
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Loch has fallen in love with his boyfriend of two years at college. He has never even dreamed of this kind of emotional connection before, but now he is in the middle of it. Will either family accept the connection he has with Marcus? Will Loch and Marcus care either way?

	 

	 

	Loch was forced to pick a member of the University of North Carolina football team to date early in his freshman year. He had taken a chance on a scrawny freshman named Marcus. Two years later, in their junior years, Marcus has blossomed into a hulking football-playing man. Loch has kept up with the man he believes is his true Master, but now they have to meet each other’s families. Either their connection will remain strong or fray under the scrutiny of their loved ones. Also looming in the future is the end of their senior year. What will happen when they go their separate ways?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	June had brought the end of school and the beginning of another summer in Charleston for me. I had just finished my second year at the University of North Carolina, having the most amazing sexual experience of my life.

	Now I was supposed to go home for three months and live without it?

	Marcus Battle had been my boyfriend since the first month of freshman year when the football team decided that I needed one of them to fuck me on a regular basis. I didn’t like being told what to do, but at the same time, I was given free rein to choose any football player I wanted to date, so it was a win-win situation for me.

	I was a marked man, in a literal sense. On my face was a bright blue mark running from my earlobe to my chin. The mark appeared on the exact minute of my birth on my thirteenth birthday. It signaled to the world that I was a man who was sexually attracted to men, and since our world only contained men, it was one big meat market for me.

	My father had always taught me that our world contained more threats to me than pleasures and he had been correct. NOMARs, or non-marked men, made up about ninety-eight percent of the population, and since there were no women, they were constantly horny. Dad had taught me to fight and defend myself, but most importantly, he had taught me how to think quickly, react in advance, and how to quickly assess my surroundings for potential danger.

	Fortunately for me, I had not run into any major problems. Once in high school, I found a popular senior to date who usually ran interference for me and kept trouble at bay. I did the same thing the next year and then the next and assumed that I would live my life that way. These men were easy to manipulate, and most of them bent to my will without even the flicker of fight in their eyes.

	When I arrived on campus at UNC, I naturally thought it would be smart to find a protector, but I also let loose a little and fucked around with a lot of guys. By the time the football team offered me their protection, I was ready to see what came of it. Dating several of the older players, I found them lacking. Fortunately for me, I was intrigued by a quiet freshman and gave him a chance.

	Marcus turned out to be the most amazing man I had ever met. He was not as susceptible to my charms as every other NOMAR I had met and refused to fuck me or even let me see his cock until I had committed to him. There was some kind of attraction between the two of us that I could not explain. I had never felt anything like it before, and I could not get enough of it.

	It took two weeks for me to take the risk and accept Marcus as the football player that I wanted to date. He had been there when I needed him and I told him that I wanted him to be my boyfriend. He was excited, but still held out on sex until I informed the team of my decision.

	When Marcus and I finally fucked, it was mind-blowing sex that I had never felt before. Marcus’ cock was huge and he certainly knew how to use it, but the real fire came from the connection between us. We just couldn’t get enough of each other, and therefore we had to set limits very quickly. Marcus and I were both excellent students and he also was a member of the football team, so we didn’t want either of those two things to suffer just because we couldn’t stay out of each other’s pants.

	We spent our first year together feeling each other out. Marcus demanded that I work out to be able to keep up with him, and I was more than willing. I didn’t want anything to hold me back from being with him. Marcus and I had a great year together, and over the summer, he had told me to take an older lover to keep me out of trouble.

	I had worked out a deal with the boss at my summer job at IBM that allowed him to fuck around with me in exchange for a summer job and the company scholarship each school year. Mr. Lewellyn, my boss, had taught me more than I bargained for. He was into bondage, and the things that he did to me, made me realize that I wanted to explore it with Marcus.

	My chance to do just that came at the end of summer when I bound myself to Marcus’ locker on the last day of football camp. He took total advantage of me and we wound up spending the rest of the summer together. It was such life-altering sex, but neither Marcus nor I were ready to fully realize what it meant.

	Marcus Battle had started to make some noise on the football field in his second year and we both had matured physically in the year since we had met. Marcus had grown into a man and not an overgrown boy like before.

