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Rodney hated the damn thing. It was humiliating and uncomfortable, but that didn’t stop his dick from aching with the erection. He was older than both men who kept him, had more life experience, but they were both experts on degradation. 

“Piggy boy, the dishes need washed,” Nando called from the bedroom where they were busy having noisy sex. 

“Yes, Sir,” he mumbled and made his way to the kitchen, deep inside of his ass was the butt plug with the corkscrew pig tail, and it was wagging as he walked. He was naked except for that and the choke collar Andre had put on him. 

“What? I can’t hear you!”

Turning from the kitchen and walking into the hall, he shouted, “Yes, Sir! Going to do the dishes, Sir!”

They laughed, the sadistic assholes. He smiled as he went to start on his chore. This was dirty and embarrassing, but it was like he’d stepped into his own perverted fantasies. All those nights, looking up the filthy films on porn sites. The ones where the sex slaves were beaten and abused by their masters. He had never told a soul, not even Kale when they were together. He thought he’d be called a freak, and he basically was. 

He didn’t care and kept pretending he hated it. Andre and Nando liked that the best. If they suspected that he secretly loved this treatment, they may stop. They may let him go. That wouldn’t do. 

So, he wore the butt plug and collar and hid when the other bikers came. They’d moved into his home, taking it over, making him sleep on a towel in the laundry room when they weren’t using him. It was terrible and wonderful at once. 

The house phone rang, and he answered as the sink filled. “Fernando and Andre’s residence, pig boy speaking.”

“Rodney, it’s Kale.”

No more did his heart skip beats when he heard that voice. “Kale, how are you?”

“Not great. I need your help. Do I...do I ask Nando or something?”

“Your boyfriend is the president of the Aztecas, Kale. I’m sure Nando would want me to help.”

Actually, he probably should ask, but he also didn’t want to disturb his two Masters. “Great, well, I need you to take a look into Agricorp.”

This was interesting. “Agricorp? That farming company? Why do you need me to look into them?”

“The rumor is they want to buy up all the farms in the area. They got the one next to ours and I think they’re coming after us next.”

Rodney didn’t know a lot about farming, and frankly didn’t care, but when he and Kale were together, he listened to a lot of his family’s conversations. “Kale, are you all worried they are gonna drive the grain prices down?”

“That’s one worry, of course, but our wheat goes to the Olive Branch Bread Company. It’s all they use. We really don’t have to worry about that as much as them trying to push us out.”

If he did a good job, it could add points from Nando and Andre. Maybe he could finally get to climax. “I’ll have to ask for permission, of course, but I don’t think they’d have a problem with it.”

“That’d be awesome, Rodney, thanks. I’ll give you your usual fee and a bonus if you get the goods on who works for them. In the muscle department.”

Kale wasn’t telling him everything, but Kale didn’t trust him much anymore. “No fee necessary, Kale. Just make sure Eight knows I’m being nice.”

Laughing, Kale said, “Cool. Okay.”

He hung up the phone as Andre walked in, looking fine as hell in just his boxers. “Why ain’t the dishes done, pig boy?”

“Sorry, Sir. I was on the phone. Mr. Acer needs my help.”

“Kale?”

“What about Kale?” Nando asked as he came in, wrapping an arm around Andre’s perfect waist. 

“He called and pig boy answered.”

Nando purred, “Did you get all hard hearing his voice, piggy?”

Rodney sunk to his knees and proclaimed, “I’m yours, Sir. I live only for the two of you, I swear it.”

Andre crouched down and told him, “Good boy, piggy.”

The first bit of praise he’d gotten, and he reveled in it. “Thank you, Sir,” he gushed with all sincerity.

Andre smiled at him and pinched his chin. “You get to the dishes, now.”

“Of course, Sir.”

He was up and he started washing as Nando told Andre, “You going soft, ‘mano?”

“Give the guy a break. We make him do everything around here.”

Ignoring him, Nando sat on the counter by the sink. “So, what did your ex want?”

Andre goaded him, “Jealous, Nando?”

Nando flipped off Andre. “Fuck you. This is my property and if his ex is trying to move in, I’m putting a stop to it.”

Preening over the obvious jealousy, Rodney explained, “He’s having problems with a big farming corporation. He wants me to find some dirt on them.”

“That’s what you’re good for, no, piggy? Dirt.”

Hopes dashed that Nando would be nice to him for the day, he said, “Yes, Sir. I’m good at dirt.”

