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      Welp, that happened. I hit a low spot in my life, called a number on a business card that a buddy gave me…

      And now this formerly straight guy is married to another guy, Biggs.

      Who happens to be a gay porn star, and who’s also the head of a motorcycle club.

      How the hell did I get…here?

      Even more strange, why do I love this—and Biggs—so much?

      But I can’t ponder that for too long. A fluke accident has temporarily put us short a star and put shooting on hold, and that’s costing the Club money.

      Meaning I might need to step out from behind the camera and take charge for a while or we’re all going to lose. I’ll handle whatever I need to for my guy.

      Except when the past comes knocking, I’m not sure how I’m going to handle that.

      

      (This erotic romance story contains hot, raw, graphic bareback MM gangbang action, including devious sexual devices, DP, human puppy play, male chastity, male milking, cuckolding between secondary characters, 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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      This story picks up where book 3 leaves off. The books in this series are best read in order.

      Also, when I first started writing these books years ago, there wasn’t a pandemic. I’m not adding it as a plot point either, so that’s why it’s not included.
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      Did that just…happen?

      From the backseat of my husband’s SUV I stared out the window. It was nearly eight o’clock on a Saturday night and I couldn’t see much of the Kentucky landscape sliding by outside if it wasn’t illuminated by street or house lights.

      Wells sat next to me while my in-laws, Lou and Mattie—who I already called Dad and Mom—sat in the front. Lou had taken the keys from Wells when we left my parents’ house about twenty minutes ago. Following close behind us in Eli’s SUV were Eli, Aaron, Tom, Carlo, Corey, and Anderson.

      My brothers by choice, fellow members of the Bear’s Back Motorcycle Club. They’d accompanied us on this trip from South Dakota to Kentucky for moral support, standing behind Lou and Mattie, who’d stood right behind me and Wells on my parents’ front porch during the admittedly anti-climactic showdown between me and them.

      Well, between Wells and my parents, because frankly he did most of the talking. I’d felt so much terror I’d barely been able to get two words out.

      “You okay, Mark?” Wells softly asked.

      I nodded, numb. “Yeah.”

      This shouldn’t be a shocker to me. Their reaction, that is. I anticipated it would be hostile because I knew their beliefs.

      It still hurts.

      We didn’t even go any farther than their front porch. The whole exchange took maybe five minutes if that but I could now move forward without looking back, certain that my birth family wanted nothing to do with their “gay” son.

      Which…wasn’t exactly accurate.

      The gay part, I mean.

      Because while I was now married to the man I knew I’d spend the rest of my life with, and had spent a fair amount of time fucking other guys on film to make biker porn—and enjoyed all of it—I wasn’t exactly gay. Might be more accurate to call me bisexual or pansexual but at this point none of that really mattered to me.

      All that mattered to me was Wells, and the fact that despite the expected rejection by my parents for the first time in my life I felt completely accepted for who I was, unconditionally.

      Accepted by my adopted family, I mean.

      My birth family didn’t accept me even before this, not really.

      “It’s their loss,” Wells added.

      I took a deep breath and slowly let it out. “I know. I didn’t expect them to welcome us with open arms.”

      “I wanted to welcome them with a closed damned fist,” Mattie darkly grumbled from the front passenger seat.

      “Shh,” Lou said as he reached over and patted her thigh.

      “No, I’m not gonna ‘shh’ right now, Lou.” She turned in her seat as much as her seatbelt would allow and met my gaze. “Mark, honey, you’re our son as far as we’re concerned.”

      I mustered a laugh over her heartfelt effort to cheer me. “Wouldn’t that make me and Wells sort of incestuous?”

      Wells and Lou both snorted. “Gotta say, son,” Lou said as he shook his head, “Mark’s got a lot of damned spirit.”

      Mattie rolled her eyes and sat forward again. “I’m surrounded by comedians,” she groused but I could tell from the way she smirked, a similar expression I knew all too well from her son, that she was trying not to laugh with us.

      “I don’t know about you boys,” Lou said, “but I’m starving and I think we all earned steak for that bullshit. My treat.”

      Mattie pulled out her phone and looked up a nearby steakhouse, directing Lou there. Behind us Eli kept up and parked right next to us when we arrived.

      The guys piled out of Eli’s vehicle and all of them swarmed us, taking turns hugging me especially, patting me on the back, saying comforting and welcoming words, because they didn’t have a chance to do it when we left my parents’ place.

      “Guys, I’m okay,” I assured them. “I’m mostly exhausted more than anything. I knew this would be the outcome. I’m just glad it’s finally over.”

      “We can go back and pay ’em another visit without you,” Aaron said, sounding borderline eager. “Kind of really want to, if you know what I mean. Not to hurt ’em or anything, just to, you know, make them regret their poor life choices.”