	A spring break trip in our sophomore year to the Bahamas had sealed the connection for us. We both had enjoyed someone else’s attention on that trip, but had come out of the other side to realize that we were what each of us needed. I had marked him as my man and he had marked me as his.

	At the end of our second year, Marcus had snatched me from my final exam and taken me to a hotel room where he asserted his dominance over me. My footballer boyfriend had bound me, controlled me, forced me to address him as Master, and then given me the greatest sexual pleasure of my life.

	That experience had happened a week ago. I was now at home in Charleston, and Marcus was at his father’s home in Ohio. I thought back to it often.

	 

	After fucking for most of twelve hours, Marcus and I had collapsed on the bed, too exhausted to move. We talked instead.

	Marcus asked, “Are you planning to continue fucking around with Mr. Lewellyn for the summer, Loch?”

	“If you do not want me to, I will wait for you, Marcus.” This was the first time since we’d arrived at the hotel room the day before that we had used each other’s names.

	“No, you can’t wait. You know how crazy you get when you’re not fucked on a regular basis.”

	“I can spend my summer with you and... get fucked on a regular basis,” I said, flirting with him shamelessly.

	“I wish,” Marcus said with a sigh. “But you know that I have to be in Portland for most of it.”

	I did know that Marcus had received an opportunity to work out with some tight end football guru at the University of Oregon for a month and a half. The second half of the summer would involve attending the UNC football camp and then conditioning until school started. “I know,” I said with resignation.

	Marcus looked at me, and I could see the care in his eyes. “I want you to promise me that since I am unavailable, that you will not hesitate to find a lover.”

	“Yes, sir,” I said. “If I have to.” My tone told him that I didn’t want to comply but knew that it was pointless to argue.

	“You have to,” Marcus said firmly.

	“Do I get to make a demand now, Master?” I asked, slipping back into our sexual personas.

	Marcus suddenly got very serious. “Loch, I am only the Master when we are fucking around.”

	“I agree, Marcus. I would like to keep them separate.”

	“Good,” he said, smacking me on the thigh. “And yes, you can make a demand now.”

	“I want to live with you next year.” There! It had been on my mind for two years, and I finally came out and said it. Instant relief flooded through my body.

	“Loch, I would love that also, but you know what it is like when we are together.”

	“Yes, but I am willing to... curtail my activities to make this work.”

	Marcus narrowed his eyes and lowered his head, as if in disbelief.

	“I will! We have always been good at setting boundaries and limits and then sticking with them.”

	“We have,” he agreed.

	“We can limit it to one fuck a night if you want to, and I will stay away from you on the night and mornings before game days.”

	“That’s just it. I don’t want to limit it to one fuck a night.” Marcus’ deep voice boomed. “We just can’t help ourselves.”

	“If I have the chance to get fucked by you at least once a day, I will control myself,” I promised him.

	“It means that much to you?”

	“Yes.”

	“It would save me a lot of time going from your dorm to mine.”

	“Yes, it would,” I said, excitement coloring my voice as I realized that he was considering it.

	“And we do really well studying together.”

	“Especially when we are in our special position,” I said huskily.

	He ignored my sexual salvo. “I will consider it.”

	“Thanks, Marcus!” I gushed as I turned on my side and put my head in the middle of his sweaty chest.

	He hugged me to him with two muscled arms and said firmly, “I said that I will consider it, Loch.”

	“I know. But you have always said that you are the one who gives me what I need.”

	“Yeah, so?” he asked and then understanding crossed his face, his eyes twinkling with delight as I looked up at them. “Oh, so living together is what you need?”

	“Yes,” I said, laughing. “I want to immerse myself in the Marcus Battle experience... totally.”

	“You are the most amazing man I have ever met,” he whispered.

	“And you are mine,” I whispered back.

	“And I am yours,” he said with a sigh.


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Marcus and I were as committed to each other as ever, but I missed him terribly when I was home with my family outside of Charleston. I liked my family, but they couldn’t hold my interest like Marcus Battle could. I was only home for two days before I called Mr. Lewellyn and got my old summer job back. He asked me to report directly to his office on Monday, and I assured him that I would.