Nando reached over and pinched his nipple. He got hard all over again. “Dirty pig boy. After the dishes, go change the sheets. Me and Dre got them full of cum again.”

Andre snickered and opened the fridge, grabbing a beer. “Too bad it’s not yours, huh, piggy?”

“Yes, Sir. It’s too bad.”

“Well,” Nando purred. “If you do a good job for the prez’s ol man, maybe you can come. If not, then who knows, no?”

“Thank you, Sir.”

Oh, he was going to do a good job. He was going to do a great job. Andre came up behind him and kissed his neck. “Can’t wait to see how hard you work. To see how much you need to come.”

Nando chuckled at them. “He’ll bust his ass, I bet.”

After a slap to his ass from Andre, they both left the room and Rodney hurried to get through his chores so he could get to work on his computer.

oooOooo

“Was that Roddie?”

Eight came in looking so good, Kale really wished he had the time to have a little afternoon fun. “It was. He said no charge for the investigation.”

“Kiss ass.”

Kale agreed, “I think he’s having a lot of fun there. He sounds happier than ever.”

“Fucking creepy. How could anyone handle that?”

Kale knew Eight didn’t understand about the whole S&M thing. He didn’t realize he was a dominant who treated Kale like a whipping boy half the time. Sure, nothing close to the way Rodney was treated by his two very dominant men, but still. “You are saying you wouldn’t want to spank me sometimes?”

Laughing, he yelled, “Spank you? What is this, fifty shades of gay?”

“That’s grey, Eight.”

“Whatever. You telling me something, Chiquito?”

Kale sat on the couch with him, and Falon came over, wagging her tail. As Kale absently pet her, he said, “No. I like our sex like it is. I was wondering if you wanted to change things up. I mean, after the prom you threw me, we changed things up.”

Eight reached over and grabbed his hair, pulling his head down into his lap. “I’ll decide when you change things up, my little baby boy.”

He rubbed Kale’s face over his crotch, and he mumbled, “Okay!” Eight let him up and he smiled. “You’re a dick.”

“I know. I thought you had to get to work.”

“I do. I’m already late getting back. I told Dad I had a ton of errands, but I really just wanted to see you.”

“Stop being a liar, Kale. That shit’s not cool to do to your papi.”

Eight argued with his own father at least three times a week, but he always jumped Kale’s ass about any little thing that came up with his. “Sorry, Mr. Cardenas. Don’t spank me.”

“I’ll fucking spank you, shithead.”

Kale’s dick tried to fill, but he couldn’t let it. “Gotta go. Don’t get me all hot before I have to drive.”

“Hot? Are you fucking hard?”

Eight’s jaw had dropped, and he was staring at Kale like he had never met him. “Eight, you always get me hard. Stop reading things into it.”

He got up and was glad that his dick was nice and soft again because Eight was looking right at his groin. Eight watched him go and he got into his truck. He let out a breath as he started the engine, laughing to himself over the conversation. 

He couldn’t imagine Eight like that. Dressed in chaps with some whip in his hand. No, that just wasn’t Eight, but it could be hot messing around with it. He started to think about it and of course he got hard again, and he was so glad Eight couldn’t see it. 

Once he got to the farm, he saw another car there. Curious, he rushed in the house to see who was visiting and immediately heard his dad yelling. “Take your offer and get the hell out!”

Turning the corner, he saw tall, wide man in the living room with a folder in his hands. The guy looked like he could be in Eight’s bike club except for the expensive suit. He had a scar on his neck and his hair was cropped short. He looked like a fucking thug. “What’s going on, Dad?”

“This son-of-a-bitch is pestering me to sell our farm, that’s what.”

Kale’s hackles rose and he said low, “Get out.”

The man turned to fully face him with a grin that was pure façade. “Mr. Acer, nice to meet you. I’m Erving Evans.”

“My father told you to get out.”

He set the folder down on the table and smiled again. Creepy, all the teeth in his head showing kinda smile. “I’ll leave these here.”

He brushed past Kale and left on his own. Ray Jr. was fuming, but Kale was surprised to see his granddaddy there, not saying a word. “What’s the offer?” he asked his father. 

“I don’t care what the offer is, Kale. I’m not selling!”

“Now, son, settle down. Kale isn’t thinking of selling the place.”

“Of course not, Daddy. I was only wondering what their jumping off place is. Even if we don’t sell, there are twenty other farms around here. Do you think they will all be able to turn them down?”

