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      After getting fired from my job for being stupid and sleeping with a married woman with a grudge against one of the deans where I taught, a buddy gave me a business card.

      This led to me going gay-for-pay and spending three weeks with the Bear’s Back Motorcycle Club, getting gangbanged on film for their porn flicks.

      Just one problem—I really liked it.

      Make that two problems—I fell in love with Biggs, the Club president.

      Add in a third problem—if I want to be with him, I have to pledge to the Club.

      What’s my latest problem?

      Meeting my future in-laws and planning a wedding that will be livestreamed to all our new fans.

      I hope I have enough lube.

      

      (This erotic romance story contains hot, raw, graphic bareback MM gangbang action, including devious sexual devices, fisting, DP, human puppy play, and features a straight-to-gay guy who works hard for his money becoming an eager cumslut…and likes it! Complete story with an HEA—no annoying cliffhangers here—and is for 18 and older audiences.)
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      Only seconds after I’d settled into my seat at the conference table that Monday morning, Wells started the daily production meeting. “I think everyone here knows Mark already.” He smiled at me. “In case anyone missed the memo, I’ve proposed, and he’s accepted.”

      That was followed by a round of congratulations from everyone at the table as heat filled my cheeks. “Thanks,” I mumbled, not used to being the center of attention like this.

      Which was stupid if you think about it, considering everyone here had seen me getting fucked on camera while begging for it. Some of them had even fucked me.

      Being recognized as Wells’s significant other made me blush?

      What the hell’s up with that?

      “So what’s the next shooting schedule look like?” Wells asked Lora, who was the head writer for the Club. “Do we have enough storylines to fill everything out for the next series, or do we need a brainstorming session?”

      “I think we’re good. Gerard and I combed through the latest stats and trends and I think we have all our bases covered.” She tapped a key on her laptop and the next slide in her presentation appeared on the screen on the wall at the end of the conference room.

      There were eight of us gathered around the conference table at the Bear’s Back Motorcycle Club’s main production office, including me and my guy, Orwell Biggsley Jones, AKA Wells outside of filming, and “Biggs” when on camera. He was also the president of the Bear’s Back Motorcycle Club here in Sioux Falls, South Dakota.

      Even more importantly though he was president and CEO of BBMCSF Productions—standing for Bear’s Back Motorcycle Club Sioux Falls—the corporation behind the operation that was what really supported the Club.

      On the conference room screen before us was displayed a virtual storyboard, including key Club actors added in parenthesis, along with codes I now knew meant the type of scene planned to be filmed. We would start filming next Thursday, for two weeks. We’d just wrapped our previous production last week.

      “Corey and Carlo are going to film a couple of sessions but only with each other,” Lora added. “Their numbers have dipped a little since the wedding, so they want to boost their revenue stream and regain some ground. Corey has time in his class schedule to fit it in.”

      Carlo and Corey had met while filming before I’d first filmed and Corey pledged to the Club. While Carlo still filmed he’d decided Corey would no longer film with anyone else but him and would instead go back to college to get his doctorate.

      Obviously, as with my relationship with Wells, Carlo was in charge between him and Corey and Corey, who also like me had previously considered himself a straight guy, was absolutely happy with that arrangement.

      Wells nodded. “Cool.” He looked at me. “Thoughts?”

      Today was my first full workday in the Club’s production office with Wells following my second round of filming for the Club. While Wells had looped me in about production decisions during our last round of filming, being involved in the business side of things was all new territory for me. Over the weekend, some of the guys from the Club had helped me and Wells empty my apartment and moved everything over to Wells’s house.

      Now my house, too. Wells had offered to let me keep my apartment, in case things didn’t work out between us, but I knew I was well beyond that point of fear regarding us and our future.

      “What about our wedding?” I asked. “How does that fit into the filming schedule?” To pledge to the Club I needed four weeks total of film time. That was standard for anyone who pledged to become a member of the Club. Everyone put in their time, paid their dues by doing it. And if you wanted to marry someone who was in the Club, that also meant you pledged.

      Even me, the Club prez’s “bitch.” Or “old lady,” if you prefer. Even though I’m not a lady, obviously. I still don’t mind being called that as long as Wells calls me “Mine.”

      Despite the three weeks I originally filmed when I first met Wells that time wouldn’t count toward my pledge time because I didn’t want any special treatment. Yes, some of the guys suggested to Wells that it should count, which I felt honored by and respectfully declined. I didn’t want anyone to resent me later and think that Wells went easy on me just because of who I was to him.

