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Paul Kepler navigated his Golf GTI around the twists and turns of Mulholland Drive, savoring what little joy the day was able to bring him. The past few weeks had been rough going for Paul. His unemployment benefits had just run out, and despite applying for what seemed like every available job in the city of Los Angeles, there was still no work to be had for him.

Rent was coming due, and in a moment of desperation, Paul made a call to his sometime-friend Barney. Barney was what some would term a male escort, though he would never use those words. He had once mentioned to Paul that he would be a perfect candidate if he ever wanted work. Paul was young, handsome, and sexually adventurous: all perfect for his kind of work. 

“If you ever want to get into the business Paulie, just give me a ring and I’ll set you up a date right then and there,” he’d told him.

Apparently he wasn’t lying either. After Paul called him and explained his situation, Barney was able to set him up with a “date” with some Hollywood type with a house in the hills minutes after they had spoken. Paul got a text with all the information, jumped in the shower, and headed out, not even an hour after making the call.

Speeding around the bends of the Hollywood Hills, Paul eventually spotted the address he’d be given. Slowing down, the young man pulled up to an ornate wrought iron gate, spotted the buzzer, and rang.

“Yes?” came the response.

“My name’s Paul. You called for me,” the young man replied, not sure exactly what he should be saying.

Much to his relief, the line went dead and the gate swung open. Stepping on the gas, Paul started up the hilly driveway. When he reached the top, the young man’s jaw dropped as he caught sight what could only be called a mansion. The setting sun bounced its rays off of the façade, adding a dramatic flair to the building’s ornate Tudor styling. Paul stepped out of his car, so impressed with the building that he had hardly noticed the man walking out the front door to greet him.

“Welcome. Hi. My name’s Mr. Greenberg. Thanks for coming over tonight,” came a voice, grabbing Paul’s attention.

“Nice to meet you, Mr. Greenberg. I’m Paul,” he said, turning towards his date for the night.

Seeing the man, a small smile crossed his lips. He’d been worried the whole drive that his first client would be ugly, something Mr. Greenberg absolutely was not. Barney had done him well. Greenberg was a little older than any guy Paul had ever been with, but exuded a sophistication and handsomeness that was rarity to be seen.

“Why don’t you come inside?” the older man said.

As Paul entered the mansion’s foyer, he spied the decorations on the wall, among them a plaque from MGM and a picture of Mr. Greenberg shaking hands with Arnold Schwarzenegger. Making note of this, Paul continued his walk into a darkened living room. When the lights came on, Paul’s felt his heart begin to beat inside his chest.

The living room was done in the same ornate Tudor style as the mansion itself, but with a few additions. There was a sex swing the corner, and a selection of toys arrayed on a marble table: dildos, butt plugs, whips, and handcuffs, among others things, sat as the focal point of the impressive room.

“Don’t be nervous, boy,” Mr. Greenberg said, walking up behind Paul and firmly grabbing the young man’s crotch.

Paul jumped, not anticipating that things would get started so suddenly.

“Is this your first rodeo?” the man laughed, tightening his grip on the boy’s sensitive cock and balls.

“Don’t worry, I’ll take good care of you,” Greenberg concluded, letting go of the boy.

Turning around, Paul felt his cock begin to grow as a million different thoughts began to race around inside his head.

“Strip!” Greenberg commanded, peeling off his own shirt and exposing his intimidating physique.

Paul did as he was asked without thinking, kicking off his shoes, tearing off his shirt and pants and peeling off layer after layer until he stood in nothing but a tight pair of baby blue boxer briefs. Mr. Greenberg began slowly circling slowly around the nervous boy, brushing his hand up against Paul’s bulge, causing him to shutter. 

As Mr. Greenberg completed his circle, he reached out and grabbed Paul’s nipples between his powerful thumbs and forefingers, squeezing with all his might. 

“Ow! Ow! Stop!” Paul cried out.

Mr. Greenberg let go, but quickly put his hand around Paul’s throat backing him up into a wall. The man reached down with his other hand, grabbing Paul’s now rock hard cord and slowly stroking it over the boy’s tight underwear.

“Listen to me closely. Tonight, you’re gonna be my whore. You’re bought and paid for, and I can do whatever I want with you. Is that agreed?”

Paul nodded, feeling Mr. Greenberg’s hot breath against his neck.

“Good. Now, get on your knees and take out my cock,” he said, letting go of Paul and taking a step back.

The young man immediately fell to his knees, gasping for breath. Reaching up, he undid Mr. Greenberg’s fly and pulled out the man’s massive cock. Opening his mouth, Paul struggled to get his mouth around it. Grabbing him by the back of the head, the older man assisted, driving its head into the back of the young man’s throat.

