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I put my tablet down when my phone rang. The
ring tone told me immediately who it was. Not that I had many
people calling me, especially not on a Sunday noon.

“Sir?”

“I want to see you in the up-stairs dining
room, Michael. Naked, please,” Mr. Thornton told me.

I frowned for a moment, confused by the
request, then I recalled that he’d planned a test of my table
manners this Sunday. I’d almost forgotten. A glance at my phone
told me that it was a few minutes before 1 pm. Perfect time for
lunch. I’d planned on heading down to kitchen and making myself a
sandwich, but now it looked as if I would be eating with Mr.
Thornton.

I took a deep breath to calm myself. “I’ll
be right up, sir.”

Being ordered around by Mr. Thornton was
nothing new. After all, I was his live-in sex-toy. It was my job to
jump and make myself available whenever he wanted me. Even showing
up naked wasn’t exactly unusual. But naked in the up-stairs
dining-room? I had the uneasy feeling that his test of my manners
would involve more than just food. Maybe another plug? In addition
to being naked? My cock twitched and started to fill with blood. I
glared down at it.

Licking my suddenly dry lips, I stepped out
of my worn jeans and took off my t-shirt.

I glanced at myself in the big mirror. If he
wanted me naked, I would show up naked. He would have his reason
and knowing Mr. Thornton, they would involve sex. Painful,
humiliating, and mind-blowing sex.

I smoothed a hand over my flat stomach and
checked myself out. Lately, I’d made use of the fact that there was
a private gym in Mr. Thornton’s penthouse. A gym I was allowed to
use as often as I wanted to. Realizing that I’d started to work out
regularly, Mr. Thornton had even hired a private trainer for me. We
worked together several times a week and he was as bad-ass a Mr.
Thornton when it came to pushing me to my limits.

I’d already been in decent shape before I
started working for Mr. Thornton, but these days I looked better
than ever. Still pretty, but now with a few more well-defined
muscles and a hint of hardness. I recently had had my blond hair
cut and the difference between a 10$ and a $200 hair-cut showed.
Somehow it looked more refined, emphasizing the shape of my face
and drawing attention to my full mouth. I’d been told before that I
had cocksucker lips and now found myself agreeing with the men
who’d said it.

At least I was an expensive cocksucker. Mr.
Thornton paid me more than I’d made in my previous job and on top
of that came perks like room-and-board, phone, use of the gym, and
Mr. Thornton’s library. He even paid for some of my clothes. All in
all, my current living-expenses were almost zero, aside from the
money I spent on the occasional snack, music, and comics.

I grimaced at myself, aware that I was
dallying. I took a deep breath and opened the door, stepping
outside. A glance around showed me that the hall was empty. I
quickly headed in the direction of the dining-room, praying
fervently that I wouldn’t encounter any of the other employees.

I was getting used to walking around the
penthouse while naked. It was even easy, when I knew that it was
just me and Mr. Thornton. Which was mostly in the evenings and at
night when Mrs. Ballard had retired to her own apartment and all
the other servants had gone home. During the day, though, the
chance of running into someone was high.

I hated those encounters with the other
employees, didn’t matter if it was someone from the cleaning staff,
Mr. Thornton’s assistant, or the men who took care of Mr.
Thornton’s security. They always left me flushed with shame and
filled with the urge to hide. Even though most of them never said
anything or stared at me, it was still uncomfortable and
embarrassing. It was even worse when I was returning to my room
after a hard session with Mr. Thornton. Then, I would be bruised,
sweaty, cum would be dripping out of me, and I would look like a
total wreck—used and abused.

Of course, I was aware of the fact that all
of the other employees knew why I was here and what my duties
entailed. I probably wasn’t the first boy Mr. Thornton had hired. I
also wouldn’t be the last. Once he grew tired of me, I would be
replaced by someone else who’d caught his interest and agreed to
his terms. After all, he always stressed that this was a business
relationship. It also meant that he could fire me at any moment.
Not that I wanted to be fired. By now, it wasn’t even the money
that kept me here. Or not only the money, not any longer.
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