	Dad was pleased that I was going to work with Mr. Lewellyn again, because IBM paid so well that it would really help with the bills. Whenever my father talked of money, I immediately felt guilty that I had not joined The Service. That made me want him to never have to worry about money again. He had bought me a used car, saying that he had saved so much money since I received that scholarship from IBM that he could afford it.

	In our world, marked men had the opportunity to attend a local Service Academy to learn the sexual arts of pleasuring NOMARs and could then enter into The Service. This was a program that contracted between marked men and wealthy NOMARs who wanted to have a sexual Servant. They paid handsomely for the use of the Servant, to the tune of a million dollars a year, and each contract could be extended if both parties agreed, for another year.

	Sometimes, I wondered what our lives would have been like if I had gone to the SA and into The Service. I didn’t regret not going, because I had always wanted to attend regular high school, and my dream was always to go to Chapel Hill. And besides, I would have never met Marcus.

	How could any Master compare to him? They couldn’t. But had I screwed myself out of the money? I could still enter into a contract after I graduated, if I desired, but the world made it very clear that nobody wanted an old Servant.

	I knew my father would never say it, but I think he was disappointed about the chance at the money. Not only had I deferred my Service, but I had enrolled in college and cost him even more money. At least I was there on an academic scholarship and worked every summer.

	I had a free weekend before I started work, so on Friday night I drove into the city and went to a new Turkish restaurant that I had read about in the paper. I got a lot of stares from the NOMAR patrons, as I always did when I was out in public, but since this restaurant was slightly classy, I felt secure. The food was amazing, and when my entrée came out, the waiter was followed by a young kid who started to dance.

	He had a dark complexion and handsome features. He was dressed in a belly dancer costume and played the castanets loudly to piped-in music. The dancer was barefoot and not marked. I couldn’t help but smile at him and applaud when the music was finished.

	I left a nice tip when I paid for my meal and had every intention of going home when I left the restaurant. However, as I passed through the outdoor seating area to exit, I was immediately attracted to one of the patrons who was also eating alone.

	He was probably in his early forties, with blond hair that was cut short. A square jaw with a blond beard framed a very handsome face. But to be honest, what stopped me in my tracks were the giant biceps that were stretching the arms of his red polo shirt to their limits. His left arm had a circular barb wire tattoo around the bicep and the other was tatted all over with tribal tats.

	Feeling extra confident after the nice meal and the show, I threw caution to the wind and sat down at his table. He was just finishing his meal and had a mouthful of curry when he looked up from his plate. His eyes registered surprise right before they locked in on my mark and realization hit him.

	Waiting a few seconds as he finished chewing and swallowing, I finally introduced myself, “Hi, I’m Loch.”

	He held out his hand and said, “Kelly.”

	We shook, and his large rough hand ignited the fire in my crotch immediately. “I know this is extremely slutty of me to ask, but do you have plans tonight?”

	“There’s nothing wrong with being a little slutty,” he said with a wink. “I was just going over to my friend’s place to watch some TV.”

	“Call him and cancel,” I commanded as I leaned back on the metal chair and smiled.

	“Calling now,” Kelly said as he grabbed his cell phone off of the table.

	I laughed at his overt eagerness, which was only reflecting mine. I listened as he cancelled with his friend, Dave. Something had just come up and it required him to be home. Watching him, I couldn’t help but think of how lucky I was to be that something. I was so damn picky now, thanks to Marcus setting the bar so high, that it usually took me weeks to find someone.

	Kelly ended the call and looked up to see if I approved or not.

	“Very good, Kelly.”

	He was already letting me control him like a puppet, and I had only known him for a minute or so. Kelly wasn’t going to be someone that I could put up with long, but he would be good for a night at the very least. I started the questioning to decide how best to protect myself. “You live near here?”

	“Yes.”

	“Alone?”

	“No, with my brother.”

	“And he will be at home?”

	“No, but he works the night shift, so we will be alone.”

	I smiled at him to let him know I was pleased. Grabbing my cell phone from my pocket, I sent a quick text to my father to let him know that I was going to spend the night at a friend’s house.

	“What’s the address?” I demanded.

	Kelly told me, and I added the address onto the end of the text to my dad. Just in case something happened, he would know where to start looking. My new friend watched me with great interest. I sent the message and said, “Let’s go.”

	“I can drive,” Kelly offered.

