
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Loch and Marcus start their last year of college with at least one of them having fallen in love with the other. Loch never dreamed that his future would be so totally out of his control. Would he enter The Service and leave Marcus behind, or will Marcus go to the NFL and leave him behind? Is it better to be hurt now or destroyed later?

	 

	 

	Loch was forced to pick a member of the University of North Carolina football team to date early in his freshman year. He took a chance on a scrawny freshman named Marcus. Three years later, in their senior 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 individually decide about their futures. How can their destinies be the same when they are such different people? How can you experience complete fulfillment and devastating loss within a minute of each other?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	My summer vacation started with a slow re-integration back into my family’s home in Charleston, South Carolina. I already had my standard summer job established in the Human Resources Department at the IBM factory, so I had a few days to just be lazy and visit with my brothers and father before that started.

	I missed my boyfriend, Marcus Battle, tremendously, and with him still being in Chapel Hill, I felt like I was missing out on something. I knew he was training and working out the whole time, trying to get ready for a senior year that hopefully would garner the attention of a NFL team, but that didn’t stop me from wanting to be with him.

	By the fourth day at home from college, I was going stir-crazy. Marcus told me on the phone that he knew I wasn’t right.

	“You been fucked lately?” Marcus bluntly asked me through the phone line.

	I sighed hard. “Not since our last morning together,” I admitted.

	“Loch!” he said with anger. “You know that you can’t do that.”

	“I know, but I don’t want you to think that I just jump out of your bed and into someone else’s, like you are replaceable.”

	“I’m telling you to do it.”

	“I know, but―”

	His voice changed to the hard precision of what I called Master-mode. “No buts. You will do as I tell you to do. When do you see Mr. Lewellyn?”

	Mr. Lewellyn was my boss at IBM. I had been having a summer affair with him for the last three years. This year would make four years. We had an agreement that I would let him fuck me and he would make sure that I received the IBM scholarship each year to pay for my tuition at the University of North Carolina. I didn’t mind it at all, because he was older, hot, and a master at bondage.

	“Monday,” I answered, knowing what he would say to that.

	Sure enough, he said, “Monday? You were going to try to wait a whole week?”

	“Yes, Master.” Marcus wasn’t technically my Master, but I felt like he was, so I often referred to him as such. It really turned him on, and he knew that I used it to distract him. But during this call, there would be no distraction.

	Marcus’s commanding voice almost reached through the phone and throttled me. “It’s Friday, so you will go out tonight and meet someone who is hopefully older than us, take him home, and get the cobwebs cleaned out of your ass. Do you understand, Loch?”

	“Yes, sir.” I knew that it was useless to argue with him when he was this way.

	“Say it,” he ordered.

	“I will go out tonight and find someone.”

	“And?” he asked impatiently.

	I sighed heavily and repeated, “And I will let him fuck me hard since I can’t be with you.”

	“It is what is best for you and for us. A regular fucking keeps you right and out of trouble,” he reminded me.

	“You are the only NOMAR in the world who actively encourages your boyfriend to get fucked by others.”

	“You would be surprised,” he said, his voice softening a little bit. “This is hard for me, because of course I want to be the only person to lay pipe inside you.”

	“I know, but you have other things to worry about.”

	“Be careful, Loch. Let your father know where you are going and with whom.”

	“I will follow the usual protocols,” I agreed.

	“Very good. You will text or call me when the deed is done so that I can check on you and make sure you are safe. Do you understand, Loch?”

	“Yes, sir. I will call you afterwards when I am safe,” I repeated for him to make sure I understood his directives.

	“Good. Now go work out and make me proud, Loch.”

	“Yes, sir. See ya.”

	He disconnected the phone call and I went to put on my exercise clothes. Marcus had put me on an exercise routine during our freshman year and had closely monitored my progress constantly since. I was glad that he had, because my stamina had increased ten-fold and now I could keep up with my big footballer when he wanted to fuck all night. And of course, a bonus of all that working out was that I now had a slamming body.

	I had always been tall and thick like a football player, but now I was ripped with big biceps and a rock-hard ass. My chest was developed and I had definition in my abs. My legs were thick and muscled, as well. At first, I had expressed to Marcus that I thought I would lose some flexibility when I gained all the muscle, but he told me to let him worry about that. To his credit, I had not noticed any loss of movement, probably due to the constantly changing positions Marcus chose in which to bind me before fucking.

