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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.

      And I saw what a pledge has to do during my first three-week stint with them.

      Can I handle the challenge? Guess if I want to be with Biggs, I’m going to have to prove myself.

      Even if it means this formerly straight guy has to do whatever—and whoever—I’m told.

      

      (This story contains hot, raw, graphic bareback MM gangbang action, including devious sexual devices, 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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      “Mmm. You remembered.” Wells’s throaty, sleep-hoarse voice hardened my already stiff cock even more.

      Of course I remembered. Waking him up like this had been a massive part of my sexual fantasies for the past four months that we’d been apart.

      Until I finally worked up the balls to drive to his house last night and ring his bell.

      Then we rang each other’s bells.

      I couldn’t forget the morning when he’d showed me how he wanted me to wake him up any morning we slept together. Ever since my three weeks were up with the Club, I’d longed to wake up next to him.

      To wake him up like this.

      Right now, I had his balls in my mouth, slowly laving my tongue over them, getting right up in there and tonguing as far along his taint as I could reach.

      He spread his legs and bent them at the knees to give me better access. I moaned as I was finally able to get my tongue into his hole.

      He moaned in response, his hands gripping my hair, holding me in place.

      Not that I was going anywhere. I was finally exactly where I wanted to be, and where I’d missed being ever since leaving  after my initial three weeks ended.

      “Good boy,” he said. “My good boy.”

      My heart flipped, those words sending me down into that hazy mindset I’d learned was a form of subspace.

      After about twenty minutes or so, he tugged on my hair and made me come back up to him so he could cuddle me in his arms and kiss me.

      Goddamn, the man was a fantastic kisser.

      “I wish I could let you give me a good-morning blowjob but we start filming a new guy today. I need every pop I can work up for the cameras.” He touched my nose with the tip of his finger. “You sure you want to start pledging today?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      He stared into my eyes, his blue gaze twisting my heart and soul. “What am I going to do with you for the rest of our lives?” he softly asked with a gentle tenderness I knew I was the only one privileged enough to witness.

      I nuzzled in and kissed him. “That.”

      He smiled. This was all Wells, not a bit of “Biggs,” the president of the Bear’s Back Motorcycle Club.

      Not the the character that the website fans expected to see when he appeared on camera.

      This was the guy who liked the novels of Tom Clancy and John le Carré. The guy who longed for a private life and someone to love him for who he was, and who could accept him in spite of what he did for a living.

      This was my guy. The guy who wanted me.

      He reached up and palmed my cheek, running his thumb over my cheekbone. I noticed that was something he’d loved to do while we were together before, touching me like that.

      “It won’t all be gangbangs and fuck machines.” He smiled. “Most of the time, it’s going to be this. Boring. Just the two of us. Then I go in to the office—the real office—and we have meetings and plan stuff. There’s editing to do on the videos. Bookkeeping. Running a company. All of that. The clubhouse is just a set. Our main production offices are off-site.”

      “I understand. I’m honestly looking forward to those times alone with you. I want to learn all about the business side of things and help you however you want me to.”

      “You won’t get bored? I’m a workaholic.”

      I leaned in and kissed him again. “My job, when we’re not filming, is to take care of you. Do whatever you want me to do to make your life easier. That’s who I want to be.”

      He sat up, pushing me back down onto the bed and swinging a leg over me to straddle my chest. He reached behind him and trailed his fingers up my stiff cock.

      His cock stood out hard, ready, every vein well-defined.

      My mouth actually watered as I stared at it. I wanted it in my mouth. I wanted to flick the tip of my tongue against his slit and coax every last drop out of him that I could.

      He grabbed my wrists and pinned my hands over my head as he leaned in. “You don’t kiss anyone on the lips but me unless I tell you to. Understand?”

      “Yes, sir.”

      He smiled, rubbing noses with me. “And I won’t kiss anyone on the lips but you,” he whispered. “My old lady gets special treatment.”

      I grinned. I didn’t mind him calling me that. The past four months without him had been long and lonely and gave me plenty of time to do a lot of soul-searching.

      Maybe I never would have seen myself as bi before I spent three weeks of intense training on film for twenty grand. But for this man? Absolutely, I was totally gay for him. He turned my crank, and turned it hard.

      I felt closer to him than I’d ever felt to anyone in my life. If that made me gay?

      Cool.

      All I cared about is that it made me his.

      “I’ll need to call the crew and tell them there’s a slight change of plans. We were going to have another guy play the pledge, mask him.” He grinned. “I hope you’re ready for two weeks of being rode hard.”

      My cock eagerly twitched in anticipation. “Yes, sir.”

