
  
    [image: What Would You Do?]
  



  	
	    
	      Also by PT Long

	    

      
	    
          
	      Bear's Back MC Club

          
        
          
	          Tales From the Bear's Back Bar: What Would You Do?: Gay Male MC Club

          
        
          
	          Tales From the Bear's Back Bar: Spud the Pledge: Gay Male MC Club

          
        
          
	          Tales From the Bear's Back Bar: Here Comes the Spud: Gay Male MC Club

          
        
          
	          Tales From the Bear's Back Bar: Spud the Stud: Gay Male MC Club

          
        
      

      
    
    



  	
	    
	      Also by Tymber Dalton

	    

      
	    
          
	      Bear's Back MC Club

          
        
          
	          Tales From the Bear's Back Bar: What Would You Do?: Gay Male MC Club

          
        
          
	          Tales From the Bear's Back Bar: Spud the Pledge: Gay Male MC Club

          
        
          
	          Tales From the Bear's Back Bar: Here Comes the Spud: Gay Male MC Club

          
        
          
	          Tales From the Bear's Back Bar: Spud the Stud: Gay Male MC Club

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Bleacke Shifters

          
        
          
	          A Bleacke Mating: A Bleacke Shifters Story

          
        
          
	          Bleacke's Geek

          
        
          
	          Geek Chic

          
        
          
	          A Bleacke Wind

          
        
          
	          Bleacke Spirit

          
        
          
	          Bleacke Moments

          
        
          
	          A Bleacke Meeting: A Bleacke Shifters Story

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Deep Space Mission Corps

          
        
          
	          Love at First Bight

          
        
          
	          Bightmares

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Determination Trilogy

          
        
          
	          Dignity

          
        
          
	          Diligence

          
        
          
	          Desire

          
        
          
	          Determination Trilogy Box Set: Dignity, Diligence, Desire

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Devastation Trilogy

          
        
          
	          Dirge

          
        
          
	          Solace

          
        
          
	          Devastation Trilogy Box Set: Dirge, Solace, Release

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Governor Trilogy

          
        
          
	          Governor

          
        
          
	          Chief

          
        
          
	          Yes, Governor: A Governor Trilogy Novella

          
        
          
	          Pet: A Governor Trilogy Novel

          
        
          
	          Governor Trilogy Box Set: Governor, Lieutenant, Chief

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Inequitable Trilogy

          
        
          
	          Indiscretion

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Love Slave for Two

          
        
          
	          Love Slave for Two: Beginnings (A Love Slave for Two Prequel)

          
        
          
	          Love Slave for Two

          
        
          
	          Love Slave for Two: Family Matters

          
        
          
	          Dead Moon Rising

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Maudlin Falls

          
        
          
	          How Many Times Do I Have to Say I'm Sorry?

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Maxim Colonies

          
        
          
	          Jailmates

          
        
          
	          Farborn

          
        
          
	          Saudade

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Suncoast Society

          
        
          
	          Safe Harbor

          
        
          
	          Home at Last

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The Great Turning

          
        
          
	          The Great Turning

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Triple Trouble

          
        
          
	          Steam

          
        
          
	          Trouble Comes in Threes

          
        
          
	          Storm Warning

          
        
          
	          Three Dog Night

          
        
          
	          Boiling Point

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Acquainted With the Night

          
        
          
	          Heartquake: A Snowed-In Reverse Harem Story

          
        
          
	          Sarasota Steam

          
        
          
	          Sunset Hearts

          
        
      

      
    
    


  
    
      WHAT WOULD YOU DO?

      GAY MALE MC CLUB

      
        TALES FROM THE BEAR'S BACK BAR

        BOOK 1

      

    

    
      
        PT LONG

        TYMBER DALTON

      

    

    
      PT LONG

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            DESCRIPTION

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        What Would You Do?

        Tales From the Bear’s Back Bar - Book 1

        (Gay Male MC Club)

      

      

      

      So I was stupid and slept with the wife of one of the college deans where I taught, and now I'm out of a job. I’m only 29, and I refuse to go home with my tail between my legs and work in a coal mine like my old man and my brother. Sioux Falls, South Dakota isn’t paradise, but I like it better here than where I grew up.

      Then a buddy gave me a card with a phone number on it. In three weeks, I could make twenty grand. Legally.

      There’s only one hitch: for those three weeks, this straight guy, who’s never so much as touched another guy’s junk, becomes the property of the Bear’s Back Motorcycle Club and stars in their gangbang porn flicks. It’s kind of their specialty, turning straight guys into their eager bareback biker sluts for an equally eager Internet audience.