	I spent the afternoon at my local gym going through the exercise plan he had typed up for me. The neon blue mark on the side of my face garnered just as much attention from the boys at the gym as my ability to lift the same amount of weight as everyone else did.

	One man had tried to fuck with me at this gym last year, and I had kicked his ass right there in front of everyone. No one had bothered me since. The rest of the gym rats knew me and respected my space.

	Constantly scanning the crowd at the gym to see if there was anyone I might hook up with, I was careful not to linger too long on men I instantly found unacceptable. I didn’t want to deal with any unwanted drama. I didn’t see any potential candidates for fucking, since this gym was full of unattractive muscle heads and a few steroid tweekers. I showered and left for home, where I made dinner for my family.

	After dinner, I told my dad that I was going out and probably wouldn’t be home until tomorrow. He looked at me with concern and gave me the standard lecture on safety.

	“Does Marcus know?” my father asked.

	“Of course. He is demanding it.”

	“I can see why. You haven’t been yourself in a few days.”

	“Dad!”

	“Well, you haven’t. I discussed this with Marcus, and he says that you get distracted after a few days without and then you start to make bad decisions. He feels this is the best thing for you, as long as you stay safe.”

	I found it very embarrassing that my father and my boyfriend were in constant collusion with each other about me and especially about whether I needed to be fucked or not, but I guess it was for my own benefit in the long run. My dad had taken a shine to Marcus ever since one spring break when I was accosted by a drunk stranger and Marcus not only defended me physically, but also my father’s honor.

	I told Dad which bar I was going to and let him know that I would be texting him the guy’s name and address as soon as I found him. With a worried look on his face, he told me to be careful. I told him I was lucky to have a father who took such good care of me and went to get dressed.

	Wearing jeans, black work boots, and a plaid short-sleeved shirt unbuttoned to the middle of my chest, I left for the bar. Not wanting to run into anyone from my hometown, I went to a place on the far side of Charleston. I picked a sports bar that looked crowded and found a seat at the bar. I liked the first couple of guys I saw, so I knew I was in the right place.

	It was a lively crowd. Some suits and a lot of blue collar workers were all watching various baseball games. The College of Charleston was playing in the College World Series, and most of the crowd was following that game.

	More than a few heads turned my way when I came in, but I knew better than to even make eye contact with anyone right away. My father had schooled me in how to protect myself, and I followed his rules to a T, even when trolling for someone to give me a hard fucking.

	The game was in the eighth inning when three seats opened up across from me at the bar. They were immediately filled by three guys, two in their twenties and one in his late fifties. It was the older one who caught my attention, not because Marcus wanted me to try to choose an older man, but because he was the most interesting one of the three attractive men.

	The youngest of the two looked like he was twenty-five years old, was tall, and had the stubble of a brown beard. His head was shaved, but he wore a baseball cap backwards over it. He wore a vintage printed t-shirt, jeans, and black hi-top basketball shoes.

	The guy on the far stool looked like he was closer to his thirties. He was tall, also with a shaved head, but unlike his friend, he had a long brown beard that reminded me of the ones made popular by ZZ Top. Breaking the stereotype of the Southern rocker, he wore khakis and a nice Burberry shirt like a hipster. He wore black sunglasses pushed up on his shaved head.

	The older guy was at least fifty-five with salt and pepper hair cut into a square buzz cut like the military guys of his time. He wore the printed t-shirt of a much younger generation and jeans. I was attracted to his kind face that made him look totally innocent, but he was betrayed by the full sleeves of tattoos that continued onto the backs of his hands.

	The youngest guy noticed me first and nodded at me as he inclined his head to the two others with him. The older one had the good manners to just quickly look and then look away, unlike the other two who openly stared. The younger one left his stool and headed around the bar straight for me.

	“What up?” I asked as he got to me.

	“Just out drinking,” he said. “I’m Joe.”

	“Loch.”

	“We don’t get many like you in here,” Joe commented.

	“Marked guys?” I asked.

	“Yeah,” he said, licking his lips. He pushed a little too close to me and whispered, “You looking for a party?”

	“Why? You know where there’s a party I can go to, Joe?” I asked without any flirt in my voice at all.

	He was a little thrown off by my nonchalance, but recovered quickly. Joe grabbed his crotch and said, “I got something you can party with.”

	“Do you now?” I chuckled. He was trying to act all macho and intimidating, but all it did was make me laugh.