	“I will follow you in my car,” I said dismissively.

	He threw down some money on the table and stood up. Kelly wasn’t even going to finish his meal or wait for the check to arrive. He was a man of action, and I did appreciate that.

	“So, what do you do, Kelly?” I asked as we walked to the cars.

	“I own a gym,” he answered, and involuntarily flexed his big biceps for me. “I know it is stereotypical of a meathead, but I’ve been able to franchise the business and have done quite well for myself.”

	“Sounds awesome to me. It’s why you’ve kept in such good shape at your age, so I’m all for that.”

	“Speaking of age, how old are you, Loch?” he cautiously asked.

	“Twenty.”

	“Holy fuck!” Kelly said excitedly.

	“Your lucky day?” I asked with a chuckle.

	“My lucky year,” he gushed as I unlocked my car and then followed him to his house. Kelly drove a low-numbered Mercedes Benz, and his house was a modest ranch on the east side of town, I saw as we arrived.

	We both parked in the driveway, and Kelly waited at his car for me. “This is it,” he said with a flourish of his arm.

	“It’s nice, Kelly.”

	“I’m sure it is not nearly as nice as the mansions that you are used to.”

	“I haven’t entered The Service yet, Kelly.”

	He looked surprised. “No? You must have been at one of those schools then. What do they call them? Service Academies?”

	“That’s what they call them, but I haven’t been there either,” I said as he unlocked the door.

	He looked at me with a blank stare and I decided to put him out of his misery. “I decided to continue in my high school instead of going to the SA. Then I went to college at the University of North Carolina. That’s where I am now. Going to be a junior.”

	He ushered me into the living room which was a huge man-cave. “So you’ve never had a Master?”

	“Not in the traditional sense,” I answered, thinking of my true Master, Marcus Battle.

	“You want something to drink?”

	I indicated the bottle of water that I had brought from my car and remembered getting drugged my freshmen year when I accepted a drink from a NOMAR at a party. I had learned to protect myself by always drinking my own stuff after that.

	Kelly went to the kitchen and grabbed a beer while I had a seat between the pieces of workout equipment scattered around the room. His house smelled like musky men, sweat, and cum—a heady combination that made me a little lightheaded.

	“You want to pretend to be my Master tonight, Kelly?” I asked provocatively.

	He swallowed hard and I loved watching his over-sized Adam’s apple bob up and down on his thick throat. “Is that why you picked me?” he asked in a quiet tone.

	“Is what why I picked you?”

	“I’m so much older than you. Are you looking for a Master?” he asked innocently.

	I laughed out loud and then quickly stopped when I saw that he wasn’t joking. “No, Kelly, I asked you to fuck with me because you are my type—thick, hot, handsome, with a rocking body.”

	“Oh, I thought...”

	“I asked if you wanted to try to be my Master, because I thought it might be a fantasy for you that you might be interested in.”

	The fog suddenly cleared. “Oh! Fuck yeah, it’s always been my fantasy.”

	“So, you want to go for it?”

	“Sure,” Kelly answered, as he licked his lips in anticipation.

	“Awesome,” I commented as I stood up and moved in front of him. He followed my every move. Pulling off my shirt, I stepped out of my sandals and pushed my shorts to the ground. Stepping out of my shorts and just wearing my boxer-briefs, I assumed The Service Squat in front of him and heard his gasp as I did it.

	The Service Squat was the position that all Servants were required to take when they met their Master for the first time. They also had to assume it whenever the situation did not provide any instructions to them about what to do. It was a general fallback position of subservience, and it hurt like hell.

	I could tell that I was doing the squat correctly, because my thighs and back began to hurt immediately. In a full body squat, I was perched on the balls of my feet, my thighs were spread wide open, my forearms rested on each spread thigh, and my head was bowed. Marked men practiced this position at the SA constantly and could do it from sheer muscle memory, but I could not.

	“I am yours to command, Master,” I said, my head still bowed, my legs so shaky that I had to concentrate hard to keep from falling over. He obviously was not going to be a good dominant, because he had already let me undress and squat without telling me to do so.

	“Holy shit,” Kelly said under his breath.

	Since there was no command, I squatted my ground.

	“Uh, uh, go to my bedroom, Servant,” he finally ordered.