Paul coughed and gagged as Greenberg’s long hard shaft found its way into his throat. As soon as he came up off of the cock, Paul received a rough slap to the face, drool and slobber flying everywhere. Before he had time for even a few breaths, Greenberg’s cock was back in his mouth. The older man let go of the boy’s head before pushing his kneeling body back up against the wall, grabbing Paul’s wrists and pinning them to the wall above his head.

“Suck it,” he instructed, rocking his hips back and forth, his wet shaft sliding in and out of his boy’s mouth.

Paul sucked, doing his absolute best to please his new client, taking Mr. Greenberg’s cock so deep that tears began to flow out his eyes.

“Good boy,” he said, removing himself from Paul’s mouth, “now clean my balls.”

Paul reached down, licking up his spit and slobber that had dripped down Mr. Greenberg’s hairy sack. The older man moaned, jacking himself off as his boy sucked on his balls. 

“Open your mouth, boy. I’m gonna cum!” he said, grabbing Paul by the hair and jamming his throbbing cock into the mouth in front of him.

Paul felt Mr. Greenberg’s cock twitch and stiffen up as rope after rope of white hot cum shot into his mouth. Unable to hold any more cum, Paul swallowed, leaving room for the rest of Greenberg’s load. Moaning, Greenberg took his cock out the boy’s mouth and rested it on his forehead.

“Swallow the rest,” he commanded, seeing that Paul’s mouth was still full.

Paul did as he was told, swallowing and letting the thick, salty cum slide down his throat.

Mr. Greenberg smiled, putting his cock away and zipping himself up. Picking up a towel from off one of the couches, he threw it at Paul’s face.

“Clean yourself off and get over here. There’s a spot of whiskey sitting out for you. I recommend you drink it,” he said, picking up the handcuffs from the table.

Paul stood, his rock hard cock dripping pre-cum and leaving a wet spot in on the front of the bulge in his underwear. Walking to the center of the room, Paul picked up the crystal glass half filled with whiskey set out for him. Nervous for what was in store, the young man took Mr. Greenberg’s advice and downed the drink in one gulp, cringing at the burn.

As soon as Paul set the glass back down, Greenberg walked over to him, roughly took his hands behind his back, and slapped the handcuffs around his wrists. After spitting in his face, Greenberg pulled young man’s underwear down, exposing his freshly shaven balls and rock hard. A small strand of pre-cum dripped from the tip of his cock to the ground as the older man squeezed Paul’s shaft, causing the boy to moan out in pleasure.

“We’ll get to that soon enough,” Mr. Greenberg said, walking back over to the table and picking up a spreader bar.

Placing the bar in between the boy’s ankles, Greenberg secured the boy into the straps so that he would not be able to close his legs. Much to the surprise of Paul, he was next picked up and set face down on a chaise lounge. Suddenly, everything went black as a blindfold was secured around his eyes.

After a few moments, Paul felt something cool and moist being poured all over his ass. After feeling something press up against his pucker, Paul moaned loudly as Mr. Greenberg slid his finger deep inside the young boy’s hole. 

“This isn’t going to do,” Greenberg said to himself, taking his finger out of Paul’s ass and walking back to his table of toys.

“Open your mouth,” he said, kneeling in front of Paul.

The young man did as he was told as Greenberg secured a ball gag into his mouth. Walking back around, the older man lubed up a small butt-plug and placed it up against the boy’s hole. 

“Do you want this inside of you?” he asked, teasing the young man.

“Mmm-hmm,” Paul replied through his gag.

Greenberg responded by quickly shoving the plug into Paul’s tight opening, pressing it in as deep as it would go. Paul screamed, but his cries were muffled by the gag.

“Much better!” Mr. Greenberg observed as he began to slide the small plug in and out of the boy’s ass.

Within seconds, Paul’s muffled cries of discomfort turned into muffled cries of pleasure as his asshole began to loosen up and get used to the plug. As soon as Greenberg noticed this, he removed the small toy, walked back to his table, and grabbed an even bigger one. Paul writhed around in his restraints as the massive plug slid inside of him, overcome with pleasure as the toy pressed against his prostate.

With the plug secure in place, Greenberg removed his pants, pulling out his once again rock hard cock. After taking in the view of Paul’s ass, Greenberg pulled his arm back and delivered a harsh open handed spank to the naked boy’s exposed backside. Paul screamed, his protests again muffled by the gag.

“Does that hurt, boy?” he asked.

