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Chapter One

	 

	 

	Text string between Sutton Pike and Preston Sway, April 21, 2015:

	 

	Are you back in town, Sutton?

	I am. Just off the plane!

	How were the Seychelles?

	Fabulous! I’m completely tan and relaxed...

	Find any love interests?

	Lord, no!

	I’m having a dinner party tonight.

	Have an extra seat. Why don’t you swing by?

	Sounds fun. What time?

	Seven thirty.

	You’ve got something up your sleeve?

	Of course!

	Tell me, Preston...

	You’ll see...

	I hate and adore you at the same time.

	What’s a former Master for, if not that?

	See you tonight!

	 

	* * * *

	 

	I had always been completely in control of my life. Everything had always gone according to my plan. Even on my thirteenth birthday when I was sitting at dinner at Don Pablo’s with my family, I was in control. When the mark appeared on the side of my face—a bright blue fire-shaped mark that ran from my left earlobe to almost the middle of my chin—I was still in control of how I dealt with it.

	The shocked look on my family’s faces did nothing to faze me. I had been expecting the mark to appear for about a month before my birthday. All fathers hold their breaths on their sons’ thirteenth birthday, but I had already warned mine that I thought it might happen.

	The mark signified that I was a man who was sexually attracted to other men. I lived in a world full of men—the females had long ago been separated from us and we had never seen them since. Our world was pretty simple—you were either marked or non-marked.

	Non-marked men, or NOMARs, were the vast majority of our population. Some people estimated that they were ninety-five percent of the population, which made marked men very unusual. Your thirteenth birthday was the time when you were sorted into one group or the other.

	Marked men had a difficult path to walk in our world, because NOMARs were constantly horny and marked men were easy targets. Centuries ago, a government agency called The Service was established to help with these and other issues facing these special men.

	One thing The Service established were schools called Service Academies. These schools were only for marked men and let them learn in a safe environment with their peers. It was good for them both socially and for safety. NOMARs considered the SA to be sex academies, since many students received lessons in the erotic arts as well as the normal school subjects.

	The Service was also responsible for the second major program that marked men could apply for, which was the one that usually changed their lives. When a marked man reached eighteen, he could enter into a contract with a wealthy NOMAR to become his sexual Servant for one to two years. The NOMAR paid one million dollars a year for this service and the marked man collected that fee at the end of their Service.

	For many marked men, entering The Service and getting called for by a NOMAR was a life-changing experience. The money alone could change someone forever, but the chance to see the world, meet interesting and powerful people, and the chance at sexual satisfaction was too hard to resist in most cases.

	Those reasons were not the impetus for me to enter The Service, however. I had gone to the SA and graduated at the top of my class. While my fellow classmates were falling in love with each other, I was not. I had a thing for non-marked men and I entered The Service to fall in love.

	Love was a taboo topic for marked men, unless you were talking about with each other. It was a terrible faux-pas to fall in love with your Master or any other NOMAR. No one really knew why, maybe it was because the perception of spreading your legs because your Master told you to and not because you love to get fucked was more tolerable to the outside world.

	I had studied hard while at The Service Academy and learned a lot. I wasn’t just at the top of my class in academics, but I was one of the most sought after marked men to bang. I had learned how to please a NOMAR both in his bed and outside of it, and I looked forward every day to being called to Service by one of them.

	That call came the week before my eighteenth birthday. I would be with my new Master by the end of the week. I was a giant ball of hopeful sexual energy and then I met Preston Sway the Third. Preston was a wealthy blue-blood who considered himself an art dealer, even though he rarely dealt it.

	As far as Masters went, Preston was a nice man and treated me very fairly. Some of my marked friends had been placed with mean and cruel Masters who used them for their sexual pleasure, loaned them out to business contacts, or ignored them completely. I felt lucky to have been called by a Master who valued, included, and respected me.

	However, there was no love between Preston and I. He was in his early sixties and more ballet dancer than lumberjack. He was not very masculine and really didn’t do anything for me sexually at all. To Preston’s credit, he didn’t let our obvious non-attraction to each other affect our relationship. He was looking for me to be more friend and companion than sex object.