      Did I mention it’s twenty thousand dollars?

      I know what I did, but what would you do?

      

      
        
        (This story contains over 37k words of hot, raw, graphic bareback MM gangbang action, including devious sexual devices, fisting, DP, and features a straight 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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      “So, what is it with you?” he asked me.

      “What do you mean?”

      He leaned back in his leather office chair and propped his black motorcycle boots on his desk, jeans-clad legs crossed at the ankles. “What’s your deal? Credit card debt? Mortgage default? Student loans? Sick relative?”

      Oh. He wanted to know that. “Lost my job.”

      “Ah. Bills to pay. What happened to bring you here?”

      Until three weeks earlier, I’d been a literature teacher at a small university in Sioux Falls, South Dakota.

      A Baptist university.

      A very conservative Baptist university, but one that had paid me a fair and living wage, along with bennies like health insurance, and had allowed me to work on my “great American novel” during my free time. I’d been a fully in-the-closet atheist, pretending to follow their doctrine just to get along.

      Until I’d gotten stupid.

      And a little drunk.

      And let that stupid woman talk me into filming her giving me a blow job in the backseat of my car.

      A stupid woman who happened to be the wife of one of the university’s deans, and who’d wanted to get back at her husband for years of his secret infidelities.

      Something I hadn’t known at the time.

      Cue one scapegoat—me—and now I was fucking desperate not to have to rebuild my life from the ground up. Because it’d been made abundantly clear to me that if I tried to use the college as a job reference, they would make it sound like I’d been fired for molesting little boys with dead kittens while singing the White Album backward while standing in the middle of a pentagram painted with unicorn blood.

      In other words, I’d have a suspiciously gaping hole of three years in my post-college resume.

      I was only twenty-nine. No, it wasn’t too late for me to try to rebuild my life.

      Unfortunately, the last thing I wanted to do was rebuild my life. I had a decent life, even if I hated freezing my balls off for approximately half of the year.

      When one of my buddies, who’d recently come into some money and paid off his credit card debt, in addition to buying a sweet little Acura street racer, heard about my “deal,” he’d slipped me a business card with a phone number on it, gave me a wink, and suggested I should call the number if I wanted a quick cash infusion.

      Now I was beginning to wonder if I never should have taken the card. I was pretty sure this was how Wade Wilson got to look like a Shar-Pei.

      The man who’d returned my call after I left my number in a voice mail sounded like this man but hadn’t given me his name. He’d just said to be at the Bear’s Back Bar in north Sioux Falls at 4pm sharp, and to ask the cashier where the job interview was.

      I had.

      And now, here I was.

      The biker’s bar looked a lot grungier on the outside than it did on the inside. Actually, inside, it appeared to be fairly clean and sanitary. Didn’t even smell like stale smoke or vomit or piss. There were three guys in jeans and leathers sitting at a table off to one side, and they silently watched me walk past like I was a prime steak and they were starving.

      I’d been led to the back of the bar and through a swinging door, down a dark hallway, to this office, where I now occupied an uncomfortably cold folding metal chair in front of an otherwise rich-ass looking desk.

      And a rich-ass looking man, despite his jeans, plain black tee that stretched over a chest speaking to his dedication to his gym routine, and scuffed black boots.

      I still didn’t have his name.

      After I gave him the briefest of details—including not naming the university, which was stupid because there was only one religious university in town that fit the description I tried my damnedest not to give—he slowly shook his head as he laughed.

      “Poor bastard,” he said. “You got caught between a rock and a whore place.”

      I snorted. “Yeah, you could say that.”

      “So, you’re straight?”

      Something told me I was about to discover a completely different reason for the wink my friend gave me when he passed me the card.

      “Yeah. Why?”

      He cocked his head and seemed to study me for a moment. “How badly you want to make money?”

      “If we’re talking something illegal, the worst thing I’ve done is violate some religious laws regarding sleeping with someone else’s wife. And the occasional speeding ticket.”

      “If I can guarantee you up to twenty grand for three weeks of work, nothing illegal, you interested?”

      I didn’t have to do the math. I pretty much had my bank account and bills memorized down to the fucking penny. That would carry me through at least six months, with my current savings. Enough time to hopefully find another job.

      Moving back home to live with my parents in Kentucky was not an option. At all. Oh, they’d take me in, all right, but I’d worked too fucking hard to escape that lunatic asylum. I knew if I went slinking back there with my tail between my legs they’d never let me forget it.

      The chances of me escaping a second time would be slim to none.