      Everyone, even Lou and Wells, looked to me, and I realized they were waiting on me to actually weigh in. They weren’t just joking.

      “No,” I emphatically said. “Don’t. They’re not worth it. I’m serious. I’d rather just let them…” I took a deep breath because a prickle of tears threatened to erupt and I knew if I cried nothing I said would make the guys not go back there. “I just want to pretend that part of my life was nothing but a bad dream, and now I’m awake. They’re not evil people.”

      “They’re fucking bigots,” Carlo muttered, his thumbs hooked in his belt loops. “Makes them pretty damned evil in my book.”

      “I’m not saying they’re perfect or that I’m absolving them of their behavior. I’m saying they’re not worth any of us possibly getting into legal trouble because of them.”

      “I filmed it all on my phone,” Corey said. “Just in case they try to file some bullshit police report later.”

      “I’m going to want that video,” Wells said. “A copy of it, at least. For my records.” He draped an arm around my shoulders. “Mark’s right, though. We need to drop it. Karma takes care of people like that without any help from us.” He kissed me. “Let’s go eat.”

      I nodded, not certain how much of an appetite I’d have. “Sounds good.”
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        * * *

      

      After dinner we checked into a hotel less than a mile away. We all agreed to meet downstairs at nine in the morning, where we’d decide where to eat breakfast before hitting the road again. Once we’d all retreated to our respective rooms, Wells ran out to go buy something, leaving me alone in our room with orders to take a shower and relax, including removing the chastity cage he’d locked on me.

      I hoped that meant there’d be fun in my immediate future to take my mind off the confrontation.

      While standing in the shower under the hot and stinging spray I thought back to my childhood, knowing from tomorrow morning on I had no reason to stress over my family despite the years I lived under their thumb literally and metaphorically.

      It was done.

      Time to move forward.

      I heard when Wells returned. A moment later he joined me in the shower.

      “Mr. Jones,” he said, smiling.

      I’d changed my last name when we got married. I was now Mark William Jones instead of Royton. I didn’t have a ton of degrees or technical certifications to worry about my new last name causing me trouble, and I didn’t want that last name tagged to mine any longer.

      I draped my arms around his neck. “Mr. Jones.” I stared up into his blue eyes. At six-three Wells stood four inches taller than me, and at forty-two he was twelve years older. I’d just celebrated my thirtieth birthday last month—the same night I was officially patched into the Club during the mother of all gang-bangs that we filmed for the website.

      “You’re not mad I sprung this trip on you, are you?” he asked. “I mean, I know we’d talked about doing it but I didn’t want you stressing too much ahead of time.”

      “No, I’m not mad. I’m glad it’s over and done.” As tired and emotionally wrung out as I felt my cock, which was freed from the chastity cage Wells enjoyed putting on me, wasn’t even trying to chub.

      I tried to pull away from him when I spotted the intensity in his gaze but he wouldn’t release me. I knew he wanted to discuss this and I wasn’t sure I had it in me right now.

      “Talk to me, baby.”

      I gave up and let him hold me as I thought about it for a moment. “I knew it would hurt,” I quietly said. “I always knew that. Nothing in my life with them’s ever been easy. I’ve never lived up to their expectations so I expected this to be a shitshow. Even if I’d brought the perfect woman home to meet them they would have still found a way to ruin the occasion. I literally cannot remember a single time in my life where they acted happy for me. But still… It hurts.”

      “I’m really sorry. That’s why I wanted Mom and Dad and the guys there with us. To show you that you do have a family.”

      “I appreciate the emotional support.”

      “Well, not just for that,” he said. “Maybe I wanted them there to hold me and Dad and possibly even Mom back from going after your parents.” The trace of a smirk quirked his lips. “I’m not stupid but I’m also only human.”

      My father’s angry words flashed through my mind. “Fuck both of you. Get the hell out of here. You aren’t family, either one of you.”

      I blinked, trying to erase them.

      Wells cupped my face in his hands, concern now furrowing his brow. “What was that.”

      “What?”

      “What’d you just think to make you look like that. Don’t bullshit me.”

      I sighed. “Just…thinking about what they said, that’s all.”

      “Yeah, well what they think doesn’t matter a single damned bit.” He pulled me into his arms again, tightly holding me until I finally relaxed against him, closed my eyes, and let my tears flow. I’m not much of a crier but tonight I’d make an exception.
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        * * *

      

      Neither one of us got dressed after our shower. When we emerged from the bathroom I immediately spotted what Wells went out for. From the room’s mini fridge he pulled soda and rum and even ice, which he mixed together generous portions for us in a couple of large red plastic cups from a package of them he’d also purchased.

      “Ah, so there must be a liquor store nearby,” I said.