	After coming to terms with the fact that I wasn’t delivered to a Master that I would fall in love with, I came to terms with being Preston’s companion and the fact that he was paying me for it made it even more palatable. Preston was a very good friend, made smart decisions, was a savvy business person, and had a tremendous network of people with which he had connected. He taught me everything he knew. By the time my third year with him was completed, I was three million dollars richer and networked with people in positions of power in almost every major field of commerce.

	Preston and I had stayed in touch and had even vacationed together after my time in The Service. I counted myself lucky to have someone close to me like him. In the year after my time in The Service, I travelled and enjoyed time with friends, but above all, I fucked around. I made up for lost time by trying to find a NOMAR to be my Master, but so far had not found him.

	Thanks to Preston’s advice, I had invested my money wisely and was now living off the interest that my money was making without spending any of the capital. I was financially stable but not as happy as I should have been. There was something missing and I knew exactly what it was.

	So, when an unusual opportunity came my way, I was so ready to accept it. After being in The Service, I stayed in the Washington, DC area where Preston lived rather than returning to the south where I was born because I had so many connections there. It was at one of Preston’s dinner parties that I met Gray Carron.

	I was aware of him the second Gray walked into the formal dining room where I was chatting with one of the White House aides that were attending the party. It’s weird, but my nose started to itch and then I smelled him. I had always thought that everyone could smell pheromones like I could, but I found out pretty quickly that it was an unusual ability. I could usually smell a good-looking man immediately when he entered a room where I was located.

	Gray was the tallest person in the room, which was saying something since I was over six feet three inches myself. More striking than his height was his size. Gray was a bruiser and all man—just the kind of NOMAR that I couldn’t usually resist. He was blonde with a military crew cut and a square jaw that made me want to remove my clothes immediately.

	The gathered crowd broke into applause when Gray appeared. I leaned over and asked my friend what was going on. “Who is that?”

	Evan said, “That is Gray Carron.”

	“Why is everyone congratulating him?” I asked without taking my eyes off of the new arrival.

	“He just got appointed by the President this afternoon.”

	“Appointed to what?”

	“He’s a new Ambassador, I think.”

	“Ambassador to where?”

	“Eastern Europe somewhere,” Evan said with a shrug of his shoulders as he grabbed another canape off of a big silver platter being carried near us.

	Gray Carron’s dark eyes locked onto mine almost immediately after he scanned the room to see who was in attendance. I managed a small smile and forced myself to look away.

	My former Master swept into the room and announced that dinner was ready. As at all of Preston’s dinner parties, the guests had to stand until he announced everyone’s seating assignment. Preston loved to mix up the order of who sat with whom and his decisions seemed to be based on the latest, most up-to-date happenings in the capital.

	Preston went around the table and finally called my name at the opposite side of his. I stood behind my chair. I was next to Preston’s best friend, Robert, who was at the foot of the table. I liked Robert and would enjoy catching up with him.

	Preston was taking great delight in the suspense and drama of his seating assignments, so I smiled at the ridiculous look of glee on his visage.

	“Next I think will be, Gray. Yes, Mr. Carron, if you please.” Preston turned to me and whispered, “You’re welcome.”

	I felt the familiar tingling in my balls that usually signaled that I was going to get a hard-on as I watched the graceful but powerful body of Gray Carron come towards me. We shook hands and the warmth of his skin did nothing to reduce my hard cock.

	“You are Sutton, are you not?” he asked me as we sat down.

	“I am. And you are Gray Carron?”

	“Yes,” he answered as we put our napkins into our laps.

	I hoped he was not looking at my lap, but I was sure looking at his. I said hello to Robert before I turned back to Gray. “Congratulations on your appointment.”

	“Thank you. It’s been a real whirlwind of a day.” He turned to me and seemed to really study me.

	“I didn’t hear in which country you will be living.”

	“Romania,” he said easily.

	“Oh, really?”

	“You have been there?” he asked as we were served our soup course.

	“No, but I’m kinda obsessed with it,” I admitted, feeling myself flush slightly.

	“Really?”

	“I’m a huge Dracula fan,” I explained.

	Gray’s dark eyes twinkled with delight. “Ah, then you must come visit and see the castle.”

	“I would like that,” I said, a little too quickly. I took a beat and breathed in deeply. Gray Carron smelled like firewood and McIntosh apples. Smells were very important to me and I liked both of those. “So, you have been there already?”