	A look of disappointment crossed his face and then quickly disappeared. “I knew it wouldn’t work,” he mumbled.

	“What wouldn’t work, that macho oh, I’m going to fuck you real hard bullshit?” I asked, before taking another drink of my beer.

	Joe grinned a small smile and said, “Yeah, that.”

	I looked at him and noticed that he was extremely handsome in a boy-next-door kind of way. “Why don’t you try again with a different approach this time, Joe.”

	“Oh, yeah?”

	“Couldn’t hurt,” I said with a shrug.

	Surprising me, Joe went back across the bar and took his seat on the stool. I noticed that everyone in the whole bar was paying attention to what was playing out.

	Did he just give up?

	Joe was saying something to his two friends, and then he turned and looked at me from his spot across the bar. This time he gave a small wave and said something to the bartender, who looked over at me and then went away.

	The bartender came back with a margarita, put it down in front of me, and said, “From the young guy over there.”

	“Thanks,” I said. I held up the cocktail and saluted Joe with it before taking a sip. Rule number five in my dad’s book was not to get impaired in any way, so I would not be having any more of the drink than that one sip.

	“Can I buy you a drink?” I looked up and saw that some young bald buck was at my side.

	“I’ve already got two,” I replied dryly as I indicated the two glasses.

	Joe was back at my side in an instant. He got the bald guy’s attention and said, “Dude, he doesn’t want to be bothered tonight, all right?”

	“Yeah, okay,” the newcomer said as he made his exit.

	Joe held out his hand to shake and said, “Hi, I’m Joe.”

	“Loch,” I said as I played along and shook his hand. “Thanks for chasing him off.”

	“Yeah, no problem. Probably just wanted in your pants,” he said with a serious tone of voice and a knowing wink to me that made me laugh.

	“Probably.”

	“Hey, I’m just here with my old man and my buddy, Rod, and I saw that you were alone. Wanna join us?”

	“Very gallant of you, Joe. The older guy is your dad?”

	“Yeah. He’ll get a real kick out of hanging out with you,” he said.

	I decided to issue him another challenge to see if he was up to the task. “Find us a table and I will consider it, Joe.”

	“Done,” he said confidently as he shot away from me in the direction of the host stand. He was back within minutes with the host. “There’s a table for four over in the corner,” Joe excitedly told me.

	“Let’s go then, Joe.” I stood up, grabbed my beer, left my margarita, and followed the host, commenting to no one but myself that maybe my night was going to pick up after all.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	“Guys, this is Loch,” Joe said, introducing me to his father and his friend, Rod.

	“Nice to meet you guys,” I said as I shook each of their hands with the expected man greeting.

	“Larry,” his father told me. Rod also gave me his name when I shook his hand.

	“What are you doing, Joe?” his father asked with both eyebrows raised.

	“I invited Loch to come have a drink with us because he was by himself,” Joe told his father defensively.

	“He was coming on a little strong at first, Larry, but I gave him the what-for and he has turned it around,” I explained to the table while winking at Joe.

	Everyone laughed and the tension at the table immediately dissipated. We all took a swig.

	“Okay, just so he’s not bothering you, Mr. Loch,” Larry said, his face still holding onto his hound-dog innocent look.

	I corrected him, “Just Loch.”

	Rod jumped into the conversation. “Are you a Servant, Loch?”

	“No, not yet. I’m a college student.”

	“At the sex academy?” Joe asked, then caught himself. His face flushed with embarrassment.

	“No, at UNC,” I answered, unfazed.

	“You went to college?” Rod asked, looking bewildered. “That’s not usual for a marked guy, is it?”

	“At least not for the handsome ones,” Larry added.

	I smiled at Joe’s father for his compliment. “No, it’s not usual, but it is what I wanted to do.”

	Joe asked, “You will go into The Service after you graduate?”

	“Probably,” I answered. I did not want to get into the very question I was torturing myself with every day with these strangers.

	“Are you scared of it?” Rod asked, almost in a whisper.

	“Of course,” I answered. “You would have to be an idiot not to be.”

	“I guess so,” Joe agreed. “I never thought about it before. I just assumed it was just going to some Master’s house, getting fucked a lot, and then getting a big check at the end. Now, I can see that it has a lot of ramifications.”

	“Ramifications? Really, Joe?” I asked snarkily with a smirk on my face.

	Joe flushed bright red again and we all laughed at his discomfort.