“No, but they ain’t getting ours. Did you see the equipment? The chemicals they were putting on the crops? They have no idea about rotation, they are just out to make a buck. They took out all of Mercer’s crops and planted their own GMO crap! Kale, they are going to be underselling every wheat farmer here! Not all of them have a steady contract like we do.”

It was already started. The company was making his father crazy with worry. “Daddy, listen, I called Rodney.”

Ray’s face came up and it was instantly beet red. “You called that bastard for what?”

Grandma came in then and warned, “Watch that language, Junior.”

Kale wanted to laugh, but he didn’t. Couldn’t. His father would have strangled him. “Mother, please, stay out of this.”

“Stay out of this? I was working this farm when you were a gleam in your Daddy’s eye, Ray Acer Junior!”

Kale did smile then. When his father glared at him, he said, “Well, she was. Maybe Grandma and Granddaddy have some ideas.”

Granddaddy told Kale, “Thanks, buckaroo.”

“Listen, Dad, I called Rodney to look into the company. They threatened Mr. Mercer; that can’t be the first time. If we come up with some leverage, maybe we can chase them back to where they came from.”

Ray sat hard on the couch and his mother came in with Ashley, Eight’s mom. “So, there is no blood to clean up in here. I take it that it went better than I thought it might.”

Ashley laughed at Yvonne and agreed, “The rafters shook when you threw his behind out.”

“Yeah, Daddy, I thought your head was going to explode.”

Ray threw the whole room a dirty look. “I can’t have this. It’s not bad enough that we farmers deal with the elements, with falling prices, broken equipment, but this...this is too much.”

“Maybe you want to sell then, Junior, with that attitude!”

Wincing from his grandmother’s words, he expected his dad to go off again, but instead, he sighed. “Mom, you know that’s not what I want. I was raised here. I love this place as much as you and Daddy, but sometimes, it’s just so hard.”

Kale knew that feeling. “Grandma, everyone, Rodney is a genius at uncovering the crap.”

“Kale,” Grandma warned. 

“Sorry, Grandma. Anyway, he is a genius. He’s going to get something for us to use. Now I have this guy’s name. I’ll stop by his place and take Rodney this contract they want signed. With the guy’s name and this, Rodney should have something for us soon.”

Granddaddy sat up and reached his hand out to Kale. As Kale shook it, Granddaddy said, “You are a good boy.”

Even his dad seemed to chill out some. “Yeah, Kale. Thanks. And tell that damn Rodney thank you from us.”

“I will.”

Now that he had the folder and he didn’t have to work, he had to consider how to tell Eight about this. To go there, to a house with three very horny gay men, two recently out of the closet, Eight wasn’t going to like it.

He got in the truck and pulled out his phone. He stared at it for a good minute before he dialed Eight and as soon as he heard his boyfriend’s voice, he tensed. “Chiquito, what’s up?”

“I...uh...you know how I called Rodney today for his help?”

“Yeah. Did he find something already?”

“I don’t know, but there was a guy here when I got to the farm. A guy from Agricorp, wanting to buy us out.”

The phone was quiet for a few seconds, but Eight growled, “Mother fuckers. I’ll beat in their heads.”

Not a good mood for him. “No, babe, it’s okay. I just have a contract and some information that I need to give Rodney. I need to go over there, and I know how you freak when I’m alone with guys.”

“Kale, this is fucked up. You know I can’t say no. Not if this helps our families.”

Kale felt himself smile. “You know nothing is going to happen, right? I’m going there, giving him this stuff and I’m coming right home.”

“You know he’s running around naked now?”

Blinking, Kale felt a giggle coming up through his chest. A hysterical giggle. If he made one peep of it, though, Eight would flip out. “Um...naked? All the time?”

“Yeah. All the time.”

Kale wanted to see that so badly, and not for any sexual purposes. For the sheer fact that he would have a laugh that would last the entire year. “No, I didn’t know that.”

“I’ll call them and have them dress him. You are there no longer than it takes to drop off the shit and tell him what’s going on. You get that, Kale?”

“I get it, babe. I swear.”

oooOooo

Nando licked his lips as he watched Rodney cleaning the sheet in the sink. Andre was in the shower, so Rodney had to make do. 

Sure, there was a perfectly good washer and dryer in the laundry room, but Nando liked watching his piggy struggle. It was good for him. Rodney had a devilish side to him that made him do fucked up things. Keeping him exhausted seemed to stop some of that. 

Plus, it was hot. He’d had his fun with Billy in prison, but this was better. Rodney panting each time they were rough with him. His dick leaking whenever they’d humiliate him. Fucking hot. “Piggy, I wanna fuck you. Bedroom.”