	“Oh, yes. My family is from Romania, originally. One of my brothers still lives there.”

	“Oh, cool,” I said foolishly, not knowing what to say to that.

	“I leave for Bucharest tomorrow.”

	“Wow, so fast,” I commented.

	“I wanted to get started right away.”

	I nodded as I swallowed some of the cream of asparagus soup.

	“And I hear that your Service to Preston has ended.”

	“It has.”

	“And what will you do now with your new-found wealth?”

	“New-found?” I snorted. “I worked hard for that money.”

	When Gray spoke next, his voice was twice as husky as it had been. “You didn’t work as hard under Preston as you would have under me.”

	I looked at him, unable to look away. His words were making my blood boil with lust and need as I visualized the scene in my head. “Oh, yeah?” I finally was able to croak.

	“Oh, yeah,” he said firmly. “You will come to my hotel room tonight and I will show you how a Master should have treated you, Sutton Pike.” His voice smoldered with sexual tension. He turned towards me, grabbed his wine glass and asked, “What do you say to that?”

	“Okay,” I agreed, completely caught off-guard by this beautiful man and his exciting words.

	He narrowed his eyes and shook his head slightly left and right.

	“Yes, Sir?” I whispered.

	Gray Carron smiled a beautiful grin and clinked his crystal glass against mine. “Now, you’re talking.”

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	A text string between Sutton Pike and his best friends later that same night:

	 

	Met someone tonight...

	Who?

	A politician...

	POTUS?

	Hardly. The new ambassador to Romania...

	Sounds stuffy...

	He’s going to be stuffing me shortly...

	No way! Hot?

	Uber-hot! Unfortunately he leaves for Europe tomorrow.

	On the way to his hotel now...

	You know our rule—when you go home with a NOMAR,

	you tell us the information and we make sure you

	get home safely. What’s his name?

	Gray Carron... google that mug

	Hotel?

	Carlysle Dupont Circle

	Stay safe but be bad!

	You know I will.

	 

	* * * *

	 

	I had just finished texting Adam and Justin. We had made a pact at school to always let each other know when we were going home with a NOMAR. There were no exceptions, even if he was a United States Ambassador. It turned out that I was a much bigger whore than they were, but I felt safer having them know the information in case something happened to me.

	The Service had been able to pass laws protecting marked men, but that didn’t stop lust-crazed psychopaths from kidnapping and raping us. Most of the men that I associated with were law-abiding and respectful, but you could never tell about a person until you were alone with them.

	I was in the back of a sleek Town Car with Gray Carron. He had a big hand gripped around the inside of my thigh, closer to my knee than my nuts, but pleasantly intimate none-the-less. The amount of body heat that was being transferred between Gray’s hand and my leg was tremendous.

	We had not said a word to each other after dinner was finished. We had stayed for a drink but then said our goodbyes. Preston grinned like a possum when he saw that we were leaving together. The government car pulled up to the Carlysle Hotel and stopped in front of the door.

	“Ten tomorrow to go to the airport,” Gray told the driver.

	“Yes, sir.”

	We both stepped out of the car and I let him lead the way to his room. The hotel was a great old art deco building that was still furnished in the style—all gleaming metal and mirrors. The elevator doors opened as soon as Gray touched the button.

	As soon as the doors closed, Gray looked over at me and said, “My last night in the United States and my first night in you.”

	“First and last,” I smirked.

	“Maybe,” he said mysteriously.

	I was left to ponder that while I watched the doors open and we stepped right across the hall to one of the penthouse doors. Gray opened it with a key card and flipped the lights on. The room was immense and beautifully done, reminding me of the Empire State Building.

	“Nothing but the best for the new Ambassador,” I mumbled as I looked around.

	“Correction, nothing but the best for the Carrons. The government barely pays for anything,” he said with a laugh.

	“You’ve always been wealthy?” I pried.

	“Yes. You?”

	“Just recently,” I said with a grin.

	“Thanks to Preston, of course.”

	“Of course.”

	Gray headed to the bar and asked, “Would you like a drink?”

	“No, thanks,” I told him. “I’ll drink from the hose in a little bit.”

	I watched in delight as he had to swallow hard, his big Adam’s apple making a marked decent and rise in his thick neck. He poured himself a Scotch in a heavy rocks glass and added a lot of ice from a bucket in the freezer.