	“I don’t know where your bedroom is located, Master,” I said in a flat monotone voice.

	“Shit! Follow me,” he said, flustered as he stood and headed out of the living room.

	I followed him down a wide hallway to a large bedroom that smelled like old sheets and cum. Even with my head bowed, I could see it was messy. There were even wads of Kleenex on the floor that I was sure were cum rags.

	Kelly had begun to pick up the dirty clothes, so I assumed The Service Squat again and waited. He nervously apologized for the mess as he swept it under the bed or threw it into a hamper.

	“Would Master like me to change the sheets for him?”

	I lifted my head to see that Kelly looked at the bed for a second and then back to me. “Yes, Servant. Let me get you some clean ones.” He left the room and came back with folded sheets that looked practically brand new.

	I stood up and began to strip the bed. Kelly helped me and I couldn’t help but notice the significant bulge in the front of his khaki shorts now. We soon had the bed made with clean sheets and the old ones in the hamper.

	Kelly either seemed confused or nervous about what to do next, so I helped him out. “Would Master like me to undress him now?”

	“Yes, please.”

	I walked to his side of the bed where he was standing and stood in front of him. He was only slightly shorter than me, probably six-two. I grabbed the hem of his red Polo shirt and lifted it over his head. Kelly lifted his big arms for me, and I had to really pull to get his bulging biceps out of those sleeves.

	What I was left with was a great view of his chest and arms. He was shaven clean with no hair anywhere, including under his arms. His tattoos extended down his collarbone, but did not mar his great chest, pecs, or abs. He was thick, with just a slight beer belly behind his outie belly button.

	Running my palms up his arms, I squeezed his biceps and felt him harden the muscles under my hands as I did. I smiled at him, and he returned it as I explored his chest with my hands, tweaking his nipples on the way.

	Kelly moaned in pleasure, and I was soon removing his shorts and boxers. Kneeling in front of him, I was delighted to see that he had a big fat cock that jutted out of a completely shaven and smooth crotch. Wrapping one hand around his dick at the base, I put my other hand on his chest and pushed him down onto the bed.

	He sat on the edge of the bed as I ran my hands down his big walnut-cracking thighs and down to his tennis shoes. Lifting one foot into my lap, I untied the strings and pulled his shoe off. His short sock was next, and I was impressed that his foot did not smell of anything but clean.

	Rubbing his foot, I massaged it while Kelly looked at me in amazement. When I was finished, I did the same things to his other foot until he seemed to be totally relaxed.

	Standing up, I slowly pushed my boxer-briefs down while twisting my body at the same time. This gave Kelly a slow look at my ass as it rotated in front of him—first covered, and then naked.

	Kelly’s fat cock responded to the sight of my ass as every NOMAR’s did—by getting hard as a plank on a pirate ship.

	Stepping out of my underwear, I knelt back in front of him, sat on my heels, and waited for his command. I knew what he wanted me to do, I knew how to give him greater pleasure than he could even ask for, but he wanted to be the Master, so I waited.

	“Suck me,” he said breathily.

	I leaned forward and guided his hot cock into my mouth. My lips stretched to their limits to accommodate him, and all I could think about was how my asshole was going to have to do the same thing.

	Kelly moaned above me as I used all my skills on him. He tasted clean, and I assumed that he had just showered before dinner since his feet and crotch smelled so nice. I pulled on his balls as I sucked and licked his fat member. He played in my blond hair with his hands as I serviced him.

	I could feel that he was already on the verge of climaxing, so I put my thumb on the bottom vein right above his nut sack and pressed in, stopping his climax from coming so soon.

	“On the bed,” he ordered me. “I need to fuck that sweet ass of yours.”

	Okay, Kelly! Now, you’re getting the hang of it.

	I crawled onto the clean sheets. I didn’t want to give him the chance to choose the position, because I knew since the second that I saw him that I wanted to be on my back underneath him. I wanted to swing from those big biceps as they held him up, so I lay down in the middle of the bed on my back.

	“You need lube, Loch?” he asked, slipping out of Master mode.

	“Yes, Master.”

	He startled at my use of the term and then grinned broadly as he grabbed a bottle of lube off the nightstand. Crawling back onto the bed, he looked unsure of what to do next.

