
        
            [image: cover]
        

    



 


 


 


 


Billionaire’s Toy
#4

Plugged

by

Robyn Hunter

© April
2015



 


 


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters,
places, and incidents either are the product of the author's
imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance to actual
people, living or dead, business establishments, events, or locales
is entirely coincidental.

 


All rights reserved.

 


 


For news and updates join Robyn’s mailing-list here.



 


 


 


 



The parcel on my bed looked innocent enough.
After several weeks as Mr. Thornton’s live-in sex toy I’d had some
experience with him and his quirks and knew enough to be wary. The
garment bag hanging off the door of my closet looked just as
innocent as the parcel but could hide all kinds of kinky
things.

I decided to check the bag first before I
took a look at what Mr. Thornton had in store for me tonight. It
was a relief to discover that the bag only contained an elegant,
black suit. Not too surprising as I’d suffered through the fittings
just a week ago. It was accompanied by a royal blue shirt and a
matching tie. Black leather shoes were in a box underneath it. All
of the highest quality. I rubbed the fabric of the suit between my
fingers and sighed. Never before in my life had I owned anything
this expensive and rich. If there was one thing to be said about
Mr. Thornton, it was that he was extremely generous. In addition to
the wages he paid me, I was fed, lived in a luxurious penthouse,
and was supplied with clothes that surpassed everything I’d ever
owned. I mean how many sugar-daddies spring for bespoke? And he
wasn’t even my sugar-daddy but my employer. With my job being sex.
Kinky sex at that.

The suit confused me a bit. Just like the
fitting had. What would I need a suit for? So far every encounter
between me and Mr. Thornton had taken place here in the
penthouse—either in his office or in the playroom. Only last week,
a few days before the fitting, had I learned about the existence of
the playroom. My introduction had been rather painful and very
satisfying.

My usual uniform, when he summoned me, was
either just jeans or naked. So, why the suit? It was a puzzle.
Maybe it had something to do with his plans to step up my training
and take me along on his business trips? But that still didn’t
explain the suit. I expected to spend most of my time in the hotel
suit, waiting for him while he dealt with his meetings. Not the
kind of activity that required a suit. Or fanciful leather
shoes.

I turned back to the parcel on my bed. Maybe
I would find my answer there? I opened the box and picked up the
card on top of it.

The note simply said: Put this in. Wear the suit. No underwear. The front hall—6
pm.

This? I dug deeper and removed the tissue
paper that covered the content. I drew in a sharp breath when I saw
what I was supposed to put in. Flabbergasted, I stared down at the
butt plug. It was silver and looked massive. Picking it up, I
hefted it in my hand. A stainless steel plug—heavy and cold. The
base had the logo of Mr. Thornton’s company on it—just like his
signet ring. I wondered if this was the same plug that he’d used on
me the first time I’d been to his playroom. I rubbed my thumb over
the raised logo and shook my head, amused by the statement the plug
would make once I wore it. Property. Mr. Thornton’s property.

Butt plug and a suit. I still wasn’t closer
to figuring out what Mr. Thornton had planned for me. Not that that
was too unusual. He was inventive and liked keeping me off balance
and on my toes.

I decided on a shower first. Showered and
dried, I picked up the plug and dug out the lube. I’d grown better
at opening myself. Mr. Thornton enjoyed watching me while I
prepared myself for his use and often had me do it. The plug though
was another story. I’d had plugs in my asshole before but it had
always been Mr. Thornton who’d put them in, forcing me to accept
the unyielding metal or glass into my body. For a long moment I
just stared at it, turned it around in my hands, then slathered it
with lube. There was no way around it, somehow it had to go in.
Taking a deep breath and trying to relax, I reached back and
pressed it against my well-lubed opening. I continued working it
into me even when it started to burn. By the time the widest part
was spreading me open, I was panting heavily and my cock was hard.
I moaned when I gave it that final push and my hole snapped closed
around the base. I carefully straightened and whimpered when the
plug shifted inside me and pressed against my prostrate. I only
hoped that whatever Mr. Thornton had planned, didn’t involve a lot
of walking. Or moving.

I, quickly, but carefully got dressed,
marveling at the perfect cut of the clothes and the richness of the
fabric. It felt decadent. The sight that greeted me in the mirror
left me stunned. I knew I was good-looking, with that swimmer’s
build of broad shoulders and narrow hips. The suit took things up
several levels. The dark color somehow accentuated my blond hair
and blue eyes and turned me from pretty twink into something more
sophisticated and sexy. The slim cut drew the eyes to the line from
my wide shoulders down to my trim waist. My legs looked endless. I
twisted around—moaning when the plug shifted at my sudden move—to
get a better look at my ass, my best feature. Fucking perfection. I
could have spent hours just staring at my reflection, but then the
alarm on my phone went off, letting me know I had to leave. Mr.
Thornton was expecting me.

OEBPS/cover.jpg
, .BILLI[INAIRE ST[IY

a‘/ﬁ

BYN HUNTER

o