	“What are your plans with your new-found wealth and all your free time?” he asked as he took a seat in a comfortable-looking armchair facing me.

	“I really don’t have any plans,” I admitted. “I wanted to travel some and I have done that. I wanted to connect with my friends again and I have also done that.”

	“A free spirit who likes to travel, huh?”

	“A free spirit who likes to travel, but loves to fuck.”

	“Ah, so you are looking for a powerful man who also likes to fuck?”

	“He doesn’t have to be powerful...” I answered him by letting my statement end abruptly and just hang out there.

	“No? I thought you were shopping around for a politician.”

	“No. DC is just where I was called to, so it is familiar. I don’t mind politicians, especially if they look like you.” I straddled his legs and took a seat on his lap facing him.

	“You may not like me,” he said, seemingly completely immune to my charms.

	“Why is that?”

	“Because, unlike these other men that you have met, I know how to Master a Servant.”

	“Had a Servant before, have we?” I asked tracing the wetness of the Scotch on his lips with the tip of my finger.

	“Yes.”

	“Show me,” I said in a challenging tone.

	“Stand,” he ordered. The voice he used had changed. Gray had flipped into what I called Master-mode and I was impressed. I stood up.

	“Good boy. Stand in front of me.”

	I moved back into the clearing right in front of him. He crossed his legs and took another sip of Scotch.

	I started to unbutton my shirt and he growled at me, “Wait for my direction, young one.”

	Maybe he does know what he’s doing...

	Suddenly, I became aware of the tingle in my balls that alerted me to the fact that I was going to have a hard-on any minute. Gray was affecting me more than any man had in a long time.

	I stood still waiting for his direction. He didn’t seem to be in a rush, instead he took in every aspect of my body while slowly sipping his drink. I had never met a NOMAR with this much self-control before.

	“Take your shoes and socks off, Sutton,” he commanded me finally.

	I kicked off my Bucks and leaned against the mantle behind me to take my socks off. Afterwards, I stood up straight and waited.

	“And now the shirt.”

	I unbuttoned the top buttons, pulled it off over my head, and threw it onto the couch beside me. I wondered if Gray liked my body or not. It was hard to tell with NOMARs because they usually just wanted you for your mouth and your ass, so they didn’t pay much attention to anything else. Most of my friends at the Service Academy had been slight, thin, and short. I was not.

	I was built like a linebacker on a football team—tall, thick, and muscular. I usually had more in common body-wise with the NOMARs than I did with the marked men. Not being able to tell from Gray’s face, I hoped for the best.

	“Turn around and face away from me, Sutton.”

	I did.

	“Take your pants off. Slowly...”

	I had done this little dance before. I unbuttoned my pants and unhooked my belt. Slowly, I shimmed out of my pants, making sure that I bent forward when I did to give the new ambassador a great view of my ass.

	“A jock strap?” he asked. “I’m surprised.”

	“I got used to...”

	“Silence!” he snapped, interrupting me just as his flat hand smacked me on the ass cheeks. “Don’t speak unless I give you permission.”

	Wow! Where has this man been my entire life? I love the command he has over me.

	I decided to test him. “Yes, sir.”

	“I do like the sound of that,” he immediately said.

	Well, he isn’t perfect but he is pretty damn handsome.

	“Come over here. I have something to keep your mouth busy, Sutton,” he said in a voice laced with husky need.

	I walked slowly in front of him again as he uncrossed his legs and spread them apart. I pushed the limits of his direction again by kneeling without permission. He was too busy pulling his cock out of his fly to correct me. I had my answer—Gray Carron was not the perfect man for me, but he seemed closer to him than anyone I had ever met before.

	Taking his cock from him, I lowered my head to his crotch and inhaled the fragrant muskiness of it. His apple and firewood smell was intoxicating to me. Gray’s cock was nice and thick, although an average length. I used my tongue to tease the soft skin of his cock head before wrapping my lips around it and sucking it into my mouth. I noticed the heat pouring off his skin—its intensity even higher than mine.

	The ambassador tasted like clean masculinity and I quickly sucked his whole root into my hungry hole. Taking long drawing pulls on his dick, I sucked him for all he’s worth. Gray moaned as I took his member out of my mouth and licked up and down the sides. Mr. Ambassador had removed his tie and had draped it around the back of my neck.