      “Yep. Right across the lot.” He stirred the drinks with his finger, which he had me suck clean, then handed me a cup. “To our life together,” he quietly said, all humor now gone. “To our new beginnings. To our dreams and hopes and to all the love we enjoy from our family. Our real family.”

      I tapped my cup against his. “To all of that but especially to our real family,” I said before drinking.

      He’d mixed them strong, too, and neither of us were big drinkers. When we were filming it wasn’t allowed on set for obvious reasons, and when we were home we were usually too tired from working. Or we were sleeping.

      Or fucking.

      He pulled the bedspread off one of the beds and sat up against the headboard. I climbed in next to him, careful not to spill my drink, while he turned on the TV and started channel surfing.

      “I think tonight we’ll just chill,” he said. “Wells and Mark. Okay?”

      I tipped my head over onto his shoulder. “Thank you.”

      He looked me in the eyes, quiet for a moment, his gaze searching my face. “I’m the one who’s thankful, Mark,” he softly said. “Because you have no idea how much I love you. I know we didn’t exactly have a fairy tale start, but that you’re willing to walk this path with me means more to me than I can ever say.”

      I kissed him again, desperate to lighten the mood. “Staaahp. You’ll make me all weepy and shit, dude.”

      He smiled. “Yeah, well, the only tears I ever want to pull from you are happy ones, or because I’m caning your ass.”

      “Or edging me until I can’t see straight and I lose my frigging mind?”

      He snorted. “That’ll work, too.”
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      Monday morning, our alarm hadn’t gone off yet when I opened my eyes and stared up at our bedroom ceiling. When we’d returned from the road trip late yesterday evening we’d both been too tired to do anything, especially when I needed to run a load of laundry and prep a shopping list for this afternoon before we collapsed into bed for the night.

      Even though it felt good to be home and have time alone with each other, I enjoyed going to work every day. Especially since I worked with Wells.

      I desperately loved the man still sleeping next to me, halfway draped over me.

      I loved my life, and that’s not something I could honestly say before I met Wells.

      Hell, that’s not something I could say even before my previous life blew up, although at the time I thought that version of my life was damned better than my life would have been had I remained in Kentucky. I was relatively content before the explosion, if not lonely.

      I belong to Wells. Some guys might bristle at that but when you’ve spent your entire life feeling like you don’t belong anywhere or to anyone the way I have, this dynamic Wells and I share soothes my soul in ways I can’t adequately explain.

      Certainly, I don’t question it.

      Included in that dynamic—that Wells owns me completely—is a morning ritual we usually engage in.

      It took me a minute to carefully extricate myself from our bed without waking my hubby. With that successfully accomplished I dashed downstairs, used the bathroom there, prepped two cups of coffee, and quickly returned to our bedroom, where Wells was still asleep in our bed. Setting the mugs on the nightstand, I switched off the alarm on my phone and eased my way between Wells’s thighs.

      He locked me in the chastity cage last night before bed and I’d be lying if I said I didn’t enjoy getting stuck in the pain-horny-pain cycle, my cock throbbing while I woke up my hubby. Before I’d experienced this I would have also told you that there’s no fucking way I’d ever let someone lock up my cock.

      One of those things you have to experience for yourself. Being locked up means my mind is totally focused on pleasing Wells, as if his hand is always cradling my dick and balls.

      Like he’s always with me no matter what.

      I started by licking his balls, laving them with my tongue as he let out a soft, sleepy grunt and his thighs parted farther in response. That gave me better access, worshipping his balls and working my way down his taint as far as I could.

      This was a standing order—to awaken him like this. A morning ritual that made it difficult not to enjoy most mornings at least a little.

      Not sure which of us enjoyed it more. Maybe a tie?

      His cock hardened as his hands settled on my head and he spread his thighs wider still. “That’s my good boy,” he mumbled, his voice thick with sleep. “Got something for you. Take care of that for me.”

      I swallowed his cock to the root, settling into position as he kept his hands in place, rocking his hips in time with my motions until he woke up enough to finally take over. I felt the shift because that’s when he actually fisted my hair and started fucking my mouth instead of me taking the lead and worshipping his cock.

      Not every morning, but over half of them resulted in me taking a load from him like this. Sometimes we were in too much of a hurry to get to work, or too tired, or he needed to save it because he was filming, for him to do more than enjoy a few minutes of worship from me.

      Time disappeared the way it always did when I was in this position and taking care of my man. His entire focus in this moment was on me and the pleasure I brought him, and that’s an intoxicating sensation I’d never experienced with any partner before I met Wells.

      I know a lot of straight guys who film one time, most of them in fact, return to their lives and never look back beyond the lump-sum paycheck that took care of whatever need they had. Despite enjoying the experience, they had no desire to repeat it.

