

[image: Cover]




The Contractual Commitment




The Masked Master #5




Marco May




Copyright © 2021 by Marco May




All characters are age 18 and over.




This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.




Find more books from Marco May at http://www.indieerotica.com/marco-may/




The Contractual Commitment




A month passed by, and it was a Monday night. By now, I’d seen Sir more than thirty times. I only knew it was that many because we’d hooked up every single night after we’d had our first and only video call, plus the two nights before that. We’d bonded without mentioning it, or so it felt that way.

I’d already told Jamal King he could spend the night next weekend since he hadn’t been able to with me being so busy with Sir. Jamal was my best friend, and I didn’t want to ignore him over a man. I didn’t want to be that guy.

It still surprised me that Sir had made time for me every single night when I remembered he was supposedly busy. Maybe he wanted to speed up the anal-stretching process so we could go our separate ways like we were supposed to have been by now. What had started as a one-time playdate turned into something more that I’d never forget.

During those nights, Sir had loosened up my hole with his fingers and various dildos, the both of us jerking off together each time. (I hadn’t always been allowed to come.) Tonight was finally the night for him to try his monster cock inside me for the first time. He’d take my virginity, since I’d gain more experience. I’d even accepted my small size as a cocklet when I’d initially had issues with that reference.

After showering and douching, I played on the Nintendo in my room, wearing my wireless earbuds while waiting for Sir to call me. I had to admit I’d miss him. While he hadn’t mentioned tonight would be the last hookup, I just assumed so because he’d take my virginity and leave, just as we’d planned. Why did I frown at the thought, though?

My phone rang at a few minutes past ten. I grabbed it and checked the screen: Restricted. My mood lifted higher because I looked forward to hooking up with Sir in a few minutes. I tried shoving aside the thought of possibly seeing him a final time. I didn’t want our night together to be ruined because of my emotions.

I answered, “Hello?”

“Adrian?” Sir’s deep and butch voice was always sexier than my dull, medium-pitch one with the occasional crack.

“Yeah, hi.”

“Are you available right now?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good boy. See you shortly.” He ended the call before giving me the chance to depart properly. It was just how he was, and I’d accepted it.

I was already prepared. So, I left my room door open to let Tuxxy wander around like the territorial cat he was. Off I went, and in just a few minutes, I parked my car at Sir’s place and got out.

It was a warm summer night. I wore a tank top, gym shorts, and flip-flops to keep it cooler and simple. After all, I was only here to hook up with Sir and continue the anal-stretching process so that I could finally take his monster cock up my virgin ass. But was tonight really the final time?

I smiled at the house as I reached closer. There was something special about Sir’s quaint bungalow. It wasn’t that it was small and cozy like many were here in our Michigan suburb; it was his basement full of dark desires that made me hard, horny, and heavy-hearted. I’d learned things down there that I’d never known I’d like. I’d taken the pain from being paddled, I’d had my hole played with, I’d come hard and licked it all up, and I’d received the sweetest of kisses that made me melt. Tonight would be my thirty-plus time there, and as a virgin who’d never had any sexual experience or even been kissed until I’d met Sir, I’d remember his home forever.

Then, my smile weakened. Did I mean anything to Sir? I wasn’t supposed to, just like he wasn’t supposed to mean anything to me. But why couldn’t I stop feeling confused? Why couldn’t I fully accept that I’d never see him again once he took my virginity?
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