Rodney looked confused for a second. He knew he was supposed to finish his chores in a timely manner, but when one of his owners wanted to fuck, he had no choice but to drop everything. The sheet was left, and the piggy ran quickly to the bedroom. The plug wagged back and forth as he ran. It was funny shit.

He got into the bedroom, unzipping his jeans as he saw his piggy on the floor, on his knees. Nando walked over and pulled his dick out. “Suck, bitch.”

Rodney glanced up at him quickly and took his dick, sucking it in and swallowing around it. He was a good little cock sucker, and Nando loved the feel of his mouth. Andre came in laughing. “Again? Didn’t I wear you out yet?”

Sure, he’d come three times already that day, but he’d been oversexed all his life. He couldn’t get enough. “You were great, but I’ve been neglecting our pig.”

Andre came up behind him and kissed his neck. Nando loved when he did that. “Well, let’s take care of our little piggy. You and me, baby.”

“Yeah. You and me.”
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Andre thought that spit-roasting their pig was the best. Each took a side, perfect view of what the other was doing while feeling a wet mouth or tight ass around their dicks. From the minute they’d decided to give this a try, they’d been lost in sex. All day every day that they weren’t doing club business, they were there, fucking. 

One of the cells was ringing and his hips stuttered, but Nando grunted at him, “Let it ring! We ain’t done yet.”

Andre started in on Rodney’s ass again, but he knew he had to get this over and finish thinking up how to talk to Nando about what had been bothering him. It wasn’t huge, or maybe it was. The sex was fantastic, of course. Both men were amazing in bed, but out of bed, wasn’t so great. They talked about sex, they talked about the club. Anything else fell to the wayside.

Nando finished in Rodney’s mouth about a second before Andre unloaded in his condom. He peeled it off and left it on the floor. One of Nando’s favorite things was making Rodney carry them to the trash in his mouth while crawling on all fours. It made Andre uncomfortable most of the time, but Rodney couldn’t get enough of the treatment. He’d told Andre that he’d always fantasized about being dominated. 

As Nando watched Rodney carrying the spent condom in his teeth, he was chuckling. “And we need to get your plug back in, no, piggy?”

Rodney flushed all over his chest, and after he let the condom fall into the trash, he agreed, “Yes, Sir.”

Nando left the room, laughing, and Andre snapped his fingers. “Bend over the bed. I’ll help you.”

Looking grateful, Rodney got to his feet and leaned on his hands over the bed. Andre got the plug in his hand and found the lube where it had rolled under the bed. After inserting it, Andre told him, “Kneel down right here, Rod.”

Rodney’s head turned and his brows were drawn. “Sir?”

“Please?”

He knelt and lowered his head. Andre sat on the bed, ran his fingers over the couple of dark bruises on Rodney’s chest. “Do those hurt?”

“Sir?”

“Just answer me.”

Rodney chewed on his cheek while staring at him, disbelieving. “Uh, not really. Sir, what’s this about? Did I do something wrong?”

He was a handsome gringo. Blond and built nicely, soft eyes. Opposite of Nando in every way, and yet, Andre was starting to feel something for him, no matter how much he’d tried not to. “Nah, you’re okay. Just wanted to say thanks for all the shit you been doing.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. You better finish. Nando’ll get pissed.”

Rodney started to get up, then stopped and knelt once more. “I...I thought you hated me.”

“Hate you? Why,” he asked, but he knew. Andre had hated him at first. It wasn’t Rodney’s fault, though. “Yeah, okay. I know I wasn’t real nice.”

Rodney asked in a whisper, “Can I speak freely?”

“Yeah. That’s what I want.”

“Andre, Sir, I understand why you’d hate me. I’ve been the other man before. A few too many times. You know what happened with Kale, catching him on the rebound and I went a little nuts.”

“A little?”

Chuckling dryly, Rodney seemed to ease up a bit, but not completely. “Okay, a lot.”

“Being that you tried to kidnap him and make him your sex slave.”

Rodney sighed, “He would have hated that.”

“Even if he and Eight kinda have that relationship?”

“They don’t, not like this. They have love.”

Andre was struck dumb. In all of this, he hadn’t considered that Rodney would like to be loved. Before he could come up with anything to say, Nando yelled, “Where’s the pig? This sheet ain’t gonna wash itself.”

Rodney rose and said, “I’m being summoned.”

“Guess so.”

oooOooo

Not able to get them on the phone, Eight got on his bike and started for their house. He had to head Kale off. Yeah, so he knew Kale would never jump into some orgy with them, but they could give him ideas. Kale scared him. Still, after all this time, Kale scared the shit out of him.

