
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Brand has waited his whole life to be called to Service and meet his Master for the first time. But when it finally happens, he discovers he is in a contest with many others and winning won’t necessarily get him what he really wants.

	 

	 

	Brand gets called to Service and waits to meet his Master. He quickly finds out that the Master is a famous football player, Marshall Taylor, but he is undecided about what kind of Servant he wants. Brand is in competition with at least five others and he is put on the spot immediately. He performs well enough to catch the Master’s attention, but it is with one of the Master’s friends that he makes an immediate connection, Chase McIntyre. Marshall decides to purchase four of the six Servants and moves them into his house. Chase and Brand take their infatuation to a whole new level, leaving them both in a dilemma with no resolution. Chase has to save Brand from some kidnappers, which makes Marshall realize that he should be Brand’s true Master. Brand is so close to getting everything he wants, but is it that simple?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	My cage was delivered on a hot August day, making me grateful that I was only wearing a very skimpy jock strap. The sweat was rolling down my torso as I sat on the bamboo floor and heard my handlers struggling with placing my cage down in exactly the right spot. The room to which they had delivered me was large, based on the echo of sounds that I could hear. The heavy drape covering the bars of my cage kept me from seeing anything and severely restricted my hearing as well as the air flow.

	I had left Charleston a day ago, having been locked inside my cage before I was loaded onto a private jet to be delivered to my Master. It was all by my own choosing, of course. I had waited for this moment for most of my life. In fact, since my thirteenth birthday, I had been waiting and now it was here.

	In the hot cage I had nothing to do but wait and think, so I let my mind wander back to my thirteenth birthday party, five years ago. We had a family dinner, like most kids turning my age did. My father, my brothers, and my granddad joined me at our house. My father had made my favorite meal, spaghetti with homemade garlic bread. He had bought me a sheet cake from my favorite local bakery.

	There are no women in our world. Females lived on another world, separated from the males. When women had a male baby, they were sent to our side to be raised by the man who had donated the sperm. Sometimes when I was small, I would dream of my Mother, or the representation of the woman who I thought of as her. She was always very kind and very pretty.

	Now that I was older, I didn’t have those dreams anymore, but just accepted the fact that our worlds were never meant to mix. So my world consisted of men and men who were attracted to men. The majority of our society was NOMARs, or non-marked men. These men were sexually attracted to females, which they were never destined to meet.

	A very small percentage of our population was marked men, those that were sexually attracted to males. Marked guys were rare and were revealed to the world on their thirteenth birthday. Different people had different reactions to the revelation of the mark.

	My reaction was not one of surprise at the time. I had felt the stirrings inside me before they were confirmed. When my face started to change there at the dinner table, I couldn’t see it, but I could see the reaction on the rest of my family’s faces. My Dad and Grandfather were worried, my older brother was happy, and my little brother was horrified.

	I jumped up from the table and rushed to the hall restroom. Staring into the mirror, I saw the blue line as it developed and expanded along my jaw line. It started as a light spot and then spread from the bottom of my left ear to almost the tip of my chin. The blue of the mark became lighter and brighter before settling on a pale neon hue that remains to this day. I had tried to scrub it off, but it was a part of my skin.

	The mark easily identified me as a man who was attracted to other men, which did offer several benefits. One was that I was able to attend a special school, called The Service Academy, or SA, that was run by and only for marked guys. A second benefit to being marked was that after school was over, I would have the chance to enter The Service. The Service was a program that allowed marked guys to enter a fantastic lottery of sorts. The third benefit to being marked was always having a slew of options for sex. Marked guys were fair game, and NOMARs were always willing to fuck.

	Wealthy NOMARs used The Service to call for a marked guy to be their sexual Servant. In exchange for this, the NOMAR became a Master and agreed to pay the Servant one million dollars a year for up to two years, according to a contract signed by both parties. If at the end of the first year, the Master wanted to terminate the contract, then the money was paid and the contract was completed.