Before Paul could attempt to respond, he was spanked again, this time on the opposite cheek. With Paul still screaming, Greenberg spanked the boy over and over again until his protests took the form of quiet sobs. Removing the butt plug from the boy’s ass, Greenberg gently rubbed the boy’s bruised, red bottom.

“You took that well, boy. Are you ready for your reward?” he asked, sliding his hands down and squeezing the boy’s throbbing cock.

Paul nodded his head, desperate for relief. Expecting that exact response, Greenberg slowly slid his cock into the bound boy’s slippery hole. Paul cried out in pleasure as his new master slowly drove his cock deep inside of his greedy hole. Straddling his boy’s ass, Greenberg began slowly fucking away, grasping the bruised cheeks in front of him with both of his powerful hands.

Paul was in heaven, unable to move and yet awash with pleasure, in pain but getting fucked like he’d never been fucked before. As Paul’s squeaks of pleasure grew louder, Mr. Greenberg began fucking the boy harder, leaning forward and driving his cock as deep as it would go. It was only a matter of minutes until Paul felt his orgasm building.

Mr. Greenberg grabbed Paul by the hair as he felt the boy’s ass begin to contract around his cock. Feeling the older man unfasten the gag, Paul spit the ball out and screamed as he came. Jets of white hot cum shot from his cock as Greenberg continued fucking him. Feeling the older man’s cock twitch, Paul noticed the familiar warmth of someone cumming inside of his asshole.

With Paul’s body still convulsing, Mr. Greenberg removed his cock and reinserted the larger of the two butt plugs, sealing his cum inside. Before the boy could come to his senses, Greenberg reinserted the gag and hoisted the delirious young man over his shoulder. He proceeded to carry Paul out of the room, down a flight of stairs, and into a wine cellar. 

“Where are we going?” Paul thought to himself, knowing better by now than to try and ask.

Reaching the bottom of the stairs, Greenberg sat the boy down on his feet. Paul’s gathered his balance as he felt the coolness of the concrete below him. Soon after, he felt something being fastened around his neck.

“Leather,” he thought to himself as Greenberg tightened the collar around his neck.

After a brief rattling of chains, Paul felt his collar yank up, forcing him to onto his toes. The young man tried to speak through his gag, but before he could attempt to communicate, there was a loud crack and a sharp pain ran across his chest.

“The whip!

Preparing himself for what was to come, the boy bit down on his gag and tried to find himself a comfortable place for his toes. 

*Crack*

Another blow came, this time across his smooth, tender belly. Paul screamed in pain as he was hit again and again. As time went on and the blows kept coming, Paul found himself fall into a trance, aware of the pain but with a certain detached aloofness. Lost in his own head, he wished to himself that the pain would continue. Moments later, Paul lost consciousness.

***

Paul awoke with a start, a bucket of cold water splashing against his body. Coming to, he realized that his blindfold and gag were gone, but that he was still bound naked in a cold, pitch-dark room. The warm glow of the recent abuse still coursed over his body and within seconds, the boy’s cock began to harden.

As he became more and more aware of himself and his surroundings, he noticed that his butt plug was still in. Suddenly, he remembered exactly what had happened.

“Mr. Greenberg?” he spoke, timidly.

*Crack*

Paul screamed as he felt the whip hit his tender balls. 

*Crack*

Again, the whip struck his most tender of areas. Reacting to the pain, Paul bared down, causing the butt plug to plop onto the floor, allowing Mr. Greenberg’s hot load to run down his leg. Crying openly and bracing himself for the whip, Paul’s eyes jumped as the room lit up. Squinting, the young man looked down and saw his torso, a canvas painted with bright red marks. Looking up, he caught sight of Mr. Greenberg and his frightful brush: a black leather bullwhip he was just then dragging across the grey concrete floor.

“How do you like this toy?” he asked, cracking the whip in the air.

Paul’s body tensed up at the sound.

“Calm down, boy. I’m done with this,” tossing the whip carelessly down to the floor.

Approaching Paul, Mr. Greenberg grabbed him gently by the chin and brought his face up so that their eyes met.

“You’ve done well tonight, boy. There’s one more task left for you tonight, then you can go home with the satisfaction of a job well done. Do you think you can handle that?” the older man asked.

Paul thought about it for a moment, his mind conflicted. 

“I’m only asking once, so choose wisely,” Greenberg said, impatient for a decision.

Making up his mind, Paul slowly nodded his head. Mr. Greenberg responded with a kiss on the lips. Putting the blindfold back around his boy’s eyes, Greenberg undid the chain on his collar. Paul fell to his heels, his calves immediately cramping up. Feeling this happen, he leaned his body against Mr. Greenberg’s heavy frame for support. 