      Then there were guys like me—and Corey, and Tom, and Michael—guys who filmed and not only enjoyed the process but discovered things about ourselves while we did.

      And we even found ourselves falling hard for one of our co-stars.

      The schtick that made the Club the most money from videos was the trope of turning previously straight guys into eager bareback cumsluts, who by the end of their initial filming time are begging to take as many cocks and loads as possible. We film other scenarios but that was our bread and butter.

      But to pledge to the Club in real life, you needed a minimum of four weeks of film time and basically let anyone fuck you in the Club who wanted to. There were multiple reasons for this rule: to deliberately keep the Club’s numbers small and weed out any insincere posers, to protect the talent by drastically reducing the risk of STIs, and to earn the Club money. It also helped foster on-screen chemistry. We filmed more fake pledging scenarios than real ones because masking the talent helped hide their true identity and meant they could film multiple roles.

      Most of the men who pledged to the Club were either gay or pan (or bi, however you want to label them), although we did have the occasional straight guy join after going through a film session. Far fewer women pledged unless their partner wanted to continue filming. Most of our members didn’t actively film.

      We had a no-judgment zone when it came to filming. Beyond the initial pledge requirement, Club members didn’t have to film at all. But if they wanted to keep filming with—or fucking around with—the rest of the Club at large who was eligible to film, they couldn’t fuck anyone who wasn’t a member of the Club. They could, obviously, fuck someone who wasn’t a member, but that meant they were ineligible for filming with others, and also ineligible for fucking around with Club members. We even had a few members who filmed, and while their partner didn’t film they worked as crew, either behind the camera or in post-production.

      I’d learned this strict policy had been enacted after Wells’s ex, Blake, had cheated on him years ago, not long after the Club had launched their porn venture. In the wake of that emotional disaster Wells had put that rule in place. Violating it would mean being evicted from the Club, and everyone being notified why.

      So far, the system worked and no one saw any reason to change it. What we did for a living was legal, even if kept on the down-low to reduce the risk of facing any local fallout, and there were a lot of people employed by the Club who depended on the paychecks the lucrative videos provided.

      Many of the guys who were on-screen talent had real jobs outside of the Club, so we were careful to protect their identities by masking them.

      But full-time talent like me and Wells, and others like Eli (aka “Gall”), for who this was their primary job, they usually didn’t wear a mask because they were fan favorites.

      Unless they were taking a turn as a bottom and didn’t want viewers knowing it was them.

      My first three-week film stint, when I was doing it just for the money and before I realized I’d fallen hard for Wells, was spent completely masked. That way, had I never returned, no one would have known my true identity.

      When I finally worked up the courage one night a few months later to show up on Wells’s doorstep and confess my feelings for him, that meant an end to me filming anonymously because Wells now ran my life.

      And I was now one of the core group of talent.

      I’m good with that, because ever since I let go of that control my life has mostly been a fairytale better than I ever could have imagined possible.

      “Fuck, I love you so much, baby,” Wells groaned as his cock grew harder in my mouth as his orgasm closed in. The salty tang of his pre-cum rolled over my tongue and I eagerly devoured him, wanting to give him pleasure. I’d spent more than enough time in this position to recognize the signs. Hell, even if I was blindfolded I could identify Wells’s cock from a group of them from taste and feel alone.

      Weird party trick to have, and not exactly a PG-rated one, but I took great pride knowing I could do it.

      I think Wells took even greater pride in the fact that I could do it.

      Of course it’s on film. Do I look stupid? Like I would waste prime opportunities like that. Are you new here?

      His thrusts increased in speed and depth until he pounded his cock down my throat and all I did was keep my teeth from scraping his dick. When he took his last few thrusts and finished with my nose tightly pressed against his pubes I swallowed and waited and knew he’d quickly soften and let me breathe again. Alone and not on camera, he rarely made me struggle to breathe.

      That’s exactly what happened. His grip on my hair gentled so I could catch my breath, but he kept me right there, holding his softening dick in my mouth as he happily sighed and massaged my head. “I fucking love that,” he said. “If it wasn’t Monday we’d go back to sleep.”

      My cock throbbed in the chastity cage. “Maybe you’d go back to sleep,” I mumbled around his softening cock.

      He laughed, releasing his grip on my head after a final, gentle pat so I could sit up. I climbed up the bed and kissed him before stretching and retrieving his mug of coffee to hand to him.

      Smiling at me over the top of his coffee mug, he reached down with his free hand and grabbed the chastity cage, gently shaking it and drawing a moan from me.

      “I know. That’s mean of me to get you all worked up in the mornings, isn’t it?” he teased.

      “It’s one of your many charms, sir.”

      He took another sip of coffee while still holding the cage. “You can always ask to remove it, you know. I told you that.”