      That meant in addition to the two weeks I just filmed with Wells I still needed another two-week film stint to officially complete my pledging to the Club and become a full-fledged member. Wells even offered to let me work as production crew for a while if I wanted, without pledging the Club first. To make sure that I was certain this was the life I wanted.

      To be with him.

      Except after spending four months away from him I didn’t want to delay our future a single day longer so I turned down that option, too.

      I’d had four months to regret walking away from him after my first filming session ended without telling him how I felt. That was plenty enough time to make up my mind that I wanted to be with him.

      Lora smiled at my question and tapped another key, bringing up a six-month calendar with various shoots blocked out in different colors. “I shuffled stuff around based on everyone’s availability. Six weeks looks like the best time to do it. If that’s okay with the two of you?” she quickly added. “Just a weekend shoot down in Florida since we have shoots scheduled on either side of it.”

      Wells smiled. “Yep. But we’ll get married for real a lot sooner than that.” He reached out with his right hand and wiggled his fingers at me, indicating for me to take his hand, and I did.

      I couldn’t help but stare at the wedding band on my left hand, one that matched the one he now wore on his left hand. No, we weren’t legally married yet, but he wanted us wearing them even now.

      “FYI,” Wells added, “I’m thinking about flying us down to Florida this weekend, so please start clearing my schedule from Thursday evening until Wednesday morning, if there’s anything on it.” One of the PAs nodded and made a note.

      That was news to me and I stared at Wells. “Wait. What? Florida?”

      Uh, his parents lived in Florida.

      “Yeah.” He arched an eyebrow at me. “I want to introduce you to my parents in person. Screw doing this over the phone.”

      I swallowed back the wave of anxiety that washed through me. “Um…wow. Okay.”

      “Problem?”

      “No, sir.” It was difficult for me to remember that just because I had a shitty relationship with my family didn’t mean others did, too. I was already pretty much an outcast with my family by the time I left for college. Even before I refused to go work in the coal mine and instead went to college, and then had the audacity to move away for good once I graduated.

      When or if I came out to them as being gay—or pansexual, to be technically correct—I fully expected them to disown me at best.

      At worst?

      Well, I really didn’t want to think about that. Because I knew telling them wouldn’t go well. They weren’t exactly the most open-minded folks in the world and I didn’t have that much contact with them anyway. Phone calls and cards on birthdays and holidays, and I was nearly always the one initiating the contact. I hadn’t even sent them my new address yet and was seriously thinking about just getting a PO box in town and sending them that so they didn’t have my physical address. With my birthday coming up, I was likely to receive a card and didn’t want it coming to the house.

      Because even though I knew the chances of them ever wanting to visit me were so low as to be practically non-calculable, it still wasn’t totally zero. And that was more than enough risk for me to want to be cautious.

      As you can guess, explaining the intricacies of being “pansexual” to them, versus identifying as gay, wasn’t something I wanted to do, either.

      Honestly? I didn’t really know what the hell I was anymore except madly in love with Wells. Before I got involved in everything with the Club I considered myself straight. Before I agreed to the three weeks of filming for the money to bail myself out of the looming financial black hole I’d inadvertently dropped myself into, had you told me I’d not only enjoy doing it but I’d fall in love with my costar and be planning a life together with him?

      I would have told you you were fucking nuts.

      With that new information swirling through my brain and threatening to distract me I continued taking notes on my tablet during the rest of the meeting. Although my mind wanted to return to Wells’s revelation about introducing me to his parents in person instead of talking to them on the phone first.

      After we were alone again, Wells turned to me. “You seem preoccupied today, baby.”

      “Nervous.”

      “About meeting my parents?”

      No reason to lie to him. “Yeah.”

      He smiled, the corners of his clear, blue eyes crinkling in amusement. He’s 42 to my 29 but he looked younger. “You are way more nervous about this than I am, Mark.” He reached up, hooked a finger through the chain collar padlocked around my neck, and tugged me in for another kiss. “We could always go talk to your family first.”

      I knew he was joking but I still shuddered in fear. “No, thank you.”

      His smile faded. “You really think they’re going to disown you when you tell them about me?”

      “They’ve pretty much disowned me in every way just for being me. For going to college, for moving away, and for not doing what they told me I needed to do with my life. Telling them I’m marrying you will…” I sighed. “It won’t go well, let’s put it that way. Not that their reaction will change my mind about how I feel for you, or about marrying you, because it won’t. I’m still all-in on us.”