	I ordered us a round of beers and we continued to talk. Larry and Joe were both in construction, and Rod worked at a local radio station. They were fascinated with my mark and the story of how I received it, so I regaled them for an hour or so about it.

	Rod finally excused himself, saying that he had experienced a very long week and was tired. He shook my hand again and we both told each other how nice it was to meet the other one. When Rod left, Larry excused himself to go to the restroom.

	As soon as his father was out of sight, Joe leaned forward and said, “How are we going to get rid of my dad now?”

	“Why would we get rid of him?” I asked with a sly smile. Joe was still being a little cocky with his assumption that we were a done deal, so I decided to let him twist in the wind for a little while.

	Joe didn’t know how to process that, so he sat back in his chair and considered me with a hard stare. “You wanna fuck with my old man?”

	I hadn’t even thought of that. I was just trying to make it a little bit of challenge for Joe. “Yeah, why not?” I asked with a shrug.

	A look of hurt crossed his visage and then he admitted, “I thought you and I were going to have a thing.”

	“We can,” I announced.

	The look of confusion was back on his face. Then it suddenly cleared and was replaced with absolute disbelief. “You want to fuck with both of us?”

	“Ding ding ding. Now you got it,” I answered him, laughing.

	“Got what?” Larry said as he made his way back to his seat.

	“You’re going to love this!” Joe told his father as he put his arm around his shoulders. “Loch would like for the two of us to take him home, Pops.”

	Larry looked at me with total innocence and asked, “Why, you need a place to stay, Loch?”

	I chuckled and answered, “For the night, Larry.”

	Joe whispered to his dad, “He wants to fuck around with us, Old Man.”

	“Us?” Larry asked in shock.

	“Us,” Joe confirmed, smiling so large he looked ridiculous.

	“Together?” Larry asked, his focus swinging from his son to me and back again.

	“Unless you can’t handle it,” I challenged him.

	Larry tilted his head to the side quickly and asked, “What’s not to handle? After I fuck you with my big donkey dick, you won’t be able to feel Junior’s little prick at all.”

	We all burst out laughing, and I said, “Let’s get out of here.”

	Larry paid the bill and I asked Joe to see his license. After confirming that the address on the license was still good, I got out my phone. He watched me in fascination as I took a picture of it and then texted it to my father.

	“Why did you do that?” he asked.

	“A marked guy can never be too careful, Joe.”

	He looked hurt. “We’re not going to hurt you.”

	“After you go deep in this ass, you’re going to want to tie me up in your basement,” I said, laughing out loud.

	Joe’s mouth hung open as he visualized my words.

	I added quickly, “Who knows, I may just hurt you.”

	“I’m going to fuck you so hard,” Joe said huskily.

	“Now I’m really ready to go.”

	I followed Joe and his father back to their house, which turned out to be a really nice brick ranch in a quiet neighborhood near the inlet waterway.

	“Nice house,” I told the two of them after I parked, got out of the car, and joined them on the front porch. Following the protocol, I backed into the space closest to the house, so that if I had to make a quick get-away, I could.

	“Thanks, we built it,” Larry told me.

	“Wow! I was hoping you two were talented, but I didn’t expect you to be able to build a house.”

	They both laughed as they held the door for me. Joe led us right back to a big bedroom that had two twin beds in it. He turned on a lamp that sat on a nightstand in-between the beds. The bulb gave off a dim light, but it was enough for what we needed it for.

	“Sorry, we don’t have a big bed or anything,” Larry told me.

	“No problem. We will just make this work,” I said as I started to strip off my clothes.

	The two construction workers stared at me and then one of them said, “This is the coolest thing that has ever happened to us. I can’t believe it!”

	“Well, believe it!” I said as I dropped to my knees on the carpet in front of them and began to unbutton and unzip their pants. Joe’s cock was long and thick with a head that was shaped like a stormtrooper’s helmet from Star Wars—long in the back and short in the front.

	Larry’s cock was a good length and pretty fat with so many thick veins on it that it looked like it was going to be a fun time. I used one hand to stroke Larry’s big member while I engulfed his son’s into my hot mouth. Neither one of them was Marcus Battle, but then again no one ever was.

	I took turns blowing the father and son until they were both rock hard and breathing heavily. They were both leaking copious amounts of pre-cum that lubricated their cocks for me.

	I stood up, smacked my ass, and asked, “Who wants to go first?”