	Most marked guys saw this as a fantastic chance to make a lot of money very quickly. I saw it as a chance to have a fantastic once-in-a-lifetime experience and possibly meet the man of my dreams. Either option—financial well-being or love—made the risk worth it for me. I decided on the spot to enter into The Service when I graduated from the SA.

	My two years at the Service Academy had been a blast. I had learned things about sex that I never would have guessed would even be possible. I had also learned a lot about myself. There were things that I did and had done to me that were amazing and I will never forget my time there, ever. Now, however, I was ready for the next chapter of my life, to use all the lessons I had learned to seduce a Master and make him fall in love with me.

	I had never really been in love before, although I had crushed on guys hard before. While most of my friends at the SA where digging on each other and fucking nightly in the dorms, I preferred to be more selective and was drawn to some of the older professors and advisors.

	My first crush was the dorm advisor who introduced himself to me the first day at the SA. His name was Chip, and he had been a football jock in high school and had gone on to play in college before accepting a contract from a wealthy stockbroker. He had served his two years and now was giving back by working to train new Servants. We had chemistry right away, and I wound up in his bed by the end of the third day. Chip had a great body, but he was a complete bottom that didn’t do a thing for me sexually. It was disappointing, but it taught me a valuable lesson about learning to read people better in the future.

	My second crush and first full-time relationship came in the form of one of my professors, Dr. Hepskinsky. He was a history professor who was in his mid-forties with the body of a twenty-year-old. He worked out every day, shaved his head and face religiously smooth for class, and had a great sense of humor.

	I pursued Hep with all the energy that my sixteen-year-old body gave me. I flirted and I cajoled, plotted and schemed, arranged meetings and hung after class, made office visits and ambushed him in the parking lot. He had no choice but to fuck with me!

	Once I got his clothes off, saw his tremendous body and, most importantly, his gigantic lap-hog, there was no way he could stop me from climbing onto him and using him like an adult jungle-gym.

	Sex with Hep was eye-opening. His big thick body was covered in thick black hair, in juxtaposition to his head and face. The first time I lay under his massive body and felt his hot cock enter my tiny puckered hole, I thought I had died and gone to heaven. His cock felt like it was splitting me into two, and I held onto his hard biceps as he pushed it all the way inside me.

	Hep was a fantastic lover who knew how to fuck. He ripped me a new asshole every time we were together, making sure I was unable to sit down for hours afterwards. His big cock was only overshadowed by his extreme stamina at plowing my sweet hole. I soon came to not be able to do without it, much like being addicted to a drug.

	One of the most important things that he did for me was to teach me how to fuck. Sometimes, we would ask Chip to come over with me, and Hep would watch me fuck him, criticizing and complimenting me on the action. On some occasions he would even use his hands to direct my actions, and it wasn’t long before my fucking scale scores rocketed to the top of my class. Hep was very proud of me, and I was proud that he saved himself for me alone, never once touching Chip, despite Chip practically begging for him to.

	It all came to an end when my Sexual Adviser put the brakes to it. He thought my training needed variety and forbid Hep from fucking with me again. I was devastated, but soon came to see that it was probably for the best. I met several other men at the SA, all older, who I enjoyed spending time with, but never had another man completely dominate me sexually like Hep had done. My time with Hep had been unbelievably transformative, and I would never forget him.

	Hep met me in my dorm after graduation on my last day at the SA, and despite the ban against it, he fucked me like a bull fresh into a field of cows, leaving me breathless and sore for days. His graduation present to me was by far my favorite of all of those I had been given.

	Hep said that staying away from me was the hardest thing he had ever done and he hoped I would come back after my calling to work at the SA, so we could be together. It was a flattering proposal, but I knew that I had many adventures yet to come before I could even think about that step.

	The Service Academy had prepared me for a lot of things, but to receive that phone call from The Service was life-altering. It was almost the end of August when I was called. The Service had called me on a Monday and expected me to be ready to go on a Friday.

	I entered the cage on Friday morning, after stripping my clothes off and putting on a neon green jock strap that was basically little more than a half-washcloth-size piece of fabric in the front that was supported by three bands of elastic. My whole ass was exposed.