Eight had always been fearless. His mother had a million stories about him as a kid, never afraid of anything. He became a biker because it suited him. The freedom of being uncaged on the open road, riding fast, riding hard. The guns, the rivalry, all of it appealed to him. He didn’t think he was an adrenaline junkie, exactly. He just simply had no fear.

That was until Kale. From the beginning, those pale blue eyes had struck him so deep, reaching inside of him and filling him with terror. First, it was the way he felt about him. Then, it was putting him in danger. Losing him. All of it. He’d never been with anyone who’d come close to making him fall in love, but Kale came into his life and try as hard as he could to keep him at bay, Kale snuck in and turned his world upside down.

Now, he was afraid of what he was thinking. That Eight and their life weren’t enough. That he’d look for someone else. Eight would do anything for him, but there is one thing he wouldn’t do. 

Share.

To see Nando and Andre together, being perfectly happy with a third, that scared the crap out of him. What if Kale wanted that? It’d be a deal breaker and he didn’t want to lose him. So, he rode, and he didn’t care how fast he was going. He didn’t care about the weather coming in that would soak him. He just had to get there.

When he pulled up, he saw Kale’s truck. He parked and got off the bike quickly, keeping himself from running to the door, barely. Knocking loud, he listened closely to hear sounds of sex, to hear footsteps, anything. Finally, he did. 

The door opened to Rodney, thankfully with jeans and a loose sweater on. “Eight, hey. Looking for Kale?” he asked with a smirk. 

Forgiving Rodney wasn’t coming easily. This didn’t help. “Where is he?”

“Come on in.”

Eight rushed through the door and heard voices to the left, in the dining room. Kale was laughing with Andre as Nando watched them, but his eyes rose to Eight’s and he jumped up fast. “Prez!”

Kale’s face paled but he collected himself fast as he got up and went to Eight, kissing his cheek, before whispering, “Hey, babe. See, all dressed.”

“Uh huh. Why you all look so guilty?”

Nando came over and clapped him on the back. “Nothing happened, hermano. Kale knocked, we saw who it was, and I made Rod get dressed. He didn’t see nothing.”

“Oh yeah? That true, Kale?”

Huffing, Kale confirmed, “Yes, Eight.”

“Sit down, prez. We were just talking to Kale about his troubles,” Andre said, smiling. 

Eight sat next to Kale and Rodney stared at him, frightened. “W-well, I was just telling Kale that I can likely find out a lot about Agricorp, from what they let out, to things they’d like kept secret. But I was also telling him there might not be a whole lot anyone can do. They are huge. They’ve gone from Florida to California, buying up small farms. They started off buying farms that were in trouble, and from what the country learned with Farm Aid, there were plenty to buy up. Now they want the steady farms.”

Eight knew a little of that from his father. “Why buy farms not in trouble? They can’t be making that much of a profit on them.”

“It’s like what that major department store that I won’t name did. They started in small communities, killing all the homegrown stores, and taking all that business for themselves. Then they started branching out to the larger cities once their base was set and their profits soaring. The bigger the profits, the more they could sell at low prices. Once they’d become number one, they could sell their products for what they wanted. Based on the areas, they could sell higher in some places than others.

“With the farms, it’s the same premise. Now that they have such a hold on a majority of the food production, and that means animals as well as produce, they can do the same things. Depending on the area, sell for high or low and always make a profit.”

Kale spoke up then. “They also destroy the land. They wouldn’t need all the farms they buy up if they did a little care to the land. Using heavy duty pesticides and herbicides, fertilizers, a lot that leak into the ground water. Not rotating crops. Not using all the land which is causing bad erosion. Some of these farms cannot be used again for years, if ever. They take a lot of them, after they can’t grow things, they raise animals on the land. The stink alone chases some of the neighboring people away. It’s all gotten out of hand, but they use loopholes and bullying, both in and out of the courtroom, to get away with it.”

Rodney was nodding along and added, “Not to mention Montisero, that huge seed company. They have their own band of goons that go around and find small farmers in violation of their patents and sue them into bankruptcy.”

Eight’s head was spinning. “This sounds bad. Worse than the fucking cartel.”

Rodney blushed a little, being that it was his fault they’d all had a run in with a Mexican cartel recently, but he also corrected, “They are a cartel. A government sanctioned one. They use their own P.I.’s to find a few plants in a field of plants that are from their seeds.”
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