      “What do I have to do to earn that money?”

      The man’s smile widened. “That’s what we need to discuss.”
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      I must have made a noise when the doctor’s lubed and gloved finger slid up my asshole.

      “Son, that’s the smallest thing that’s goin’ up there for the next few weeks. I suggest you relax and get used to it.”

      The man behind the desk? His name was Orwell Biggs. Well, that’s the name he gave me.

      What would I have to do to earn that twenty grand?

      Anything they told me to.

      How’d I get here, leaning over an exam table while Dr. Methusela, MD, rammed his pointer finger up my poop chute?

      Let’s revisit the office in the back of the bar.

      Biggs had laid a contract out in front of me to read, a plain-English, no bullshit contract. I was about to get to that part.

      “You know this bar’s the front for the Bear’s Back Motorcycle Club, right?” Biggs asked me.

      I shrugged. “Honestly? I’ve only lived here a couple of years.” I’d driven past the bar plenty of times and never paid it any attention.

      “How do you think we make money?” Biggs asked me.

      I slowly shook my head. “Dude, seriously, I am not into drugs or anything like that. I don’t even smoke weed. Thanks for your time, but I’m not doing anything illegal.”

      I started to stand.

      “It’s not illegal, and has nothing to do with drugs.”

      I hesitated.

      “Go on,” he said, nodding toward the ream of paper. “Read it. You didn’t answer my question though.”

      “What question?”

      “How do you think we make money?”

      “I don’t know.” I wasn’t sure I wanted to know, and hadn’t reached for the papers yet. The top sheet was marked with CONFIDENTIAL in a bold, gigantic font.

      “How do you think a small motorcycle club makes an honest living in fucking southeastern South Dakota?” he pressed, nearly grinning.

      I could tell this was a game for him. I still wasn’t even sure of his age, although I knew he had to be older than me. Clean-shaven, brown hair with a little gray at the temples, and blue eyes the color of the freezing-ass Dakota sky in winter.

      “I don’t know. Gambling?” There were little casinos in every fucking corner mini-mart.

      “Porn,” he said.

      I frowned. “Excuse me?”

      “Porn.”

      I realized I’d started to lean in a little. “Like, people fucking people kind of porn, or weird shit kind of porn?”

      “People fucking people kind of porn. And a little weird shit kind of porn.”

      “Can’t you get that free on the internet?”

      His grin widened. “Not this kind of porn. Not good quality on a subscription site we guarantee to be free of malware, and we guarantee to keep their credit card and customer info secure. We cater to a niche audience who wants their privacy protected when they watch their special porn.”

      I wasn’t sure I was liking his grin. “How special?”

      “Straight guys being turned into gay bareback cumslut biker bitches.”

      I swallowed hard. I thought my friend had been walking funny after he returned from his “hunting trip.”

      Back to right now. My fingers curled around the edges of the exam table. “You find gold in there, doc, and I get to keep it.” Fucking hell, it was like his finger had grown twelve goddamned inches. “My tonsils are more easily accessed via my mouth, you know.”

      The guy chuckled. “You’re a funny one. They’re gonna love you.” The finger finally disappeared from my asshole, leaving me uncomfortably lubed. I heard the snap as he pulled the glove off.

      And for the love of a god I didn’t even believe in, he washed his freaking hands.

      I heard the sound of a box of tissues hitting the table next to me. “Wipe off. Then up on the table.”

      I did, washing my hands before I climbed up there. The paper exam gown I wore wasn’t much, and the paper under my ass that was covering the table felt weird.

      He concluded the rest of the exam, scalp to scrotum. I already gave a urine sample and had blood drawn by a nurse before Dr. Longfinger had a go at me. He noted some stuff on my medical chart before washing his hands one last time.

      “Any questions?” he asked.

      “Um, yeah. How many guys have you examined for…this?”

      He grinned. “All of ’em. I’m on retainer to the Club. Just enjoy it. Most all of ’em do, whether they like to admit it or not. Get dressed and come on out when you’re done.” With that sage advice, he left.

      I got dressed, then turned to my two “handlers,” who I’d dubbed Frick and Frack, the two guys Biggs had assigned to take me to the clinic. They’d been two of the guys I’d seen sitting at the table in the bar when I arrived there not two hours before now.

      They’d filmed the whole exam, including me doing the urine test.

      I should have mentioned that Doc Ock had been wearing a stupid wrestling mask, and I was wearing a mask, too. We’d put them on before the filming started.

      Frick shut the camera off. “You can take the mask off now.”