As soon as Paul’s calves finished their fit, Greenberg undid the spreader bar completely but kept the boy’s hands cuffed behind his back.

“May I stretch, Sir?” he asked, being polite as possible so as not to provoke the man’s wrath.

“You may,” he responded.

After Paul was done, he was led up the flight of stairs and back into the living room.

“On your knees,” the man said.

Paul did as he was told, resting his knees on the plush carpet. After hearing some footsteps behind him, the young man squinted as the blindfold was lifted from his eyes. Surveying the room, Paul saw that it was filled with men, at least a dozen, in various states of undress. Paul’s heart began pounding in his chest as his hands were finally un-cuffed.

“Have at ‘em!” announced Mr. Greenberg.

No sooner did he speak than did two men approached Paul, their cocks hard and their expressions lecherous. Taking the initiative, Paul wrapped his mouth around the bigger of the two cocks, sucking eagerly as he jerked the other man off. Within moments, the rest of the men had formed a circle around the boy, eager for their turn.

Paul made the rounds, sucking and jerking off every single man who had gathered around him. As he completed the circle, he felt someone lift his hips up from behind and slide their cock inside of him. Paul moaned as the man began pounding his ass, using the remnants of Mr. Greenberg’s cum as lubrication.

While he was still being fucked, another man grabbed him roughly by the hair and shoved his cock deep into Paul’s throat. The young man coughed and gagged, causing his ass to clench up around the cock inside him. Within seconds, he felt both his ass and mouth being filled with cum.

After Paul swallowed the load, two more men rotated in and began pounding away at his holes. After they had cum, Paul collapsed on the ground, unsure if he could take any more use.

“You’re almost there, boy. If you can make everyone here cum, there’s a bonus in it for you,” Mr. Greenberg told him, giving the boy a painful but reassuring slap on his bruised ass.

Rolling over onto his back, Paul brought his knees up to his chest, signaling that he was ready for the next two men. They came forward, cocks hard and ready for their turn. The young man moaned as a cock was slid into his sore, cum filled asshole. 

“Don’t cum inside him. Cum on his face,” Mr. Greenberg directed, stroking himself as he watched the action.

Soon after, both men pulled out and shot their sticky loads all over Paul’s face. His eyes immediately began to burn as the semen leaked past his eyelids. Finally, the last two men approached, flipping Paul back onto his hands and knees and positioning themselves so they both had access to his ass.

Paul felt the first man enter him, and then the second, filling his asshole up like it had never been filled. The young man let out a scream as both men began thrusting inside of him, their cocks rubbing up against one another inside of the boy. For Paul, it ended as soon as it began, the first man cumming, followed quickly by the next. 

As soon as the men pulled out of him, Paul looked up and was met with another sticky face full of cum, this time from Mr. Greenberg.

“What a perfect little cum whore you are!” the man announced, admiring his handy work.

Paul coiled up on the carpet, so exhausted that he was unable to move. Mr. Greenberg handed him a towel, and Paul cleaned himself up as best as he could. Seeing that the boy could barely move, Greenberg again picked him up over his shoulder, this time carrying him up the stairs and into a bedroom. 

The older man tenderly laid Paul down on a bed and within seconds the boy had fallen asleep.

***

Paul awoke early the next morning as soon as the light had begun to seep in the cracks of the curtains. He sat up in bed, still naked and groaning in pain with every move that he made. It took him a few minutes to even stand, and then a few more to gain the courage to walk around. 

As he circled around the room, stretching his body, he noticed a small card sitting on the nightstand. As he opened it, a check fell out onto the floor. Bending down to pick it up, Paul began to read the note.

“Dear Paul,

Thank you for your services last night. You were well enjoyed very much by both me and my colleagues. Your clothing and possessions are in the top dresser drawer. Please let yourself out. I’ve enclosed the payment, and if you ever feel like working again, feel free to get in touch with me through your friend Barney. 

-Mr. Greenberg”

As Paul looked at the check, his jaw nearly fell off of his face. It was made out in his name for $25,000. A huge smile crossed his face as all the soreness in his body suddenly disappeared. After jumping into the air, fists raised in excitement, Paul got dressed and let himself out.

***

Thank you for reading “The Billionaire’s Slave Boy.” Be sure to follow me on Twitter @AnnieDuBois69, and check out the rest of my releases at

*** http://www.anniedubois.com ***

If you enjoyed this story, be sure to check out the following written by yours truly:
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