	My cage had been built according to my unique body specifications. I was six-foot-one, so my cage was tall, not enough for me to stand up in, but big enough to squat on my toes and not have to dip my head. Bamboo floors and polished steel bars completed the cage, along with a door and a padlock in the front. The heavy drapes were gathered in the back, but would be pulled around the cage once I entered.

	Crawling into the cage, I was surprised to see that hanging on the back bars were a giant hamster-like water bottle and an empty container, in which I guessed I was supposed to use the bathroom. The cage was spacious, but terrifying none the less. The drape was pulled around the bars of my cage, cutting off my vision and muffling most but the loudest of noises. It completed my feelings of helplessness and submissiveness. I was an independent person, and the fact that I was going to completely submit myself to someone else was very foreign to me, but I had already told myself to commit to it. My scores at the SA in the area of taking direction and submitting to authority were always poor.

	I sat cross-legged on the smooth floor and listened intently, trying to tell what was happening. I heard the sound of the forklift as it skewered my cage and lifted it into the hold of the jet. As far as I knew, I was the only passenger besides my handlers, so there should have been plenty of room. The plane took off and travelled for more than an hour and a half, if my sense of time in a darkened room was any good. From Charleston, that meant that we were either still on the East Coast or in the eastern section of the Mid-West.

	When the plane finally landed, the forklift deposited my cage into the back of some type of truck. From the halting advance of the truck, I guessed we were somewhere with a lot of traffic. Sometimes I could hear car horns beeping angrily. The back of the truck was very warm, and soon I was drenched in sweat. This was ruining all the primping I had done in anticipation of meeting my Master. Finally, the truck came to a stop and I was unloaded.

	Now back in the here and now, I was still waiting in my cage where it had been finally placed. I heard the handlers arrive again and the sound of the same dolly that had brought me into the room. And then the unmistakable sound of another cage being lowered into place right beside me drifted into my cage.

	What the fuck is going on? Why would there be another cage?

	I was so tempted to look out of the drapes or to call out.

	Why would there be another cage being delivered? Can a Master have more than one Servant?

	After giving it a second thought, I saw that the answer to that question would be in the affirmative, but it had never occurred to me before. I had put all of my energy and devotion into the hope of winning over this mysterious Master and I didn’t think I would like having competition at all. In fact, I knew I would not like it.

	I was still pondering the situation when another cage was delivered. This one wasn’t as close to me as the last, but I could definitely hear it and knew what the sounds meant. Now my head was really spinning. I waited impatiently for the sound of another cage being delivered, but none came. There was a long period of silence in which I tried hard to hear the other Servants in their cages making noise. They obviously were also listening and none of us made even so much as a cough.

	The air conditioning in the room had cooled me off, but now my sweat had dried on the surface of my skin, giving me a gross feeling that nothing but a shower would cure. The air was also making my nipples hard enough to cut glass. This was not the way I had wanted to meet my Master, but I had little choice about it now.

	Suddenly a door opened in the distance and there were clicking sounds of heels on hardwood floors. This room must have been very large, because it took the man a little while to cross it or even to get to the middle of it, from the sounds. When he did, the footsteps stopped, and I heard him clear his throat.

	“Servants, if I could have your attention!” His voice was clear and controlled.

	I found myself to be fascinated by these events, but at the same time, I felt that I was completely out of control with what was happening and couldn’t wait to see what was next.

	“I’m a representative from The Service, and today is a very special day. We have a very important Master-in-the-making and he has chosen a very old method of calling his Servants, one that is not done often. You have been chosen to be a part of a very unusual call process referred to as a Pick Six!”

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	If I had thought that I was confused before, it was nothing compared to how I felt now. What the hell was a Pick Six, and why had we never been taught about it in school?

	The speaker’s voice continued. “Today, you have been called for a very special ceremony. When a new Master is undecided about what he would like, he can ask for a sample of Servants to... interview. This is called a Pick Six.”

	A sample? So the Master gets to look us over, fuck us, and then pick one? We’re in a fucking contest for him? And there are six of us? Well, bring it! I’m ready!