      I was under standing orders to let him know if I ever had the bad kind of pain, or chafing from it that rubbed me raw. In those cases, it would come off immediately because he neither wanted to harm me or make it difficult for me to perform if we were filming. But he’d also told me he didn’t want to burn me out and do anything to sour our relationship. If I wanted the cage off, all I had to do was say so.

      I have yet to say so. I leave it to him. I’m happier that way, and yes, it’s still a truth I’m processing.

      “I know, sir. I don’t need it off right now. That’s up to you.”

      “You put up with a lot from me, baby.” I loved that he called me that. It didn’t feel patronizing—it felt affectionate and loving and yeah, maybe that was in no small part due to the fact that I’d never truly felt loved before. “Not sick of me yet?”

      “Not even close.”

      He smiled even as he gave the cage one last shake before he released me. “Let’s get our morning started. I think you can wear that today, hmm? I like keeping what’s mine locked up and secure.”

      Oh, that fucker. He knew that would make my cock throb even harder, because tied and twisted into all the emotional mess I was barely starting to work through (thanks, Mom and Dad) we’d both realized how much I enjoy it when he was the good kind of possessive and territorial.

      Like this.

      “Good thing I enjoy being the prez’s fucktoy, then, huh?” I smiled at his laughter as I climbed out of bed, grabbed my coffee, and began our day.
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      Later that morning, Wells and I sat at the conference table in the Club’s business office for our first production meeting of the week.

      “Do we have our shooting schedule nailed down yet for next quarter?” Wells asked once everyone was present.

      Gerard, who was both a producer and one of the directors, spoke up. “Dizzie, do you have that?”

      “Yep.” Dizzie tapped a few buttons on her laptop and the large monitor on the wall came to life with the next several months on it. She was a Jill of all trades and handled a little of everything, including personnel, managing the office, bookkeeping, and scheduling.

      “Let’s work backward from January,” she said, “Once we return from the holiday break we’re spending two weeks filming some niche stuff. Amy will film several foot fetish and worshipping scenes, and George and Reese want to do a breeding scene and a couple of different milking scenes.”

      “Reese said the baby’s already cutting teeth and she’s ready to switch him to bottles,” Lora quipped, making everyone laugh. “And George said Reese is back to her usual horny self and about to fuck his dick off. He asked for us to quote-unquote ‘pretty please’ fit her into the schedule asap.”

      “Sooo…it’s more a case of George begging us for help?” Wells joked.

      “Pretty much,” Lora said. “We could probably get away charging him for the service instead of paying them royalties.”

      Everyone at the table laughed.

      “They planning on having another baby this soon?” Wells asked.

      “She’s already got her new IUD in,” Lora said. “They have family trips and stuff before the holidays. She’s pumping, so she’ll still be ready for milking by then.”

      “And this is tentative,” Dizzie said, suddenly looking uncomfortable, “but it looks like we’ll have a female pledge to patch in soon.” I didn’t understand what was behind her shift in tone. “We need to talk about filming her soon.”

      The rest of the table fell uncomfortably silent with a tension I couldn’t place. I didn’t understand why Wells scowled, either.

      “What’s wrong?” I asked. “And why is it tentative?”

      “It’s…delicate,” Dizzie said, glancing down toward Eli.

      “George, Stenson, and Iggy are hard nos as talent for that shoot,” Lora added. “Which drastically limits our pool of talent.”

      Wells sat back in his chair and rubbed at his chin. “Shit,” he muttered.

      “What?” I asked again. “Someone please fill me in.”

      Wells reached out and patted my arm. “Who’s she coming in with?” he asked.

      Dizzie glanced at Lora, then at Eli again, before finally answering Wells. Apparently Dizzie had drawn the short straw between the two women to deliver the news. “She’s pledging for Kevin.”

      Everyone froze and I felt like I’d been dropped into a weird TV show episode before Eli broke the silence.

      “Fucking Kevin.” He spun his pen on the table. “Told you I hated legacy members.”

      “So are you voting no for her now?” Wells asked. “Because if you are, say so, and it makes further conversation moot and we can move on to the next item.”

      I was missing something big but I had no clue what.

      Eli stretched in his chair, lacing his fingers behind his head. “Am I gonna get called an asshole for being the blackball vote before I even meet her?” He looked at everyone in turn around the table. “Exactly,” he finally said. “Because I was a nice fucking guy and didn’t run him into the dirt back then, so people who don’t know the whole story will think I’m being an asshole out of nowhere. Then the shit we worked so hard to settle back then will be stirred up all over again.” Eli met my gaze. “Kevin and I have a…history.”

      “History?”

      He snorted. “The kind that would have got him thrown out of the Club back then if his dad wasn’t one of Lou’s best friends,” he said. “He and I were sort of an item for a while, then out of nowhere he up and dumps me.”