	Larry smiled and said, “You better go first, Joey. After I fuck him with this fat sausage, he’ll be ruined.”

	“Fuck you!” Joe said to his father with a chuckle. “I’m going to rip him a new one.”

	I liked that my two new friends were fighting over who was going to fuck me the best, because I was pretty sure that I was going to come out the winner. I lay down on one of the twin beds and watched as Joe pulled his shirt over his head and approached me.

	Joe’s chest was covered in black fur just like his arms and legs. He was well-built, and I couldn’t wait to have his long dick inside me. He lubed his cock with lotion and I placed my feet flat on his chest.

	Joe pushed his cockhead through my asshole and I reveled in the sensation of having him spread me open. Marcus was right—this was just what I needed. I felt better already.

	The young construction worker wasted no time getting right to fucking me with that big sword. He straddled the twin bed and was able to fuck down into me with real power.

	“So tight,” Joe said with a sigh as he pushed deep inside me one time.

	“Nice long cock,” I told him in response. I shifted slightly on the twin bed so my head fell over the edge. “Larry, why don’t you fuck my face while your son fucks my ass?” I asked his dad while I looked at him upside down.

	Joe’s father came over between the beds, crouched slightly, and fed his thick veiny baby arm into my mouth. I stretched my lips to accommodate his girth, reminding me of my boyfriend back in Chapel Hill. I missed Marcus terribly, but I was sure this was going to make me feel a little bit more like myself.

	Joe increased the speed of his thrusts and lifted my legs by the ankles up into a V-shape. He was really pounding away at my pud and I appreciated it more than anyone would ever have known. Larry was leaking a lot of pre-cum and I was afraid he was going to come early, so I pulled off of him and pressed on the vein on the bottom of his cock that would delay his climax until his son was finished.

	The twin bed was rocking as Joe finally reached his climax. He growled like a beast emerging from the primordial ooze of a bygone time as he dumped his load deep inside me. He froze in place with his eyes shut as his climax ripped through him.

	“Fuck! That’s fantastic,” he finally said as he came back to himself.

	“Move over and let me show you how it’s done,” his dad kidded with him.

	“Joe, come up here at the head and sit down,” I directed. He followed my lead as I flipped over and pointed my head at his crotch.

	Larry didn’t need a road map to find my asshole. He was soon lubed and stuffing that fat sausage into my sore hole. The thick veins on his shaft added a new sensation to the fuck, and the fact that he was stretching me wide open just heightened my delight.

	I sucked Joe’s long cock clean while his dad punched into my asshole over and over. Joe was hard again by the time Larry came. We continued to fuck well into the night until all three of us were too exhausted to move. I wanted nothing more than to call Marcus Battle and tell him how much I missed him, but fell asleep on one of the twin beds instead.

	 

	In the morning, I said goodbye to my two new friends and called my boyfriend from the car.

	“Hello?” Marcus’s deep voice ripped through me to my soul like no other person’s voice could.

	“Hey,” I answered a little sheepishly.

	“You all done?” he asked carefully.

	“Done and heading home.”

	“Were you safe?” Marcus’s voice was in Master-mode, where I was to answer or obey without question.

	“Of course.”

	“Feel better?”

	“He was no Marcus Battle...”

	“But he got the job done?”

	“Yes, sir.”

	“Good. Now, don’t go that long again. Understand, Loch?”

	“Yes, sir. Is your interrogation over?”

	“Yes, sir,” he mocked me.

	“And you, Marcus?” I asked, turning the tables on him.

	“What about me?”

	“Have you gone days without?” I asked, even though I hoped that he had done exactly that. I was one of the most jealous people ever, especially compared to that boyfriend of mine.

	“Yes,” he answered with a smolder. “You know that I can.”

	“It pisses me off,” I said flatly.

	“You want me to fuck some doe-eyed marked guy tonight?” he challenged me.

	“No, Master,” I finally answered sullenly.

	“I didn’t think so. Now, go get some rest and call me tonight.”

	“Yes, sir,” I said, feeling suddenly like myself again.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	I spent Saturday resting and watching TV. I jacked off more than once thinking about something Marcus Battle had said or texted. We both were highly sexual creatures who seemed made for each other. I had never in my life had as much sex as I did with Marcus.