	“You do not have a contract yet, so therefore the Master cannot demand anything from you sexually. At the end of this session, one of you will have a contract or all of you will be returning home.”

	The gravity of it all hit me like a ton of bricks. This could be my calling, but also could mean that I was going back home empty-handed. The guy from The Service had said that the Master could not demand anything from us sexually, but I bet if we didn’t fuck with him, he would not pick us. I wondered if we could be the aggressor in this instance. My mind was going a million miles-an-hour.

	The representative from The Service continued. “My advice to you is to make a good impression. The sex is implied, so don’t be overly aggressive or attention-seeking or it will come off as desperate.”

	That answers that.

	I had already formed a game-plan for the first time I met my Master in my head, but now all of that was out of the window. Now I had to compete for his attention without coming off too strong. I was in trouble, because strong was my specialty.

	“I wish you luck, and I will be here at the end to help one of you sign your contract into The Service.” And with that, he was gone. I heard his heels clicking across the hardwoods and the opening and closing of a door on the opposite side of the room.

	I sat there in silence, listening intently. It felt like a long time, but I was not a patient guy, so I was a really poor judge of how much time had elapsed. Soon there was the sound of the door opening again, and a wall of sound hit my cage.

	It was men, there was no doubt about that, and from the sounds of them, a big group. As they drew closer to us, I could make out whistles and laughter. I guessed that this Master must have brought friends with him to help him pick which of us marked guys would be a good Servant for him. I smiled to myself as I pictured it, the wealthy NOMAR version of window shopping.

	I realized that I was holding my breath, so I practiced some deep breathing I had been taught at the SA and rose up into The Service Squat position. The Service Squat was the acceptable position for all Servants to take when meeting their Masters or when they were unsure of what to do. It was like a temporary position to fall back into when a situation was unclear.

	The Squat consisted of being up on the balls of your feet with your thighs spread wide open and your head bowed. Your arms were supposed to be on top of your thighs, following the V shape that they made. It was a position that hurt at first, but after years of practice, it now seemed very natural to me. I looked forward to the moment when I could stand normally though, despite my comfort with it.

	The men suddenly stopped talking and horsing around ,and the room got quiet. A voice rang out. “Good morning, marked men!”

	There was a slight echo in the room, telling me that this room was bigger than I had imagined it in my head.

	“I’m a Master in need of a Servant, and hopefully one of you in here is going to blow me away and be that man for me today.”

	His words made my blood boil with heat. I was so ready to have a Master that I knew I was going to come off as desperate unless I kept myself under control and focused on the task at hand. His voice was deep and confident, and I knew that he would make a good Master from just hearing it.

	The Master’s voice continued. “I’m very excited to meet each one of you today, and I brought my boys along to help me decide, so if you guys are ready, so are we!” The group of NOMARs yelled and cheered.

	I couldn’t hear anything else for a minute until I heard a ripping sound to my right and then footsteps around my cage. Suddenly bright sunlight came streaming onto me as I realized that my drape was being pulled back. The light was blinding, and I quickly blinked my eyes, trying to adjust.

	Then the sound of the drapes being pulled open on the cage to my left came to my ears. I stole a furtive glance sideways and saw a cage on each side of me, separated from me by six feet or so. The wood flooring of the room was parquet, and it came to me that we were in some kind of a ballroom or basketball court.

	The next sound that I heard was of the padlock being unlocked and removed from the cage to my right, then from mine, and then from the one to my left. I quickly looked over into the cage to my right, seeing a skinny white guy with blond hair brushed into his eyes, a la Justin Bieber. He was looking at me also, so I smiled slightly and subtly looked to my left. This cage held an Asian guy who was very short but beautifully built, with his head shaved into a flattop. His cage was a lot smaller than mine, since each one was custom built to our height.

	The Master’s voice rang out again. “You may exit your cages, marked men.”

	I noticed that he was going out of his way to avoid calling us Servants yet, since only one of us was going to get the title. I lowered myself out of The Service Squat and onto all fours. This was the moment that I had been waiting for that was more than three years in the making—the moment where I would meet my Master face to face... maybe.