      He pulled me into his arms. “Thank god for that.”

      I draped my arms around his neck. “You’re stuck with me for life. I know I’m past the point of questioning why or how I ended up here with you. Why doesn’t matter. All that matters is I’ve never been happier than I feel now, with you. I lost you once and that was by far the dumbest fucking thing I’ve ever done in my life. No way in hell am I walking away from you again.”

      “Like I told you, Dad might act like a bit of a dick at first, but don’t worry about it.”

      “That doesn’t seem to add up to not worrying.”

      “I’m his only son, his only child. And he knows I got my heart broken once already. Just give him and Mom time to warm up to you and don’t freak out about it. Okay?” He kissed me and, for a sweet moment, everything else fell out of my brain except the feel of his lips slanted over mine.

      “Okay,” I finally said when he ended our kiss.

      He smiled. “Love you, baby.”

      “Love you, too.”

      It was nice feeling like I was right where I was perfectly meant to be.

      Even if I was low-key terrified about meeting my future in-laws.
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        * * *

      

      When we broke for lunch, instead of us going out with the rest of the crew, like I thought we were supposed to, Wells and I headed off alone to a small Italian restaurant he liked and has been going to for years.

      The waitress seated us in a back corner where we could have some privacy.

      Wells leaned in, smiling, and reached across the table for my hand, so I took it. I noticed that he enjoyed doing that a lot, little innocent kinds of PDAs that I get the feeling he wasn’t used to enjoying before we became a couple.

      He squeezed my hand. “I guess this is when I should admit I’ve already purchased our plane tickets, huh?”

      “To Florida?” He nodded and my stomach rolled a little. “I think I just lost my appetite.”

      He squeezed my hand again. “Stop,” he gently said. “We’re going to spend this weekend with them and this will be fine. Everything will be fine. We’ll fly back late Tuesday afternoon. That gives us Wednesday in the office before we start shooting on Thursday.”

      I was glad he felt so confident about this.

      After lunch we returned to the Club’s production offices to work. I was still learning my way around the back end—pun intended—of the Club’s primary and completely legal source of income: filming porn.

      Not just any porn but a very specialized niche of porn. The Bear’s Back Motorcycle Club spent the last ten years building their media empire in online streaming porn. Mainly, taking straight guys who’ve never sucked a dick before, or taken one up the ass, and breaking them in to be eager cum sluts.

      Obviously, not every guy did what I did and fell in love with someone from the Club and became an item with them, but I wasn’t the first.

      I also wasn’t the last. A guy who we’d just filmed in our last shoot, Tom, was on his way to becoming the latest partner of a Club member, Aaron. AKA stage name “Meatball.”

      Tom and Aaron were still trying to get their footing together, still discussing things. Because up until he filmed, Tom was straight.

      I understood how confusing it could be considering I went through the same thing.

      With every day that passed, however, it looked more and more like Tom would be pledging to the Club for real. Everyone becoming a member had to pledge. Even me.

      Not that I minded. The four months I spent away from Wells because I was too stupid to admit how I felt about him when my first three-week film session ended was a misery I don’t want to repeat. It’s also a misery I wouldn’t wish on someone else.

      I’d paid attention during Tom’s filming and realized he seemed…conflicted. So at the end of his time I pulled him aside, had a private talk with him, cautioned him not to make the same mistake I did, and told him he should talk to Aaron right then, before he left.

      And he did. And now…they’re together.

      Did my good deed, right?

      I was still trying to settle into my role here at the company. I didn’t want people deferring to me or treating me differently than any other employee—or “Club member”—just because I was marrying the Club president.

      Unfortunately that afternoon, every time I tried to focus on work my thoughts drifted to the fact that we were flying to Florida.

      To meet my fiancé’s parents.

      Talk about flipping my world upside down.

      By the time we were ready to leave work at the end of the day I had probably imagined a hundred different ways meeting Wells’s parents could go badly and make him regret being with me.

      When we climbed into his SUV he turned to me, his expression solemn. “Talk to me, Mark. Second thoughts?”

      “Not about you, or us. Or pledging to the Club,” I added. “I don’t want your parents to hate me.”

      “I can see I’m going to have to find a way to get your mind off this.” He started the car and I wasn’t sure if the sneaky smile he wore was a good thing or not.
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      The drive home wasn’t long, thank god. I didn’t expect it when we walked inside and the door was no sooner closed and locked behind us than Wells grabbed me by the throat, slammed me back against the wall, and pinned me there.

