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~ * ~ * ~


Being a human sex-toy turned out to be a lot
more boring than I’d expected.

Mr. Thornton, my new and filthily rich
billionaire Master, was something of a workaholic. He spent a lot
of time at the office or in meeting which often ran long. That was
time I had for myself. My services were only required when he
decided to take some time off, usually in the evenings or on
Sundays.

At least I’d been equipped with a laptop and
a phone. So I was able to keep myself occupied. The phone, of
course, was mainly so that Mr. Thornton could contact me whenever
he felt like it. I did have time off, but I had to request and
schedule it. Usually either with Mr. Thornton himself, or with Ms.
Kincaid, Mr. Thornton’s rather fearsome and real personal
assistant. She hadn’t even blinked an eye when Mr. Thornton had
introduced me and told her that I might be by on occasion. She was
probably already used to Mr. Thornton’s eccentricities and earned
the big bucks because she knew how to keep her mouth shut. I, at
least, felt relieved that I had been dressed when Mr. Thornton had
introduced us. I wondered how many other young men Mr. Thornton had
kept before me. And how long I would last.

The actual sex so far had consisted mostly
of more lessons in patience. I’d spent a lot of time just sucking
Mr. Thornton’s cock. At his pace of course, going slow and even
slower. At least by now I’ve mastered to deep-throat his massive
cock without gagging on it. He still regularly managed to choke me,
though. By now I was convinced that he liked having me struggle on
his cock, splutter and cough, and fight for air. It seemed to be
something that turned him on and being able to punish me for
failing was just an added bonus.

Just thinking about this had my cock
stirring in interest. I glared down at it and with a sigh fell back
on the bed. There wasn’t much chance that something would happen
today. I was allowed to jerk off but wasn’t really in the mood for
it. It just wouldn’t be enough. I wanted something more. Something
real. Like Mr. Thornton’s cock.

At the moment, though, Mr. Thornton was away
on a business trip and had left me behind. Not that I had expected
to join him during his trips. With him gone I was left twiddling my
thumbs. I was bored out of my mind, left wondering when he would be
back, and what I should do with myself while he was gone. So much
for being a live-in BDSM sex-toy.

To occupy myself, I’d tried reading and
studying, but found it hard to concentrate. My thoughts again and
again wandered to Mr. Thornton, wondering about my place in his
life and the things he was going to do to me over the course of the
next weeks and months. He’d made some vague comments about further
training before he’d left, but nothing concrete. Just enough that I
was left fretting and wondering. Training sounded both exciting and
ominous.

The ringing of my phone dragged me out of my
thoughts. It was Mr. Thornton’s ring. After a surprised moment, I
scrambled to answer.

He was back? Already? He usually only called
me when he wanted sex. Did that mean he was back from his business
trip? There was not much point in calling me from his hotel suite,
was there? But wouldn’t I have noticed him returning to the
penthouse?

Despite my own eagerness, I tried to sound
calm and professional when I answered the phone. So far our
encounters had always felt like emotionless business-transactions
with the addition of mind-blowing, incredibly hot sex.

“Sir?”

It wasn’t easy to hide my excitement.
Finally an end to my boredom, but I was also apprehensive and
anxious. I never knew what he might demand from me. Every encounter
so far had been an experience that had left me shaken, exhausted,
sore, and fully satiated.

“Join me in the playroom,
Michael,” he ordered.

I closed my eyes at the sound of his deep
voice, then frowned when his words registered. Playroom? What
playroom?

“The playroom, sir?” I
asked because I had no idea what he was talking about. So far all
of our encounters had taken place in his office. A playroom? I
wasn’t sure what to make of that. It sounded ominous and exciting.
The muscles in my ass clenched and my cock twitched. He’d had
occasionally mentioned taking my lessons to the next level,
teaching me more about pain and submission. Was tonight going to be
one of those lesson? I shuddered and my nipples tightened. After
weeks without I was more than ready.
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