	Monday morning came fast, and with it, my paid internship in the Human Resources Department of IBM. I arrived slightly late, as usual for someone fucking the boss, and made my way to Mr. Lewellyn’s office. He was the head honcho and had the office to prove it. I greeted his cadre of secretaries and assistants pleasantly.

	Mr. Lewellyn seemed glad to see me and hugged me tightly to him in the privacy of his big office. He never even looked at me when we were on the factory floor, but in private he had a hard time keeping his hands off of me. It had always been a stipulation of our now-four-year contract to never draw attention to our affair. I wanted to have the favoritism, but would never rub it in anyone’s face.

	Feeling my summer boss’s body through his expensive shirt, I could tell that he had still been keeping in shape. Mr. Lewellyn had told me before that he enjoyed seeing my physical transformation each summer and we often worked out at a local gym together before fucking on Wednesday nights.

	My boss motioned for me to have a seat and we talked about school and work before renewing our sexual contract. He was as sexy as ever, and the way he looked at me with his dark eyes made my ass itch with anticipation. His hair was slightly grayer, but he still carried himself like a stud, and that was very attractive to me.

	We agreed to keep our arrangement the same―Wednesdays after work we would meet at the gym, and then I would spend the night with him, plus I would go away with him every other weekend. In exchange, he would make sure that I received the company scholarship and a summer internship each year. In addition, Mr. Lewellyn had taught me a lot about bondage in our three summers together so far, and I usually couldn’t wait to get back to Chapel Hill and try them out with Marcus.

	“We just can’t meet this Wednesday, Loch,” Mr. Lewellyn told me as he steepled his fingers.

	“Oh?” I was surprised by this, because Mr. Lewellyn was a creature of habit and normally stuck to plans.

	“I have to be at a conference for the rest of the week, starting tomorrow. So, unfortunately, I won’t get to see you until next Wednesday, and I will, of course, plan something for the weekend.”

	“No problem,” I stated, even though I knew it was a problem. I would have to find someone else to... keep me even, or Marcus would be really mad at me.

	Leaving my older lover’s office, I headed to the human resources department to meet with the manager, Mr. Upton. I was not looking forward to it. Last year, Mr. Upton had tried to sexually harass me on my first day. Having to go all beast-mode on the fat slob, I threatened him with his job and bitch-slapped him with the fact that I was sleeping with the boss.

	It had shut him up and made him afraid of me, but he was a slimy bastard who I would have rather avoided with a passion. Turning the corner, I saw Mr. Upton’s personal assistant, Robinson, standing up at his desk. He was on the phone, but hung up when he saw me approach.

	“Loch!” he called to me warmly. The director’s assistant’s normally non-expressive face was relaxed and held a smile.

	“Robinson! You look happy,” I commented as I hugged him. Robinson was a handsome black guy who I really liked a lot.

	“What a difference a year makes,” he said contentedly.

	“What do you mean?”

	He looked at me like I had two heads. “Didn’t you hear?” When he saw my blank expression, he continued, “Mr. Upton got fired.”

	I held up my hands in surrender and admitted, “It wasn’t me.”

	“I know. He only lasted a week longer than you did when you returned to school,” Robinson told me.

	“That’s good news. Who got―”

	“Loch!”

	Turning around, I saw the short beefy figure of Drew Jarrett coming towards me. He had been my supervisor last year. I had demanded that Mr. Upton put me with the best person he had, and that had turned out to be Mr. Jarrett.

	“Mr. Jarrett,” I called out, right before he wrapped me in a bear hug.

	“Did you see that I got promoted?” he asked me enthusiastically.

	“You did?” Turning around, I saw Robinson’s huge grin and also the name plate on the door that had Mr. Jarrett’s name and title on it. I was thrilled to find that the fat bastard who’d tried to sexually harass me last summer had been fired and my mentor, Mr. Jarrett, had been promoted in his place without me even saying a word to Mr. Lewellyn.

	“Congratulations!” I said to him fondly. Mr. Jarrett’s big body was a turn-on to me, but he had never once hit on me. He was professional at all times, and it had paid off for him.

	No wonder Robinson is in such a good mood.

	“Come into my office, Loch. I want to talk to you about your year and about some plans that we have in the works for the summer,” Mr. Jarrett said to me as he put his arm over my shoulder and pulled me into his office. “Robinson, can you get us some coffee and then join us?”

	“Sure thing, boss.”

	I was grateful that Mr. Jarrett had included Robinson in our meeting. He really was an asset to
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