      He was 6’3”, which was four inches taller than me. His broad shoulders tapered down to a slim waist and really tight ass that I could only aspire to work out enough to be like him.

      Then again, now that a lot of my job will involve getting filmed fucking for money I might need to look into that and start working on my body.

      Can I just add I loved it when he manhandled me like that? That had come as an unexpected revelation early on. For the first time in my life, it not only felt like someone truly loved me unconditionally, but was completely willing and capable of taking care of me.

      Eagerly wanted to take care of me.

      There was a comfort in that knowledge that I never would have recognized before now.

      Wells slanted his lips over mine. That was when my cock took over and the blood rushed into it and out of my brain, which shut down my brain.

      Finally.

      He chuckled. “There’s my guy.” He practically dragged me upstairs. In our bedroom, Wells kissed me again, backing me toward the bed as he did. When I felt the back of my knees meet the edge of the mattress Wells shoved me hard so that I landed on the bed.

      He pounced on top of me, grabbed my hands, and pinned them over my head against the mattress. “Dinner can wait. I can see my boy needs a good hard fucking to shut his brain off.”

      “Fuck yes I do, sir.”

      “I thought so.” He jammed a knee between my thighs and forced them wide apart so he could grind his hips against mine, our jeans the only thing separating our hard cocks right now. “You’re overthinking meeting my parents.”

      And there went my brain again, waking up and replaying all my anxieties.

      He sighed and sat up. “Time for me to pull out the big guns. Don’t you dare fucking move.” He reached down and unfastened my belt, yanked on it, and stripped it from the belt loops. “Can’t have you getting bored with me this soon.” He reached up and wrapped my own belt around my wrists and tightly cinched it, which helped shove my brain into neutral again.

      “No chance of me getting bored with you, sir.”

      “You’re damned right.” He grinned. “I’m going to fuck your brains out.”

      He dragged me up the bed and turned me around so he could wrap the end of my belt around a metal rod that was part of the decorative headboard and secure me in place.

      I mean, I totally could have gotten free if I wanted to.

      I didn’t want to.

      He yanked my shirt up and over my head, leaving it there covering my eyes but with my nose and mouth free. Then he removed my shoes and socks, worked on my jeans and hauled them off me—I was commando because he didn’t allow me to wear underwear this morning—and then he grabbed me behind the knees and shoved my legs up and back, bending me double.

      “Wait right there, baby.” I felt him move, leaning, and the sound of him opening the nightstand drawer. Warmth from his thighs washed through the denim of his jeans where they were pressed against the backs of my naked ones.

      Then a squirt and cool lube drizzled down the crack of my ass, making me moan and my hard cock twitch with anxious need. Opening my eyes I could make out his hazy outline through the fabric of my shirt and sort of see what he was doing.

      “Yeah, I could be really mean and lock one of those silicone chastity cages on you for the flight down to Florida. Use a zip-tie to lock it on you. You’d make it through TSA with it just fine. Maybe even make you wear a butt plug, too. That certainly would keep your mind off your anxiety, wouldn’t it?”

      Fuuuck. I thought I was whimpering but I wasn’t sure. “Yes, sir.”

      “Could even take a couple of small cameras with us and film some extra footage for the premium subscribers,” he threatened as his fingers started probing my ass. He grabbed my cock and balls with the other, squeezing enough to make me gasp but not stroking me so I could get off. “Make you take one into the airplane lav and film yourself trying to take a piss with it on. Having to sit down on the toilet to do it. Make you fuck yourself a little with the butt plug, too, so the cage keeps you honest.”

      He leaned closer and his warm breath brushed against my lips. “Maybe make you take a dildo in there and fuck yourself with it until you squirt with the cage on.”

      I was gone. “Yes, sir! Whatever you say.”

      “I mean, I can’t fuck you in there. I am many evil things but I’m not willing to fuck around and find out running us afoul of the FAA and getting popped for public indecency or something.” He laughed. “But I could have you video yourself squatting there in the lav, a foot on the floor and one on the lid of the toilet, while you fuck yourself with a dildo for the camera like a good boy, right?”

      I realized I was humping his hands and gasped when he slid two fingers deep into my hungry hole. “I’ll do anything for you, sir.”

      “Yes you will, baby. You’re just an eager little slut for me and I love that about you.”