      I pulled it off and ran my hand through my hair, scratching my scalp. The mask had eye, ear, nose, and mouth holes where the doc could examine me, but it hid my identity.

      What about that contract?

      Oh, yeah.

      Long story short, from the time I signed the contract until the agreed upon end date in three weeks, I now belonged to the Bear’s Back MC Club. Contractually, there were things they would not make me do, or do to me, and I’d been allowed to negotiate my terms before signing. I wouldn’t be permanently scarred or harmed in any way. No burns, no tats, no broken bones or cutting, nothing like that. Nothing gross either, like ass-to-mouth. I also had a medical safeword that would immediately stop whatever was going on, but if I mis-used that just because I didn’t like something, it would render the monetary contract null and immediately end things. I was encouraged to use the medical safeword if I legitimately needed to, because if I let myself get injured and couldn’t perform, I wouldn’t earn out the rest of the money and would only get a percentage of it.

      My identity would be concealed and protected, meaning I’d be spending most of the next three weeks in some sort of mask. There was a confidentiality agreement that not only protected them, but protected me as well, guaranteeing me a fifty-grand payout if they had a data or personnel breach that leaked my personal information. If I outed myself, obviously, I’d render that clause null and void. I also had to protect the identities and activities of any current, previous, or future actors.

      Just for today, they’d already escrowed one grand into an account for me. I could have it as of midnight tonight. I’d then be allowed an hour on my laptop—which we’d stopped by my apartment to pick up, along with some other things I’d need—to get my bills paid online. I’d also get two thirty-minute breaks a day to handle stuff off-camera.

      Someone would go to my apartment every day to get my mail and check on it for me, water my plants, that kind of stuff. If asked by any nosy neighbors, they would say they were my house-sitter and I was on vacation with family. If some sort of emergency came up (the terms specified in the contract) the filming period would be suspended and I could resume my…duties once it was handled or had ended, per mutual agreement.

      Being South Dakota, it was no shocker that “tornado warning” and “ice storm” were listed in the terms as emergencies.

      The contract also specified that they guaranteed anyone who…well, used me during the contracted time was guaranteed to be free of STDs of any kind. This little exam here was to make sure I was clear, too. Which I’d already known I was, but hey, every stud needs vet papers, right?

      They now owned my ass, and would do and film whatever they wanted, however and whenever they wanted. Within the terms of the contract, of course.

      I’d already been told that shortly after our return to the clubhouse my exam video would be posted on their subscription site as a teaser for “cumming attractions” for fresh meat.

      Depending on my ratings, I might be welcomed back for future performances. But since I’d no longer be fresh meat, the money wouldn’t be as good. Biggs had explained their process, how they’d statistically analyzed the website hits and video views, special movie purchases versus subscriptions regarding video consumption—all of that. They’d been doing this for nearly ten years now and had it down to a science. Three weeks was the optimum time they could wring maximum earnings out of a new actor—and even though I’d also filled out what were apparently actor and model release forms, I was technically their property during the contract time.

      Inside, I willed myself to shut up and take it. Leaving early and leaving cash on the table wasn’t an option. Not when it was my future on the line.

      Pride? Who the hell needed that? You can’t pay your goddamned bills with pride, or with principles.

      I needed cash, and a new job.

      So, fuck it.

      No way in hell was I going to move back home and face those people and their smirking, told-you-so, you’re-not-as-good-as-you-thought-you-were faces. No doubt my father and brother would tell me to get my ass to the coal mine foreman’s office the next day to apply for a job. They both worked there, as did uncles and cousins on both sides of the family, and my grandfathers.

      A bleak family history I’d had no desire to continue.

      If it hadn’t been for academic scholarships, I never could have afforded college.

      Spending three weeks sucking cock and taking it up the ass?

      It was worth it to me to have that financial cushion I’d need to get a new start somewhere else. When I finished, it wasn’t like anyone would know who I was. My identity wouldn’t get out. If it did? Oh, well. I’d get a tidy cash bonus from the production company for it.

      Hell, every writer was supposed to “have life experiences,” right?

      Right.

      And that’s what I told myself as I signed the contract.
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      Frick and Frack loaded me up in the black Explorer they’d driven me to the appointment in. It had dark tinted windows in the back, and we’d entered and left the clinic by the back door. Apparently they’d been closed for the day because I didn’t hear or see anyone else inside except for the doctor and his nurse.

      I was also no longer Mark Royton. For the duration of my contract, my name was now Spud. It was how I’d be referred to by the club members, and how my videos would be labelled on their website.
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