      I didn’t care. I’d do it for him. It wasn’t a hardship.

      “Is there anything we need to cross off your hard limits? Or are you totally open now?”

      “Still no scat or watersports. And no ATM, please. A creampie only if he’s been cleaned out good with an enema first.”

      Wells laughed. “Oh, his first enema scene, we’re going to run several through him while you edge him, and he’ll be squeaky clean.” He leaned in and kissed me again. “Anything else?”

      I shook my head. “No. Just that. I’m yours.”

      “And I want you to stay mine. I’m serious. You saw how it was. Everything’s scripted, to a certain extent. But I need total honesty from you. You tell me you’re okay with something and then in the middle of a scene you can’t do it, that’s a problem. He’s supposed to struggle and fight, at first. You’re pledging, so you are supposed to be an eager little beaver ready to jump to fulfill any and every order members give you. Remember how Corey acted when you were there?”

      It was hard to think of the guy by anything but his “slut” moniker. “Yes, sir. I know. I watched his videos.”

      He stretched out, his entire body covering mine, our cocks wedged between us. To have the comforting weight of his body pressing against mine again…another relief after months of loneliness.

      “You’re going to be okay being used? Again, we’ve got a pledge lined up to film. You can be crew this time around. You don’t have to film.”

      I studied him for a moment. “What’s wrong?”

      “I don’t want you breaking my heart. It’d kill me to lose you again. If it means we need to take things slow, we can still do that without violating the Club rules.”

      I shook my head. “I want to get pledging over with. Will I have to keep doing it after this filming? I mean, I know you might have me film and be with guys. I’m okay with that. I mean the pledging stuff.”

      “No. Considering the unique way we do things in the Club, and our numbers are deliberately kept small and exclusive, it’s only four weeks of film time required. Unless a guy wants to play the part longer. And some of them do, like the guy we had lined up for this shoot. We will probably have another two-week shoot lined up and ready by the time this one ends. I’ve got four prospects to talk to.”

      “Why was I able to walk in and start filming immediately?”

      “Scheduling. We’d finished up another shoot and it just worked out perfectly.”

      “Will I at least be able to spend a couple of nights with you during this shoot?” I didn’t want to get my hopes up, but I’d do whatever it took to prove myself.

      He frowned, looking confused. “I don’t understand your question, babe.”

      “Sleeping together. I mean, actual sleep. In the same bed. Can we schedule that to happen at least a couple of times?”

      A smile brightened his features. “Mark, your ass is going to be in my bed every night. That’s my ass now, buddy. I own it.”

      Relief filled me. “Oh. Okay. Good.” I knew if that was the case, I could deal with anything he put me through for the shoot. If my bottom helped the Club’s bottom line in terms of earnings, then I’d do it.

      I was nothing if not a team player.

      “You honestly thought I wouldn’t let you sleep with me?” he asked.

      “I didn’t know. I wasn’t sure if you were going to have that guy sleep with you like you slept with me and the others.”

      His eyebrows lifted as if finally realizing why I’d thought that. “That was because I didn’t have someone before now. I might still leave our bedroom door open for fun sometimes during filming for some scripted stuff, but no, your ass will be in my bed at night to sleep every night. Even as a pledge, everyone’s going to know you are mine.”

      He smiled. “Chances are, guys are going to be a little hesitant to use you the same way that they used Corey. No one wants to piss off the boss. You’ll probably have it easy.”

      He kissed me again. As I softly moaned, my cock ached, throbbing, and I wished I could bust a nut.

      He nibbled on my lower lip. “I’ve never had to deal with this before,” he admitted. “I’m honestly hoping I can handle this.”

      That worried me. “Handle what?”

      “Watching you get reamed out by the other guys.”

      “Then I guess you’ll have to save a little for me every day, huh?”

      He kissed me again. “Damn right, I will. And this rule still applies. I want you waking me up every morning like this.”

      “Gladly.”

      He sat up again. “We need to get our showers and go get breakfast. Grab you some stuff from home. We also have a pre-production meeting at eleven. I need to have Dizzie change your personnel file from a contract player to full-time employee. Get you signed up for benefits.”

      He didn’t move, staring down at me for a long, quiet moment.

      “What’s wrong?” I finally asked.

      “Honestly? Not a damned thing. That terrifies me. I never thought I’d ever be in this position. I hoped, one day, once I’d found a guy to take over as the main lead and I stepped back from filming, that maybe I’d be able to find someone. I never thought I’d find a guy for me now.”

      “You might hate me at the end of two weeks.”