      He leaned in and nipped my lower lip, sucking hard on it before sitting up again, the hand around my balls and cock tightening even more, enough to make me wince and whine because it was almost to the point of too much and painful.

      “Might have to invest in renting an airplane set, or seeing if we can rent time in an airplane in a hangar or something, and film some ‘airplane’ scenes,” he said. “Maybe make you pull a train in the lav. Have you sitting there getting your face fucked to earn the right to get unlocked and jerk off while I dump a fresh, hot load in this sweet ass of yours.”

      I moaned, pretty much beyond the ability to speak over that mental image. The thought of him making me do that was so hot and sexy I could barely stand it. We’d talked about taking a break from filming with others after the wedding but I wouldn’t lie and say the thought of what he wanted me to do wasn’t sexy and turned me on when it obviously did.

      Before meeting him and going through what I did I really didn’t think I had this much of a kinky streak in me. But after spending the first three weeks filming with him I had discovered vanilla sex didn’t do it for me anymore. Not that I had time or opportunity, or permission, to jerk off anymore but after my first filming session and before Wells and I hooked up again I needed to stuff a large butt plug in my ass and be sucking on a dildo or another butt plug—a clean one, obviously—while jerking off to be able to come.

      Maybe it wasn’t that they trained me so well but maybe this was inside me all along and Wells and the crew helped unlock it for me. What they taught me gave me permission to unleash myself so I could give in to any decadent, hedonistic urge I wanted to explore.

      Consensually, of course. Despite how many of the scenes are scripted for the Club and look like people are being “forced” to do what they do in some way, everything is done with consent and safewords and choreography and safety measures in place to make sure everyone is safe.

      He scissored his fingers inside my ass, making me grunt at the sting of my pucker being stretched. “Maybe you’d have to earn the cost of your ticket by going in and blowing the pilots. Oooh!” He really sounded like he was getting into this now and as he talked he slowly finger-banged me with the two in my ass. “We could have a couple of the guys’s wives dressed as flight attendants and they lead you along with a leash and one of the things they offer for sale as mid-flight entertainment is you blowing the passengers.”

      My eyes dropped closed and I was pretty sure they were also rolling back in my head. I could see the hot as fuck fantasy playing out clear as day, too.

      I was damned lucky I got the best of both worlds—a guy I knew who loved me and I would never give a second of thought to straying from and cheating on, but also the ability to fuck for a living if I chose, meaning guilt-free orgasms whenever Wells gave me permission to engage in them.

      Hotter than hell orgasms that would keep any nymphomaniac satisfied.

      And while I had pretty good stamina and age was on my side a nympho I was not.

      “Oh, baby,” he said. “That got you hot, didn’t it? I felt your ass clenching down on my fingers. We’re adding something extra to the shooting schedule to celebrate your upcoming birthday.” He laughed. “One of the guys floated the idea of a special scene to film at the bar and they’ve been doing construction on the set piece. I told everyone to keep it a secret from you.” He released my cock and balls and reached up, painfully twisting my left nipple. “You’ll turn 30 with a real bang. We’re going to do it the weekend after our next shoot.”

      He pulled his fingers out of my ass, added more lube, and then started working three fingers into me. That had me squirming and panting as the pinching burn soon turned pleasurable again while his other hand worked back and forth tweaking my nipples.

      “Yes, sir. Please! I’ll do anything for you.”

      “I know you will, baby.” He leaned in and sucked my left nipple while pinching and rolling the right between his fingers, all while his other hand still played with my ass. His cock is at least 9” long and cut, thick. Meaning he likes to play with me first and loosen me up in some way so when he does fuck me he can plow me as hard and deep as he wants without worrying about hurting me in bad ways because he knows I’m ready to take him.

      And when he got me in this head space, I wanted to take every bit he gave me, and more, no matter how slutty or raunchy it was. That only made it hotter for me.

      I had limits, don’t get me wrong. But I also had trust in Wells to never cross those limits, or do anything that would put me in danger.

      That was very freeing to me, and to my libido.

      Once he was satisfied I was loose enough he sat up again, unzipped his jeans, and didn’t even bother taking them off before slamming all nine inches of his meat into my hole, straight to the root. He grabbed me by the ankles and shoved them up, hard, pressing my knees into my chest as he stared down at me with those gorgeous blue eyes of his.

      “Who owns you?” he asked.

      “You, sir,” I answered without hesitation.

      He slowly pulled his cock out all the way to the head, teasing me there with slow, short, shallow strokes that had me squirming and desperate for more. “Who owns this ass?”

