr. Thornton was in
the corner that served as a sitting area. It consisted of a low,
wide sofa with two matching armchairs as well as a glass table:
Elegant and comfortable.

Mr. Thornton sat in one of the armchairs and
he wasn’t alone.

You would think, after working for the man
for months while regularly getting fucked and beaten by him, I
would be used to the impact he had on me. Except it wasn’t that
way. There was just something about him that made my insides clench
with anticipation while my knees turned to jelly and my cock
hardened. It was more than just his looks—and for his age Mr.
Thornton was still a very attractive man. Tall, with a rangy, yet
muscular build, piercing brown eyes and brown hair that showed the
first signs of silver at the temples. The really captivating thing,
though, was the way he carried himself and how he just commandeered
attention and immediate obedience.

I glanced at the other man and hesitated. I
hadn’t expected someone else to be present as well. Had I
interrupted an important meeting? Surely, Ms. Kincaid would have
said something, yet she’d simply told me to go in with no mention
that Mr. Thornton was with someone else right now.

I looked at the man again. The only time I’d
encountered some of Mr. Thornton’s business partners had been
during the gang-bang that had originally brought me to Mr.
Thornton’s attention. They had all been like him, older and
powerful, easy with their wealth and influence.

This man struck me as too young to be part
of that crowd, too young and also too uneasy. Like Mr. Thornton,
the stranger was dressed in a conservative three-piece suit with a
muted tie. Yet, where Mr. Thornton managed to make suits look like
a statement—a powerful one at that—the other man looked just like
any other office drone. A well-built one in an expensive suit
maybe, but still someone who was easy to overlook or ignore.

I turned my attention back to Mr. Thornton.
“You wanted to see me, sir?”

He nodded, looking at me. “Please get
undressed, Michael.”

As usual, Mr. Thornton’s polite words were
at odds with his actual request

I quickly glanced at the other man again
before I obeyed and started to take off my clothes. I made sure to
fold everything carefully and place them on a chair, with my shoes
underneath it.

I knew better than to disobey one of Mr.
Thornton’s orders. Audience or no audience. I still had a vivid
recollection of the last time I’d hesitated. The cane biting into
my ass, the pain but also the rush of pleasure that came with the
pain. The welts and bruises had gone down by now, but I had no real
interest in a repeat punishment. At least that’s what I told
myself. I definitely didn’t want to earn myself some form of
discipline in front of one of Mr. Thornton’s acquaintance. In this
kind of situation the punishment would probably be worse. I might
like pain but humiliation wasn’t really my thing—not that that had
ever stopped Mr. Thornton.

Once I was naked, I hesitated for a moment
then went to my knees and assumed the position.

The other man inhaled sharply but I kept my
attention on Mr. Thornton. A brief, barely perceptible nod from him
told me that I’d made the right decision. I settled in to wait.

Fortunately, or maybe unfortunately, I
didn’t have to wait for long because Mr. Thornton indicated that I
should come closer. Gritting my teeth, knowing only too well what
he wanted, I went down on my hands and knees and crawled over to
him. I kept my eyes on Mr. Thornton and tried my best to ignore the
stranger. By the amused light in Mr. Thornton’s brown eyes, he knew
exactly how unhappy and uncomfortable I was. Was this another one
of his tests? Or another attempt to push me? Later, he probably
would make me pay for ignoring his guest. Or maybe not? It was
always hard to tell with Mr. Thornton. He liked my little
rebellions, yet he also always punished me whenever I acted out or
pushed back.

Once I was in front of him, I went back into
position, offering myself. By now, my cock was almost fully hard
and bobbing up eagerly.

Mr. Thornton was watching me
thoughtfully.

“He’s very pretty, don’t
you agree, Nigel?” he suddenly asked, without looking away from
me.

The other man—Nigel—nodded. “Yes. He sure
is. Very pretty. A real beauty. Where do you find them?”

He sounded awed and aroused. I briefly
looked at him, noting the hungry way with which he was staring at
me. He seemed to devour me with his eyes especially my ass and
cock.

Mr. Thornton smirked knowingly, his eyes
briefly meeting mine. His smirk deepened into something that might
be a smile.

“The key is not the where
but to find one with the right kind of potential. Beauty alone
isn’t enough. Pretty boys are easy to find. But it takes the right
kind of attitude and a deep-seated need. Once that is present,
training is mostly a pleasure and seldom a chore.” He waved at me.
“Take Michael here. He is very eager to please. He knows what’s
good for him. He’s also very hungry.”
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