	Gray was as hard as a length of pipe, so I looked up to see if he was ready to fuck. To my delight, his response was to grasp the sides of my shaven head and force my head further down onto his joint. He pumped his hips and soon exploded into my mouth. Strands of hot, salty man-juice hit the back of my throat and my tonsils. I swallowed Gray’s seed down and milked him for more. He continued to force my head down onto his meat by pulling on both sides of the tie that he had wrapped around my neck.

	“Hot little mouth,” Gray said when he finally stopped convulsing and was able to speak again.

	I sat back on my haunches and waited on his next command. It was my next test for him. Could he go again immediately or would he need to rest some first?

	Gray Carron took a big sip of his scotch and smiled at me.

	I wondered what he was thinking. I was thinking that I was ready to be underneath this stud as he pounded my pud repeatedly. He stood up and went to pour himself another drink.

	Turning around, he walked into the bedroom portion of the suite and out of my view. I could hear a sound every once in a while but not enough to be able to figure out what he was doing. I was getting tired of kneeling but I was thrilled that this man had the willpower and the confidence to be so in control of me.

	Gray appeared again and poured another drink. He walked over to me and held the glass to my lips. “Drink,” he commanded.

	My mouth was dry and still had the strong taste of his cum, so I opened my mouth and let the amber liquid enter me. It burned like fire, but a good cleansing fire that continued down my throat and into my belly.

	“You might just make a good little pet, after all, Sutton Pike.”

	You don’t know how headstrong I can be, Gray...

	“Shall we begin?” he asked with a raised eyebrow.

	“Yes, sir,” I replied as I watched him uncoil his tie from his hand. What the fuck is he going to do with that?

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	Part of a text string between Justin and Adam, Sutton’s best friends, later that same night:

	 

	Do you think Sutton seems off a little?

	Yes, I noticed.

	What do you think it is?

	I don’t know, but my guess is that he wants to find someone.

	Someone to be with all the time, like you have Brice and I have Thad?

	I think so. He seems lonely to me.

	Me too.

	I tried to set him up with some guys, but they weren’t right.

	It’s harder with him because he’s drawn to NOMARs.

	I know. I’m not sure NOMARs are capable of what he wants...

	Maybe this ambassador could be the one...

	Maybe.

	And there are so many NOMARs to choose from...

	That’s part of the problem, I think.

	It could be worse. He’s got money and having a lot of sex.

	Sounds fun, doesn’t it?

	LOL!

	 

	* * * *

	 

	Gray Carron was a little bit of a freak.

	I was currently kneeling in front of his hotel bed and I had a good sight of several things that he had laid out on the bed. The newest US ambassador to Romania had attached his tie around my neck and led me like a dog on all fours into the bedroom.

	I didn’t mind debasing myself a little if the fuck was worth it, so I was hoping that this one was going to be. Once in the bedroom, Gray had told me to kneel at the base of the bed. His tie was still around my thick throat.

	On the bed were two more ties, as well as a tube of lube, two bottles of water, a hotel hand towel, a leather dog collar, and a leather harness. I wasn’t surprised that the budding politician had such a dark little secret but really shocked that he travelled with the tools of his fetish.

	Gray was in the bathroom and when he came back into the bedroom, he was completely nude except for leather wristbands, strips of black leather on the tops of his biceps, and a leather thong wrapped around the top of his nut sack, which caused it to stand up and out from his body.

	Gray Carron was probably in his early forties, almost twenty years my senior, but he had a body that any man would trade for at any age. His tall frame held an athlete’s body with muscular pecs, six-pack abs, walnut-cracking thighs, and bulging biceps. His ass was sublime when he turned to the side and I loved that his cock was stiff again. He didn’t quite have the bulk that I usually liked in a lover, but he would definitely do.

	“Let’s get you dressed so that we can get started, Sutton,” Gray said with obvious delight in his voice. He walked towards me with his stiff cock swaying in front of him and removed the tie from my throat. He replaced it with the leather dog collar and then ran the tie through one of the metal loops on it.

	Gray seemed to enjoy dragging the silk fabric across my body and face as he hooked the tie onto my collar. “Arms in the air, Sutton,” he commanded.