      “You do, sir,” I again answered without a second thought. Didn’t need one—he did completely own me. The only thing left to do was make it official.

      He slammed home again, making me gasp. “Fucking right, I do.” His hands tightened around my ankles and I didn’t even care I might have bruises there in the morning. I’d love seeing them. His marks on me. More proof of his ownership.

      The first person who’d ever felt territorial about me.

      Protective of me.

      Who it felt like truly loved me.

      I thought he was going to pump into me until he busted a nut but then he stopped with his cock inside me and used his right hand and flicked the shirt off of my face so he could look into my eyes.

      He still held my ankle with his left but he reached down with his right and wrapped his fingers around my cock, which was hard and dripping pre-cum all over my stomach.

      “Who owns this?” Wells squeezed, hard enough to make me wince.

      “You own it, sir.”

      He leaned in. “Any time anyone else is fucking you, you’d better be thinking about me and my cock,” he growled. If I’m standing nearby, you’d better be looking at me.”

      I nodded. “Yes, sir.”

      He started slowly jacking my cock, his hand skillfully running up and down it and feeling so much better than even my own would doing the same damned thing.

      “Beg me for it, boy.”

      He didn’t have to ask twice. “Please let me come for you, sir! Please let me squeeze your cock with my ass! I want to show you how good it feels!” I knew what to say because I remembered all the things he had me say for him during filming and remembered what turned his crank the hardest in a way he couldn’t fake no matter how many cameras were pointed at him.

      A slow, evil smile curled his lips, “Oooh, baby. I really did train you to be my little cumslut, didn’t I?” He stopped stroking and squeezed again, this time just under the head and making me whine because I realized he was toying with me and I might not be allowed to come tonight after all.

      “Yes, sir! I’m your cumslut, sir, and I’ll do whatever you tell me to.”

      “Fucking right, you will.” He kept holding my cock while he took a long, slow stroke out until just the head of his cock was still inside me and then he slammed home again and almost took my breath away. “We’ve got fan letters begging to watch you get DP’ed more often because they can see what an eager little slut you are for getting stuffed with cock.”

      My heart raced, my hips rocked beyond my control, trying to get him deeper inside me, but his iron grip on my cock wouldn’t move.

      His hooded eyes stared down at me. “Beg me for it.”

      I started babbling, begging for him to do whatever dark and depraved thing he wanted me to do, with whoever he ordered me to do it. He listened to me, his hand on my cock slowly starting to move again. His smile also widened as I rattled off any and every hot fantasy I could think of—fantasies I damned well knew could be made reality in front of the camera—and realized he was starting to flex his hips a little in time with his hand stroking me.

      “30 is a big birthday,” he said, his tone deliciously dark. “I think you’ll need 30 smacks with a paddle to tenderize that gorgeous ass of yours, then we’ll film a special day where you take on 30 cocks, mouth and ass. What do you say to that, baby?”

      I shuddered with delight, both at that idea and over how it felt to have him fucking me and stroking my cock. I eagerly nodded. “Yes sir, please!” I honestly didn’t care if he made it a reality or not but there was part of me hoping he would because I suspected once we held our wedding he’d be strictly limiting my activities like that because he’d be feeling territorial.

      And I’d accept that, too.

      As long as he kept loving me.

      His hand sped up, jerking my dick as he fucked me harder, deeper. “Better come for me before I come or you aren’t getting off.”

      I stared up into his eyes, moving with him as best I could in my position. And suddenly it was right there, my climax tightening my balls and shooting stars off in my brain while my ass clamped down on Wells’s cock in my ass. Ropes of cum shot out of me and landed all over my abs.

      Wells grinned. “There you go.” Then he grabbed my other ankle again and fucking rode me like he stole me, shaking the whole bed and jamming me against the headboard to the point I had to wrap my fingers around one of the rods to keep from slamming my head into it with every thrust. When he came I swear I felt every pump of his cock inside me as he held still against me, a drop of sweat sliding down his cheek to his chin before landing on my lips.

      Without hesitation, my tongue flicked out and licked it, making him smile.

      “You are well-trained, baby.”

      I smiled back, my brains slowly leaking back into my head. “Yes, sir. I sure am.”

      He pulled out and untied me and we both headed for the bathroom for a shower. As we stood there under the spray, he held me in his arms and kissed me.

      “Now you can cook dinner,” he said.

      I grinned. “I like the way you distract me.”

      “So do I, baby. So do I.”
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