      “I thought if someone left the Club they couldn’t come back?”

      Eli shook his head. “He didn’t leave the Club—he left me. For another guy. No advanced warning, or a chance to work things out, not even telling me he wasn’t happy, nothing. Just up and dumps me while I’m out of town dealing with some stuff. For a fucking Chad of all names, if you can believe it.”

      Honestly, I felt more confused now. “Can we back up and start over? If he’s with another guy, are they bringing a woman into their—”

      “Chad died,” Wells quietly said. “Bike accident. Legit accident,” he quickly added, accurately sensing my next question. “Truck pulled out in front of him. Two years ago. Drunk driver.”

      “Oh.” No one seemed to want to speak up, so I did. “Have I met Kevin?” Then again, he might have been at any of the gang-bang scenes I’d filmed, or even at my birthday “party” at the bar, and I would never remember him because I’d been a little…busy.

      Busy as in getting my brains fucked out. I was also blindfolded a lot, as well as the scene in the glory hole, where I couldn’t tell who was fucking me.

      Wells glanced over at Dizzie. “Kevin hasn’t filmed in a while, has he?”

      “No.” She tapped on her laptop, skimmed through something, and shook her head. “Not since before…Chad died.”

      “How do we even know he’s stayed faithful to the club?” Eli asked. “I’m just going to say it—how do we know the fucker hasn’t been whoring around? Especially with this woman?”

      “I talked to him at length,” Lora said. “He’s been involved with Logan and John Q since last year. And yes, I called both of them and talked to them. Kevin’s put himself under their authority for a while and has been catching for them. They’re swearing Kevin hasn’t fucked her yet. She’s been told the requirements and is eager to do it.”

      “What’s her deal?” Wells asked.

      “Divorced,” Lora said. “She caught her husband cheating on her. No kids, and doesn’t want any. She likes sex, though. Making up for lost time, I suppose. She’s willing to pledge and has been told the rules. The whole cheating thing she endured is another reason she’s following the rules. She also knows that if she decides it’s not for her, that’s it, no coming back. She’s in or she’s out, and that applies to Kevin, too. If she leaves and he doesn’t leave with her, he can’t fuck her or he will lose his ability to film.”

      Eli flung the pen in his hand across the room but safely away from anyone else, and it bounced off the wall and hit the floor. “Fuck!” He shoved back from the table and stormed out, no one speaking until the conference room door swung shut behind him.

      Wells blew out a long breath. “Fuck, indeed,” he said, turning to Dizzie. “I want Kevin and this woman followed. An actual PI, not a club member,” he added. “Call that guy we normally use for background checks. Plus, I want a full work-up on both of them. Make sure she’s legit and that Kevin’s not bullshitting us. Fuck it—have the guy check out Logan and John Q, too. They’re still an item, I take it?”

      “Yes,” Lora said. “Still married. Just been busy with work and family stuff.”

      “Okay, then they both get full background checks, too, just like the newbies. I want to make sure there’s no sudden change in circumstances that might prompt them to lie about their status just because they need to make some money filming.”

      She nodded and noted his instructions.

      I really wanted to know this backstory. “Why does this feel… different?”

      “Because it’s Kevin,” Wells said.

      “Fucking Kevin,” Bob muttered from his seat next to the one Eli had just vacated. His tone sounded nearly as dark as Eli’s. “Man, can’t we just yank Kevin’s patch and be done with it?”

      “Logan and John Q said they’ve kept him locked up pretty much 24/7 since they started fucking around with him,” Lora said. “For what it’s worth, they said losing Chad really fucked Kevin up. And Kevin’s been seeing a therapist and working on himself. Is it shitty what he did to Eli? Yeah, of course, even they admit that. But technically Kevin didn’t break any Club rules. He didn’t fuck around outside the Club, and he wasn’t officially Eli’s when he started fucking around with Chad.”

      “Way to tiptoe right down the center of the fucking line,” Bob darkly said.

      “Locked up?” I asked. “You mean…” I didn’t want to admit I was also locked up right at this moment. In fact my khakis were currently rubbing against my cock and the cage, since I had to go commando unless Wells told me otherwise. Not that any of those facts would be a shocker to anyone at this table, considering many of them had fucked me and all of them had either been present during filming, or had edited the videos, or watched the final edits as part of their job.

      Lora nodded. “Got his cock locked up. They’re his key-holders. They told me the only way they’d fuck around with him and vouch for him was if he let them do that. He only gets relief when they let him. And that started before he met this woman.”

      “How long’s Kevin been dating her?” Wells asked. “That’s a little sus, isn’t it? That she’s fine with her man being a fucktoy for someone else?”