      He slowly shook his head. “No, I don’t think so. You obviously know what you want. Once we get through the growing pains of this, I’m confident we’ve got a shot to make it for the long-term.”

      I sat up and wrapped my arms around him. “So, we getting married in Florida?” I grinned.

      He grinned back, reaching out and twisting my left nip, hard. My cock twitched in response. “Yes, mister pushy. We are. We’ll do what we did for Corey and Carlo and have the real ceremony first, then set up a shoot and do that. Everyone gets to fuck the bride and welcome him to the Club.”

      He cupped a hand around the back of my neck and pulled me in for another kiss. “And then, from that point on, I’m going to be very fucking choosey who I let fuck my man.”

      I loved the possessive term. “Not going to be so choosey now, huh?” I teased.

      “I’m the Club president. I can’t break the rules for myself. But once you’re not a pledge anymore, anyone tries to use you without my permission, they’re going to fucking find themselves out on their ass over wanting a piece of ass. We aren’t animals. Being a pledge means you consent to certain things. Filming means you consent to stuff. Once you’re a member, you’re a member. You’re my guy, meaning unless I give permission, no one fucking touches you. You can even ask the women we have who are partners of members. They’re probably safer with us than anywhere else, because consent is a thing, and all the members look out for each other, and our partners.”

      Then he winced.

      “What?”

      “Crap. Okay, one last time, and this time, I need you to hear me out. You can delay filming for this shoot, if you want. I forgot we’re doing a breeding scene.”

      “Breeding?”

      “You know, one of those staged things. Iggy’s wife, Amy, received confirmation she’s pregnant. She asked if they could film a breeding scene before she’s too far along and starts to show. She makes five grand and a royalty share for a couple of hours of fun for her, and she wants to get a head-start on their college fund for the baby.”

      “Why’s that a problem?”

      “Because the pledge—you—is supposed to be under her licking her clit and getting her off while we’re going to town on her.”

      “Um, okay. I don’t have a problem with that. Why is that a big deal?”

      “Because when we do one of these, we set it up as an operant-conditioning scene.”

      “Still not tracking.”

      “Did Corey tell you what we did to him to train him during his scene with a woman like that? Or didn’t you watch that video?”

      Then it clicked. I had seen it. “Ah. Electrical play.”

      “Unless you have a heart condition or something.”

      “Nope. Ticker’s fine.” I nuzzled his nose. “Guess that means you’ll have to keep me forever if you train my cock to wilt over women.”

      “Well, the good news is that the fresh meat will be there, and we’ll alternate you sucking her clit and getting shocked with having a vibrating plug in your ass and you getting your cock sucked and getting rewarded for that.

      “Ooh. Something I might like more than the special chair?”

      He laughed. “You really did love that fucking thing, didn’t you?”

      “Uh, yeah.” I’d whacked off countless times to memories of what it’d felt like being strapped into that lovely damn contraption.

      His grin turned deliciously wicked. “Then wait until you see the improvements we’ve made to it.”
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        * * *

      

      We took a long, sexy shower where we teased each other and had a lot of fun.

      I’d missed this. Missed him.

      The affection.

      The ownership.

      For the first time in my life, I felt accepted as I am, without judgment.

      “We’ll park your car in my garage,” he said. “There might be storms this week. No reason for it to get damaged. I’ll run you by your place.”

      “Thank you for the groceries,” I said. “And cleaning out my fridge.”

      Now he looked a little bashful. “You’re welcome.”

      “You did it yourself, didn’t you?” I’d saved the sticky note he’d left for me on the front of my fridge.

      He rolled his eyes before finally meeting my gaze. “Yeah. Guilty. Normally we send a PA out to do it.”

      “Then why didn’t you?”

      “Because I wanted to see where you lived.”

      “Not as nice as your place.”

      “That’s not what I meant.”

      “Ah. To see if I was a slob or something?”

      He shrugged. “Maybe I wanted to learn more about you.”

      “And what did you learn about me?”

      He took a deep breath. “That I wished like hell I wasn’t afraid to just talk to you and ask you if you had feelings for me. To ask if you might be interested in…you know…dating me.”

      I pushed him against the shower wall and kissed him. “Sir,” I hoarsely said, “anything you want to know, you can ask me. I mean it when I say I’m yours.”

      “That goes both ways,” he softly said.

      Then he pulled me into his arms and hugged me, hard. I liked that he was a couple of inches taller than my five eleven, and built bigger than me, broad shoulders that tapered down to a slim waist and tight ass.

      We stood like that for a few minutes under the spray as I realized this was the most contented I’d ever felt in my entire adult life.

      Go figure.
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