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I watched the numbers slowly climb while the
elevator took me up to Mr. Thornton’s office. I fiddled with my tie
while I wondered just why he’d called me. Although I was supposed
to be available to him even during the day, he rarely ordered me to
join him at his company’s office. The last time he’d done so, he’d
shared me with one of his business acquaintances. It had been a
rather odd and dissatisfying encounter that had left me rather
grumpy. At least the part that had involved said the other man. Mr.
Thornton’s punishment, on the other hand, had been very
satisfactory. So, the only reason he’d ever called me to his office
for sex and that was probably going to happen today despite the
fact that it was early afternoon. It was a bit late for a
lunch-time quickie, but who knew what was going through his
mind?

I wondered just what he had planned for
today. I hoped it didn’t involve yet another business partner. His
call had been terse, even shorter than usual. Normally, his
instructions included at least some hints about what he had in mind
or some guidelines on how to dress. This time there had been
nothing, just the order to join him immediately.

At the time of his call, I’d been busy
helping cook in the pantry and had been dressed in worn jeans and
an old t-shirt. So, despite his curt order, I’d taken the time to
clean up a bit and get properly dressed. I’d picked one of the
suits Mr. Thornton had bought for me and combined it with a
matching shirt and tie. I knew I looked good and as if I belonged
in the high-rise office-building. The suit even managed to hide the
shape of my still caged cock. Ever since I’d acted out and not come
home when ordered to, Mr. Thornton had kept my cock imprisoned in a
cock cage. I hadn’t been allowed to come for almost three weeks
while Mr. Thornton continued to use my body for his own sexual
relief. It had been a frustrating three weeks, and I also wasn’t
any closer to reaching a solution to my dilemma. No, that wasn’t
really true. Intellectually, I knew that leaving was the best
option, yet, emotionally; I felt torn. I’d finally admitted to
myself that I was in love with the man who was paying me to be his
sex toy.

When the elevator finally stopped and the
door opened, I took a deep breath and squared my shoulders. I
smiled at Ms. Kincaid, Mr. Thornton’s personal assistant. She
frowned at me and pointed at the door that lead to Mr. Thornton’s
office. Her desk was heaped with folders and she looked stressed
and annoyed. I’d never before seen her desk so untidy or her this
frazzled. Some of the folders even looked familiar but I quickly
pushed that thought out of my mind. My life in corporate accounting
was long over and I tried hard to get used to it.

“Go right in. He’s expecting you,” she
said.

I nodded in understanding and just followed
her instructions. My interactions with her had always been pretty
limited, partially because I rarely had anything to do with her and
partially because she was intimidating the hell out of me. But then
she was the one guarding Mr. Thornton’s office and probably the one
who knew everything about everyone. She probably even knew all the
details of my contract and had a good idea what went on between Mr.
Thornton and me. The only one even more intimidating was Mrs.
Ballard, Mr. Thornton’s house manager. She scared the hell out of
me and I did my best to stay on her good side.

After a perfunctory knock, I entered Mr.
Thornton’s office. I was a bit surprised to see him standing at the
window, staring out over the city skyline. The view was incredible
but somehow Mr. Thornton had never really struck me as someone who
would simply enjoy a beautiful view.

He turned around when he heard me and stared
at me with dark eyes. His expression was unreadable.

I hadn’t been given any instructions, so had
no idea what to do with myself. I didn’t want to kneel while
wearing an expensive suit even though that was what I was expected
to do. Usually.

“Come here, Michael,” Mr. Thornton ordered
and beckoned to me.

I went over to him and took a moment to
appreciate the view. Being the boss definitely had its advantages:
spacious office, floor to ceiling windows, incredible view over the
city and the park. There had been a time when I’d dreamed of such
an office, maybe a bit smaller but still spacious and indicating
importance and prestige. That dream had burst like a soap
bubble.

Patiently, I tried to wait for Mr. Thornton
to speak. He was still studying the skyline, obviously deep in
thought. The whole situation was odd but in my dealings with Mr.
Thornton I’d learned to accept unusual. Especially things that were
out of my comfort zone.

“A few things have come to my attention.
Things that also concern you and that I’m not too happy about.”

I frowned, completely at a loss. I’d no idea
what he was talking about. Lately I’d struggled with my
relationship with him and acted out, but after my latest minor
rebellion and the subsequent punishment, I’d tried to behave. After
all, as a result of my misbehavior my cock was still trapped in a
cock cage that proved to be a good reminder to focus my mind and
stick to the rules. At least partially. I was still debating to
call the whole thing off, break my contract, and take my chances
somewhere else.

“Sir?”

He turned around to look directly at me.

“Drop your trousers,” he casually
ordered.

I jumped slightly but almost immediately
went into action. But when I bent down to remove my shoes, Mr.
Thornton stopped me.

“No, just open your trousers and show me
your cock.”

Even more confused, I followed his
instructions. I was even more surprised when he undid the cock
cage. I sight with relief when the metal contraption was removed
and my cock was allowed to hang free. He waved a hand indicating
that I should close my pants again, leaving me even more confused.
Once I was presentable again, he turned around and beckoned to
me.

“Come along.”

Together, we walked past Ms. Kincaid who was
immersed in her work. Mr. Thornton led me down a corridor and the
down a set of stairs. I had no idea where we were going. At the
very beginning of my stay with Mr. Thornton I’d received a tour of
his office but that had mostly focused on places where I was
expected to go: Mr. Thornton’s office, some of the conference
rooms, HR, and a few other places. But I was pretty certain I’d
never been down these stairs before.

Mr. Thornton took me into a small, dark room
that was filled with computers and several screens. One of the
screens showed a room with a man sitting at a table. I froze when I
recognized Kyle, my former boss. He was slumped forward and
kneading his hands while he glanced around. He looked like the
poster boy for a guilty consciousness; nervous and restless.

“What…” I had no idea what to say and
instead turned slightly to frown at Mr. Thornton. “Sir?”

This time, the expression on his face was
not difficult to read. He was angry. No, not just angry, but
furious. I felt incredibly grateful that the fury didn’t seem to be
directed at me.

None of his anger was evident in his voice
though. “I recently had an audit done because there were still
discrepancies. This time without Kyle’s knowledge or involvement.
Imagine my surprise when the auditor found even more discrepancies.
All in all, over five million dollars are missing.”

He looked at me, his eyes narrow and
considering.

“I have the feeling that this doesn’t come
as a surprise to you.”

I shrugged my shoulder not knowing what to
say. I knew that Kyle had embezzled money but he’d very cleverly
managed to frame me. That was what had led to my punishment at the
hands of Mr. Thornton and his friends. A rough gang bang that had
showed me a side of my sexuality that I’d never even
considered.

But Kyle had done even more. He’d
blacklisted me so I’d been unable to find new work after I’d
stopped working for him. I think a huge part of that was petty
revenge because I’d refused him. I’d had the feeling that he wanted
to fuck me and there was no way in hell I would ever submit to him.
I would probably walk out if Mr. Thornton expected me to have sex
with Kyle of all people. But somehow I had the feeling that that
wasn’t the case now.

“It’s rather hard to blame your scapegoat
when said sacrificial lamb no longer works for you,” Mr. Thornton
explained dryly. “If he’d been satisfied with what he’d already
had, then no one would have suspected him. After all, he’d managed
to successfully blame you for the original discrepancies. But he
got greedy and wanted more.” He frowned thoughtfully. “The fact
that you never acted as if you had money should have made me
suspicious.”
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