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CHAPTER ONE
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Personal Assistance

The only part of his job that didn't bore Sebastian Bright was looking at Mr. Tauren. He was a nearly seven foot tall stud who filled out his tailored Italian suits perfectly. He owned a mining services company, and he was one of those rare CEOs who had really worked his way up the ranks. He had begun slinging coal when he was just out of high school, and received an executive position in his early thirties.

He was impressive, not just because he was a self-made man, but also because he was black. There were very few black people anywhere in this part of Tennessee, and virtually none of them were in the coal industry. He had had to fight his way up that racist hierarchy without any support from anyone else. Sebastian respected the hell out of Mr. Tauren.

And he lusted for him like a schoolboy too. Mr. Tauren was broad-shouldered and muscular, with a gruff, no-nonsense manner of speaking. When he got angry with someone, like he was today, he bristled in his suit, muscles remaining tense all day as though they might jump right off his body. He was also scrupulously nice to Sebastian whenever he was mad at someone else, seemingly because he worried he would be accidentally mean to him and went out of his way to be nice to avoid that.

"Sebastian, I wanted to thank you for your work these days," Mr. Tauren said. "I know I am not always an easy man to deal with." His voice was clipped and angry.

"Oh, Mr. Tauren you're no bully! You're so nice! You're easy to deal with," Sebastian said. Then he blushed, not sure if he was obvious in his crush on him. Mr. Tauren always made him feel so shy and demure.

He smiled. "Well, thank you for all your attentiveness. You can send Walter in," he said. He was interrupted by more sirens—they had been active for the last hour or so—blaring past outside. "I wonder what's going on..."

He went into his office then, and Sebastian gave him a minute or two to settle in at his desk before nodding for Walter to enter. Walter was a mid-level manager who fidgeted in his ill-fitting suit as he sat there in the waiting room. He took a deep breath and went into the office.

Sebastian smiled at him. Walter knew he was in trouble. That must be why Mr. Tauren was in an angry mood. Walter was about to get yelled at.

But Mr. Tauren didn't "yell" exactly, not when he was angry. His deep rumbling voice was loud enough to be audible to Sebastian, but he couldn't make out the words. All he heard was a stentorian mumble of syllables, and Walter's occasional pleas.

Was Walter fired? It sure sounded like he was begging for his job.

Sebastian was distracted by yet more sirens. He went to the window. The cop cars were on their way to South Memphis. That much wasn't so surprising, since South Memphis was the ghetto. But that had to be just about every cop car in the county heading there all at once. What was going on?

There was nothing on the local newspaper's website. He was intensely curious, but before he could investigate further, Walter came out of the office. He kept his head held high, but his eyes were reddish and his face was tense—he had definitely been fired.

When Sebastian saw him out, he nodded politely and left. He didn't say anything else. It was tense and nerve-wracking for Sebastian, but he felt safe since Mr. Tauren was nearby. He was very protective of Sebastian—when Sebastian had said he been called a faggot by a miner on the way into the office once, Mr. Tauren had left and come back an hour later dragging a miner by the ear to apologize to his.

Mr. Tauren was in his office, working out. He did that when he was bothered by something. It was always obvious what he was doing because he took off his suit—he wore workout clothes underneath—and hung the jacket up outside his office. He believed that it would pick up his sweaty scent from the air if he kept it in there with him he exercised.

Sebastian was aroused by the thought of him in that t-shirt-and-track-pants look. That always left his cock tingling.

He idly refreshed the browser on his computer, and shock flooded his mind at the sight of the updated homepage—Riots in Memphis! He gasped and clicked, his lust for Mr. Tauren forgotten.

There wasn't much in the way of details at the moment, but over the next few hours, the story became apparent. A black man named Albert White had been shot by police this afternoon, apparently because he was mistaken for a different black man. The most alarming part of the story, for Sebastian anyway, was that the riot was not really in South Memphis—it was right here.

It was around the corner, or it had started there at least.

The chaos was all over the city. Sebastian wasn't sure it would be safe to walk back to his car. And when he went to the window, he gasped again—the riot was right there!

Two black men in masks streamed past the window, carrying something burning and possibly a gun, he couldn't quite see. Sebastian squealed at the sight of an overturned car not that much farther away.

"Walter? Get outta here! I-" Mr. Tauren poked his head out of the office, apparently assuming that it was Walter who had caused Sebastian a fright. Mr. Tauren saw Sebastian look anxiously out the window and he joined his. He saw the overturned car. "What's that? A car accident?"

"No... Well, yes," Sebastian said. "But there's a riot."

"What?"

"A riot started a few hours ago. It's something to do with a police shooting," Sebastian said.

"Those fuckin' idiots... Pardon my French, Sebastian."

Sebastian giggled. "I've got news for you, Mr. Tauren. That's not technically French."

He smiled. "Oh. Well, le riot est stupide. Is that better?"

"Sounds right."

He sighed. "Well, you can't leave."

"What?"

"That's where your car is parked, right? You can't get to your car, and it wouldn't be safe for you to drive anywhere anyway. Don't you live on Martindale? That's not a nice neighborhood."

"Oh, I'll be okay."

"I insist. I don't want you to be afraid," he said. "You can stay here as late as you need to tonight. Don't clock out, I'll pay you until it's safe for you to go home." He paused. "Or until tomorrow morning. Sorry, I can't pay you forever. You know how the Board of Directors has been riding-"

"I know, Mr. Tauren, that's fine. I can't imagine that the riot will still be going on in the morning," he said. "But you can't leave either, can you?"

He took a deep breath. "I guess that's not really safe either." He bit his lip. "You might think I'd be safe cuz I'm a big black guy." He waited, but Sebastian wasn't sure he could say anything that wouldn't sound racist. "But, uh... It ain't like that."

"Mr. Tauren, I never thought that."

"I look like a cop, okay?"

"What?"

"They'll say I look like a cop. I can't take on every black guy in Memphis. They always say I look like a cop," he said.

"I don't-"

"It ain't fair, but that's how it is. I get accused of being a cop every time I go to South Memphis. They'll see me and they'll assume I'm a cop because I don't sag my pants and I don't have any neck tattoos, and I'm not a fat nerd or a hipster, so what else could I be but a cop?"

"A lot of things..."

"So I guess I'll stay here too," he said. "Just a couple hours." He paused. "Let's see what we have in the fridge. I'm getting hungry."

Sebastian wasn't hungry yet. It wasn't even technically quitting time—it was four-thirty, so it was awfully close. Sebastian didn't want to eat in front of Mr. Tauren because it would make him feel self-conscious. 

He had been so distracted by the riot that he barely noticed Mr. Tauren come out of his office wearing that sleeveless t-shirt. His bare arms were the size of his head. He was so tall he had to crane his neck to see his face. His body heat was palpable. He didn't smell like sweat at all, though Sebastian did catch a whiff of his deodorant like it was working overtime.

He tried not to stare at Mr. Tauren's ass in that sheer trackpants fabric as he put together some sandwiches from the small office refrigerator. Luckily Mr. Tauren was a big man who was very active, so he ate frequently and kept food there in the fridge. He had plenty of deli meat and condiments. There was no bread at all—Mr. Tauren didn't eat carbs—but Sebastian didn't mind that so much. He ate a sandwich minus the bread, while Mr. Tauren finished his work in his office.
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