	Pulling my legs back onto my chest, I spread them wide and held them to me. “Can Master lube my tight hole for me?”

	He looked at my puckered hole and then back to my face quickly. I don’t think he’d ever considered doing this before, but to his credit, he jumped right in. Squirting lube on his fingers, he scooted closer to me and then rubbed the cool liquid right onto my rosebud.

	Kelly didn’t need to be told what to do next. He watched in fascination as my hole responded to his touch and then opened for him as he pressed a long thick finger onto it. His finger found its way completely inside of me and I groaned my pleasure to him. Kelly looked up briefly to see my face, then looked down again, beginning to fuck me with that finger.

	“Another one, Master.” I moaned.

	Kelly added another finger inside me and then another. He seemed to really be enjoying himself and took his time pleasuring me until my cock was hard as the pirate’s cutlass.

	“I need your big cock inside me now, Master.” I whined, my voice dripping with lusty promise.

	“That’s what I need, too,” Kelly mumbled as he withdrew his fingers and knelt in the saddle between my legs.

	He couldn’t take his eyes off his cock as it slowly disappeared inside of me. “Fuck me!” he said a little too loudly as my asshole ate every inch of his girthy lap hog.

	I used my ass muscles to squeeze his big dick as Kelly held us in place. He pushed me farther onto my upper back, lifting my ass off of the mattress, getting a better fit. Letting go of my legs, I placed them onto his broad shoulders and encouraged him to lean over me as he fucked.

	Kelly was everything that I had hoped he would be when I first saw him—a good guy and a good fuck. He would serve his purpose, which was to keep me thinking clearly. With the itch in my ass scratched, I could focus on Marcus Battle and our eventual reunion at the end of July. When I fucked around with someone other than my boyfriend, it always made me miss him even more. No one compared with Marcus, and no one could take his place even for an hour.

	Kelly fucked me hard and fast. He had pretty good stamina and didn’t come right away once he was inside of me like most NOMARs. I held onto his tatted and straining biceps as he rocked his hips back and forth repeatedly until he lost his mind and flooded my ass with a big load of hot cum.

	His handsome face was right above mine, and I watched as the most satisfied look came over his visage. Letting go of one big bicep, I moved my hand to his blond-bearded jaw line. Kelly looked like he was a Viking warrior who had just entered the gates of Valhalla.

	Pulling my legs off of his shoulders, I wrapped them around his waist and onto his butt. I pulled him to me, fucking myself on his pole even more as he softened inside of me.

	Kelly came back to himself and looked down at me. “God damn, that was fantastic!” He leaned to the side and rolled onto the bed beside me.

	“You are not bad at that at all,” I said with a chuckle. “Want to go again?”

	“I wish! Your ass is so tight and hot, but I’m a one-and-done,” he said, yawning.

	Fuck! I had not planned on that.

	Kelly added, “If you spend the night with me, I can go again in the morning.” He ran a hand over my hip and ass as he said it.

	Why not? At least the sheets are clean.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	Kelly was true to his word. He had a raging boner in the morning that I wasted no time in sucking to its absolute hardest state. Kelly moaned and groaned as I sucked on his big joint, eventually whining that he wanted to fuck me again.

	“Doggy style this time, Kelly?” I asked, seeing that he wasn’t going to direct me.

	“Fuck yes.” He groaned as he popped up off the mattress.

	I lubed myself after I got onto all fours in the middle of the bed. There was a mirror on the closet door in which I would be able to watch the tribal tatted behemoth tear me up.

	Kelly crawled into the saddle, fed his fat dick into my tight hole, and began to let me have it. The only sounds I could hear were of our labored breathing, the smacking sound of his ball sack against my ass, and the slapping of our bodies together. That was why I didn’t hear the man when he appeared.

	“What the fuck are you doing?” the man in the doorway asked with a startled tone.

	My head snapped up from between my shoulders, and I saw a tall, dark stranger filling up the doorway. He was wearing the uniform of a cop.

	“Reggie!” Kelly said excitedly as he stopped fucking in mid-thrust. “This is Loch.”

	“Nice to meet you, Reggie,” I said, just to break the awkwardness of the situation. Kelly had resumed nailing my ass from behind
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