	I lifted my arms into the air and he slid the harness down over my arms, head, and shoulders. Having used a harness several times before, I knew their main purpose was to allow the fucker to get a grip on the one being fucked and to manipulate his body to better the pleasure.

	Gray leaned down and buckled the harness around my chest. His neck was exposed and oh so close to my lips. I inhaled deeply and was just about to lick his neck when he stopped me cold.

	“Don’t even think about it,” he growled.

	I drew back, appreciating his control.

	“Hands behind your back, Sutton.”

	I smiled ever so slightly as I put my hands in the small of my back and grasped them together. Gray walked around behind me and tied my hands securely with one of the ties from the bed. He knew his knots and soon had my hands tied as expertly as a cowboy binds a calf at the rodeo.

	Gray leaned down and whispered into my ear, “You are a beautiful little pet, Sutton.”

	And you are a very handsome and sexy Master, Gray...

	“Stand,” he ordered as he pulled up on the tie connected to my collar.

	I stood up and he walked around me, his dick so hard that it pointed to the heavens.

	“I’m afraid that I can’t wait any longer, my pet. Kneel on the bed, Sutton.”

	I climbed up onto the bed and knelt in the middle. Gray spread my knees with his own as he climbed up with me. He placed his palm in the middle of my back and pushed it forward. My head hit the mattress and I turned my face to the side so it was more comfortable.

	Gray used the lube to slicken the hard sausage against his belly and then fed it into my hole. I enjoyed the feeling of him punching a hole inside me and I definitely loved when my puckered hole stretched itself around his hard shaft and then squeezed it tightly. This unbelievable warmth radiated out from his prick, heating my insides.

	“Oh, fuck! Where did my little pet get such a tight hole?” he asked, his voice completely transformed by husky lust.

	“It’s just for you, sir,” I said, playing my part to get him worked up even more.

	“Weren’t you in The Service, Sutton?”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Preston must not have ever fucked you, huh?”

	“My ass has always been able to bounce back, sir.”

	“Well, I am very pleased with it so far. We shall see how it bounces back from this because I plan on being planted inside you for at least the next five or six hours.”

	Five or six hours? Why couldn’t I have met this man a year ago?

	Gray began to fuck and he was seriously good at it. He built to a fast pace and used the harness to move me back and forth over his hot shaft when he got tired of pounding me himself. Sometimes, he would pull on my arms that were tied behind my back like they were the reins of the horse he had at a fast gallop.

	When I felt that my new, commanding friend was close to his climax, I focused extra hard on squeezing his prick with my ass muscles as he tried to pull out during each stroke. Gray responded by pulling on the tie hooked to my collar until I was straight up and down. He held me there, looping the silk tie around his hand as he hunched over my upturned ass and fucked me harder than shit.

	After the ambassador bred my ass and had pumped his cock into me until he was too limp to continue, he lay flat on my back breathing heavily. We were both sweating like pigs. I loved his heavy form on top of me—pressing me down into the mattress and mingling our sweaty bodies together as one.

	“That was fucking awesome,” he finally said into the back of my head.

	“Yeah, it was!” I said, laughing.

	True to his word, Gray only took a quick break before railing me out again, this time lying on my back while my hands were tied to the bedposts. The new ambassador tied my knees to the bottom of the harness and then gave me a real hard fuck.

	After Gray dumped another load of hot cum in my ass, he lay down beside me breathing deeply. “Well, that was unexpected.”

	“Not what you wanted?” I prompted him for a compliment.

	“No, better than I imagined.”

	“I aim to please...”

	“You certainly do.”

	There was a silence that hung between us. It was easy and nice, even though I was still tied in a compromising position.

	“My father got a Servant once when I was a teenager,” Gray said as he rolled onto his side to face me. “I mean, he always had a Servant. I practiced fucking on my father and grandfather’s Servants growing up, but this one was special.”

	“Special?”

	“My father had requested a Servant who had not gone to the SA. Now that I think about it, he probably requested a virgin, if that was possible.”

	I chuckled and wondered if there was such a thing.

	“He came to us when I was fifteen. His name was Shane and he was eighteen. One of the least attractive guys I have ever seen and clumsy as hell in bed, but he did seem to be innocent in almost every way.” Gray had a far-away look in his eyes like he was visualizing a memory.

	“I
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