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The door to Mr. Thornton’s office stood open
and, as he’d just called me to come and join him, I slipped inside
without knocking. He sat in the wide chair in front of the
book-shelves, long legs stretched out and crossed at the ankle.

I headed over to him and flowed down to my
knees, moving smoothly into position. For a few seemingly endless
minutes, Mr. Thornton just studied me. It was one of those things
he enjoyed doing but by now I’d learned to deal with it. I just
concentrated on my breathing while I waited for him to say or do
anything. I took the chance to unobtrusively study him in
return.

His appearance had taken me by surprise the
moment I’d noticed it. He was a very attractive man, tall and lean
with a strong, very masculine face. His brown hair was starting to
turn silver, mostly at his temples, adding a touch of
sophistication to his already impressive and sharp appearance.

Yet, it wasn’t his outer appearance that
always hit me like a punch to the face, it was his air of
authority. One look and I was unable to disobey. I still tried,
occasionally, because I knew that he liked my little bursts of
defiance and attitude.

Up until now, I’d only ever seen him in
various suits, usually three-piece and all bespoke, and with
hand-made leather shoes. He was always the perfectly groomed
business man, showing off his wealth in the quality of his
garments. Tonight, though, he was wearing leather. Not new leather
but worn, well-maintained leather. Leather pants, a simple white
dress shirt with the arms rolled up and the top buttons were
undone, as well as heavy biker boots.

He looked completely different and
incredibly hot. My cock had already been half-hard when I’d walked
in and now was fully hard. I really hoped that he had sex in mind
because I was already itching for a good, hard fuck. Maybe a
spanking or whipping first as a warm-up and to put us both in the
right mood. Or maybe even something more intricate. A bondage scene
involving some toys sounded really nice. As long as it was just us,
me and Mr. Thornton. I really hoped that he had no plans of
inviting another man to join us. At least not tonight.

I was still pondering my reaction to being
shared by Mr. Thornton with Nigel and the things Mr. Thornton’s
bodyguard/driver Simon had told me while he drove me home. He’d
warned me that Mr. Thornton wanted to own me completely. And if I
was being honest, I liked the idea of being owned by Mr.
Thornton.

At least for me, out arrangement had stopped
being solely about money a while ago. Yet, I wasn’t too happy about
this new development in our relationship. The contract I’d signed
when I agreed to be his live-in sex-toy started very clearly that
he had the right to share me with others or to do whatever he
wanted with me within certain bounds.

Yet, he’d never done so until recently. It
had left me shaken and confused. I didn’t want to leave. Not yet at
least. On the other hand, maybe leaving was the better option,
especially if he continued sharing me with men like Nigel. The
whole encounter had just been off. What if Mr. Thornton just handed
me over to another man without supervising the whole encounter?
With Nigel, Mr. Thornton had been there to direct the scene and
intervene when Nigel wanted to do something Mr. Thornton didn’t
approve off. If I was alone with a stranger, there was no knowing
what might happen.

While I’d been pondering all these things,
Mr. Thornton had been studying me intently in return. I knew my
position was perfect. He’d made me practice often enough. I also
knew that I looked good. I’d always been pretty with long legs and
a tight ass but now that I was living with Mr. Thornton at his
luxurious penthouse, I had the chance to work out regularly, to eat
healthily, and even get beauty treatments. I’d had a waxing only a
few days ago so that I was completely bare and my skin smooth and
soft.

I tensed when Mr. Thornton shifted in his
chair and leaned forward.

“We’re going out tonight, Michael.”

I just nodded. We’d gone out before. Or
rather he’d taken me out. When I’d signed my sex-slave-contract,
I’d also signed an NDA. I’d expected to be his dirty secret, kept
locked away in his penthouse. Yet, one night, he’d taken me to one
of the best and fanciest restaurants, obviously not caring that
people would see us together and wonder just who I might be.

He might not have cared. I, on the other
hand, had been a wreck, nervous and totally distracted by the
vibrating plug in my ass. I’d barely been able to appreciate the
location much less the food. The sex in the car afterward had been
great though.

Based on the way he was dressed, I doubted
that we were heading out for dinner.

Mr. Thornton leaned forward and grabbed my
chin to pull pulled my head up. “I want you on your best behavior
tonight, Michael. No glares, no eye-rolling, no pouting and
internal grumbling. One hint of attitude and you’ll regret it. Are
we clear?”

I froze, staring up at him. I could see how
serious I was. Often, he seemed amused or entertained by my
attitude and little push backs. He would still punish me for them,
but never in a way to serve as a real deterrent. I sometimes even
did thing just so that he would be amused and had a reason to
punish me. I loved feeling his hands on my ass. Somehow, when he
punished me for my attitude, it felt more as if this was something
he thought he should do just for the sake of it, and less like
something aimed at correcting my behavior.

This,
though, was different. I could see it in the set of his mouth and
the hard expression of his eyes. If I screwed things up, he
wouldn’t play around and I would probably regret it. So far I’d
managed to avoid committing any serious infractions and earning me
a real punishment. I actually wanted to please him. At first, it
had been about the money. After being blacklisted by my former
boss, I hadn’t been able to find a real job and when it came to
prostitution, one filthily rich guy with a penthouse willing to pay
a generous monthly stipend, was better than numerous guys only
willing to pay pennies.

But, the more time I spend with him, the
closer we got, the more I just wanted to please him just for the
sake of pleasing him, not because of the money. I wanted his
approval and for that, I was willing to do everything he asked of
me.

I quickly nodded. “Yes, sir. Perfect
behavior.”

I hope I sounded sincere enough for him.

Mr. Thornton kept staring at me until he
finally gave one, sharp nod.

“Good.”

He pointed to one of the cabinets standing
on the wall along the other side of the room. “I have chosen some
clothes for you, specifically for tonight. Go and put them on.”

I quickly
hurried to obey. Turned out the clothes he’d picked out for me,
weren’t really clothes or only clothes if you used a very loose
definition of that term. Confused, I held the thing up and studied
it. It looked like a collection of leather straps and metal chains.
One part might be a thong. At least there was a pouch that might
work to barely cover a cock.

I jumped slightly when Mr. Thornton suddenly
chuckled. I glanced around and saw that he was standing directly
behind me. He took the mess out of my hand and did something with
it before holding it out again.
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