      “She thinks it’s hot,” Lora said. “Logan and John Q even told her the only way they’d turn over the key to her is after she’s pledged and patched, and if they’ve both gotten to fuck her first, too.”

      “Guess that answers the talent question,” Dizzie said, taking notes. “We’ll have at least two guys able to fuck a pussy.”

      “Well three, if you count Mark,” Gerard said.

      “I didn’t say Mark could be counted,” Wells snapped, his darkly possessive tone making my cock throb in its confining cage. “I’m not agreeing to anything right now. Especially where Kevin is concerned.”

      Gerard held up his hands to placate Wells. “Sorry, boss. I obviously didn’t mean to imply he had to. I’m just saying Carlo won’t let Corey fuck anyone else, much less women, and I have a feeling Tom and Michael might be off that list now, too. Besides Mark, those are the three newest pledges we’ve got who still might be interested in keeping it hard for a fresh pussy. The other guys who can or will fuck a woman on film only film with established talent they know well. And Aaron and Anderson are both kind of possessive.”

      Aaron and Anderson were Michael and Tom’s respective partners.

      “They’re not the only ones,” Wells said. “Who are possessive, I mean.” He glanced my way. “Until I meet this woman and sign off on her to pledge we’re dealing in nothing but hypotheticals. I might nix the idea and no one will be fucking her, so it’ll be moot.”

      Bob snorted. “You know damned well you do that without solid reasons and Rich will light up Lou’s phone like Fourth of July when Kevin goes bitching to him about it.”

      “Hence why I want a PI on them. I mean Kevin can date her and fuck her if he wants, he just can’t film anymore if he does. That could be our easy out.”

      “He really wants to start filming regularly again,” Dizzie said. “I guess he’s running low on cash. And she thinks guy-on-guy is hot.”

      Wells blew out an aggravated breath. “Shit.”

      Ah. Now it clicked. If someone wanted to keep filming with the main crew, they could only fuck someone who was in the Club. Partners didn’t have to pledge into the Club, but they did if the member wanted to be able to fuck them and also maintain their filming status with the Club, or fuck any Club members. They could, obviously, film with their own partner but those kinds of videos normally didn’t bring in the same level of royalties the gangbangs did, unless they were an extremely niche subject matter.

      That had all been explained to me when I opted to pledge. It was a way to help keep their numbers small, exclusive, as well as hopefully reduce everyone’s risk of contracting or spreading any STIs, since filming porn was the Club’s primary source of income. All talent underwent rigorous regular testing and they had a spotless record. I’d looked at the stats myself. The biggest risk was someone developing a UTI from fucking bare too often, if they weren’t careful.

      What I didn’t know in the beginning was that the rule had been triggered by Wells’s ex’s actions, cheating on him. I learned that after Wells and I were an official item.

      If Kevin wanted to resume his film career with the Club, his girlfriend would have to pledge like anyone else before he could fuck her or fuck anyone else on camera. Yes, there could be some fudging on the guy’s part, like maybe he was doing oral on her, but hopefully he was telling the truth.

      We all looked up as Eli returned and took his seat. “Sorry,” he muttered.

      Bob patted him on the back.

      “Lora,” Wells said, “please catch Eli up on what you just told us.” Eli sat with his thick arms crossed over his massive chest and glared at the table while she repeated the conditions for Kevin’s possible return.

      Everyone around the table was dressed in business casual, including the guys who during most shoots looked like fearsome bikers. It was a little incongruous to see Eli’s muscles testing the limits of his button-up shirt, where his rolled-up cuffs showed off tats on both his arms.

      Eli look decidedly unhappy. “I have conditions of my own,” he said. “And I’m allowed, because it’s within the Club’s rules.”

      “What conditions?” Wells asked.

      Eli’s smile held no humor. “Well, obviously I’m going to fuck her brains out and make him watch. I want to spend several nights with her, on camera, where he has to lie there tied up and unable to do anything about it.”

      “That it?” Wells asked.

      “No.” To be honest, Eli’s smile chilled me. Even when he was in character I’d never seen Eli look so cold. So…borderline evil. “Plus, we film several scenes during her pledge time where I get to top both of them. My choice of what we do and who gets to work with us. I want to humiliate the fuck out of him.”

      Wells arched an eyebrow. “Those conditions aren’t in the rules.”

      “Hey, I want to fuck her if she’s pledging. She has to agree. No agreement, no pledge.” He shrugged. “That’s the rules. That’s how it’s worked.”

      “The overnights, I mean,” Wells said. “And demanding to top him and her.”

      Eli shrugged again. “They don’t have to agree. But if they don’t, I’m blackballing her and she ain’t joining. Only takes one vote, right?”

      Wells slowly rocked in his chair as he thought about it. “I’m guessing you’re not talking fluffy bunny scenes with them?”