	I pushed open the cage door and, just as I had been taught, took two hand steps forward and rose back into The Squat. I kept my head lowered the whole time, but glanced sideways enough to see that there were more than just the three of us that I had been able to see from my cage.

	“Fucking fantastic!” one of the NOMARs said, excitedly. It didn’t sound like the Master’s voice.

	“Glorious, isn’t it?” This was the Master.

	I was excited that I could already tell his voice apart from others in a crowd.

	“Fucking A!”

	“Very good, fellas. Now, I’m going to come to each one of the six of you, one at a time. When I speak to you, you may look up and answer me. Is that clear?”

	All of us knew to answer when asked a direct question, so there were six voices in unison saying, “Yes, sir.” The Pick Six was a true pick of six marked men. I was amazed at the influence and power the Master must have had in order to get this special treatment. I didn’t think that your average millionaire would be granted this option, but didn’t really know for sure.

	I heard the crowd of NOMARs move to my far right. I still didn’t know where I was in the line of Servants-to-be, but I would be finding out shortly. I was grateful that I did not have to go first. The Master kept his voice low, and the only thing I heard from that first interview was the murmur of approval that went up from the Master’s posse at the end of it.

	I was instantly jealous of the first Servant and the positive sounds that I heard from the group of NOMARs. Telling myself to snap out of it, I concentrated on how I wanted myself to be perceived.

	The shuffling feet sound told me that the crowd had moved down to the second Servant. I could make out a few words now, but not a complete sentence. I was amazed at how long the Master was staying with each applicant, more because it had just popped into my head that I was going to be in this Service Squat for a very long time.

	The moving crowd told me that Master was now interviewing the Servant in cage number three, and this was the cage right beside me to the left. I was next! My heart started pumping and the burn in my thighs intensified.

	“What is your name?”

	“Robert, sir.”

	“Where are you from, Robert?”

	“Minnesota, sir.”

	“Vikings fan?”

	“What, sir?” This Servant, liked most marked men that I had met, was not a sports fan. He didn’t know how to answer.

	“Are you a fan of the Minnesota Vikings football team?” Master spelled it out with relaxed ease.

	“My family is. I don’t really watch football.”

	The boys let out a chorus of oohs at that, sounding vaguely disappointed, and I mentally told myself to be prepared if they were football players or big sports fans.

	“And what would your hobbies be, then?”

	“I like to cook and I’m really good at cleaning.”

	The Master was very contemplative when he said, “Well, that certainly could come in useful.”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Well, thank you. We’re going to move on now.”

	The Servant had the good sense to know to stay quiet, and out of the corner of my eye, I saw him bow his head again. The mass of men moved in front of me.

	“You may look up.” The Master’s voice was even more firm and direct now that it was aimed at me.

	I looked up and saw an amazing group of guys. I recognized the Master immediately, and I instantly felt relief because I knew what to do next. I tried to keep my face as neutral as possible, but I was a little star struck.

	The Master seemed surprised by my reaction and said, “Do you know who we are?”

	I focused my eyes on his and told myself not to look away. “Yes, sir.” Having lived with a bunch of marked guys at the SA, I discovered that my love of almost all sports was a rarity. It was more of a NOMAR trait than a marked man trait, and it really separated me from the pack. I was now going to use it to my full advantage.

	“Who?” He sounded frustrated. At The Service Academy, we had been warned that a common new Master mistake was not being direct enough with us. Unless we were asked a question, we were not allowed to say anything. This sometimes frustrated new Masters who were not used to being so direct or so commanding.

	“Well, you are Marshall Taylor, and these are some Colossals,” I said proudly. Marshall was the quarterback for the New York Colossals and was one of three brothers playing in the NFL. His Dad was also an NFL legend. He had a boyish charm about him, but not the kind of guy I had always pictured as my Master. There was not much about him that turned me on, sexually, but I was sure that I could make him happy, regardless of that.

	I recognized some of the other faces around him, but I did not know their names. Besides Marshall, there were six other guys with him, although I could only see the faces of five of them.

	“Oh fuck, Marshall! You found a sports fan!” The voice drew my eyes to the speaker, who stepped out from behind Marshall, giving me my first glance of Chase McIntyre.

	He was one of my favorite players, mostly because he was so fucking hot—the kind of hot that just smolders. He was dark and muscular, with a fire that was burning right under his skin. My mouth formed the word Chase before I could even stop myself. He was one of the sexiest men I had ever seen, and I could not believe that I was standing in front of him now.

	“Looks like he knows you too, Chase!” Marshall said, starting to laugh, which caused the other guys to chuckle and slap Chase on the back.

	One of the other guys laughed. “Chase is a real ass-hound, so I’m sure he will know him later if he doesn’t now.”

	“He does love fucking that ass,” another one said.

	Master turned back to me and said, “What’s your name?”

	“Brand, sir.”

	“Brand.” He let the name hang there on his lips. “That’s a cool name, and you’re tall, based on your cage. How tall?”

	“Over six-foot-one, sir.”

	He shook his head. “Where are you from?”

	“Charleston, sir.”

	“I love Charleston. You’re right in the middle of a bunch of teams there. Who’s your favorite?”

	I took a second to steal a glance at Chase, who was intently watching me. “I’m a Steelers fan, Master.”

	The boys all smirked at that, and I enjoyed that I had surprised some of them with my pick.

	“But I’m an even bigger Tarheel fan, sir.”

	“College football? Hakeem will love that!” Marshall said to his friends. He had turned to face them, so I was able to stare at Chase McIntyre some more. He was shorter than most of the other guys, but was broad and dark and mysterious. My crotch tingled at the sight of his dark brooding eyes and his thick muscular neck and body.

	“Anything else, Tarheel fan?” Master’s question had surprised me and I jerked my attention away from Chase McIntyre and back to Marshall. I still couldn’t believe that I was in the presence of these famous jocks and that there was a possibility by the end of the afternoon that I would belong to Marshall Taylor.

	I started to speak and then hesitated, wondering whether I should or not.

	He prompted me. “Go on...”

	“I was just thinking how a Pick Six isn’t usually so lucky for someone in your position, sir. I hope this one goes better for you than usual.” In football terms, a Pick Six is when the quarterback throws an interception and the opposing team runs it back for a touchdown, which is worth six points. Marshall was a quarterback, and a Pick Six would be the worst thing that could have happened to him in a game.

	All of the NOMARs burst into laughter, slapping Marshall on the back and high-fiving each other. I couldn’t take my eyes off of Chase McIntyre, and he seemed to not be able to look at anything but me.

	“Smart ass!” Marshall spit out at me, even though he was laughing. “I certainly hope that this Pick Six is good for me, as well.” He looked at me with his head cocked to the side for a minute, like he was watching an animal to see what it would do next.

	“I like the smart mouth on this one!” Marshall noted out loud to himself. “We are moving on. Thank you, Brand.”

	“Welcome, Master,” I said, bowing my head and smiling to myself. I was glad I’d referred to him with his title.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	I felt like that had gone as well for me as it could have. Master was a celebrity and a sports figure, so it was very exciting. I reviewed my conversation with the boys again in my head as I squatted there in the middle of that ballroom. I don’t think there was one single word or action I would have done differently.

	The only face I could picture when I closed my eyes was the Master’s friend, Chase McIntyre. If I got the chance to fuck with him, I think my ass and eyes might explode with pleasure. It would be a dream-come-fucking-true! I tried to listen to the marked guy on my left answering Master’s questions, but my mind wandered right back to my interview.

	Marshall seemed to be a really nice person. I got a good feeling about him, even from the little bit of time we had spent together. His friends seemed nice, and I was overjoyed to even have a chance at this. My Dad would be shitting his pants right now if he knew that I had just met these two famous footballers.

	Before I even realized it, the interviews were over and my heart started racing at what would happen next. The group of NOMARs moved back to the middle of the room, so they were sort of in front of me. I saw that most of the Servants were watching what was going on, so I didn’t feel
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