      “Ha! He’ll wish. Don’t worry, I won’t violate hard limits. I just want that fucking asshole legit humiliated in front of his woman and give him a taste of his own medicine. I want her to see him begging for my cock, and then see how hard he squirts for me. I want her remembering what it feels like when she has a real cock fucking her because that dude’s not exactly hung. Maybe by the time she makes it through pledging she’ll decide there are better men to choose from in the Club than that squirrelly fuck. Like, nearly any of them.”

      “Kevin gets off on humiliation,” Bob said. “You might be giving him exactly what he wants.”

      “Oh, I’ll be having a conversation of my own with Logan and John Q, believe me,” Eli said. “Those two will tell me everything, all the buttons to push. Kevin will not be enjoying the hell I put him through.”

      “Hold off on talking to them, please,” Wells told him. “Not forever, just until I okay it,” he added when it looked like Eli wanted to argue. Then Wells went quiet for a moment. He directed his next question to Dizzie. “Who do we have actively filming who can body double for me? Anyone?”

      She scowled but tapped on her keyboard for a moment. “You mean for actual penetration?”

      “Yeah.” Wells played with his pen, studying his hands as Dizzie looked up the info.

      “We’ve got Barry but he didn’t reply to the questionnaire I sent out as being available for shooting for this next round.”

      “He’s not available, or he didn’t reply?” Wells asked.

      “Didn’t respond. Want me to contact him?”

      “Yes, please.” Dizzie made a note. “Anyone else?” Wells asked, still studying his hands and the pen.

      More typing by Dizzie, followed by a studious look that didn’t bode well for an affirmative, and more tapping. Finally, “Carpenter and Victor, but neither of them have filmed in over six months. They also didn’t respond to the questionnaire.”

      “Contact them too, please.”

      She nodded.

      “What questionnaire?” I finally asked.

      “We send it out quarterly to the talent pool,” Dizzie said. “When we start working on shooting schedules. To see who’s available, who’s still eligible.”

      I felt a little left out. “I…didn’t get one.”

      A handsome, playful smirk creased Wells’s face, finally lightening the mood a little. “Because we kind of know your status, babe.” He nodded down the table. “Eli and Bob and a few others don’t receive them either because they’re production staff, and their film participation is either assumed or they’ve blocked out time they’re unavailable on the talent schedule. You’re not just talent—you’re core production staff. Just like me, just like they are. Different situation.”

      “Oh.”

      He reached over and squeezed my wrist. “You’re adorable, baby. No one left you out.”

      Heat rushed to my cheeks. “Was it that obvious?”

      “It’s okay, Mark. No one puts Spud in a corner.”

      I laughed with everyone else.

      Wells focused on the meeting again. “Stick a pin in that and we’ll revisit it at some future point.” He held up an index finger and circled it in the air. “Meanwhile, let’s keep things moving.”
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      When Wells dismissed the meeting over an hour later he asked Dizzie to hang back with the two of us.

      Once the room emptied, Wells motioned for me to close the door. Then he wasted no time. “Please email me the contact info for Kevin, Logan, John Q, and the woman.”

      She nodded, went into her laptop, and less than a minute later looked up. “Incoming, boss.”

      Wells pulled out his work phone and thumbed into it. “Thanks. I’ll handle it from here and let you know what’s next.”

      “What do I tell Eli if he asks me for Kevin’s contact info?” she asked.

      “I’ll handle Eli,” Wells said.

      “Sounds good to me. I wasn’t looking forward to mediating that. There’s a lot of bad blood there and don’t blame Eli.”

      “I know. Neither do I. Thanks, that’s all.”

      She left and I followed Wells to his office, where he once again had me close the door for privacy.

      “This sounds like it could be pretty serious,” I said.

      “It is.” Wells dropped into the chair behind his desk. “I’ll set up a meet between me and Kevin and the woman. I need you to keep that quiet. I’ll go see them alone.”

      “Alone? Why?”

      “Because for starters, frankly, I don’t like you seeing the asshole side of me when we’re not in front of the cameras.” He smirked. “You wanted Biggs and Spud left at work. Kevin’s fuckery caused a riff that almost cost us some good talent as well as friends. When a problem migrates from in front of the cameras into the Club’s business end, I handle it personally. I’d rather people be pissed off at me than including you by default.”

      I guess that made sense. “So what do you want me to do?”

      “About this? Nothing. I’ll give you tidbits you can feed people if they ask you for gossip but you won’t have to lie when you don’t know anything more than that. Feel free to tell them I deliberately excluded you from this. You can be my decoy to bring gossip back to me, taking the temperature of the talent and crew.”

      “Sounds like it’d be easier to tell him no about letting this woman pledge.”

      “It might be. That could be what I decide. I need to talk to Kevin first, decide if I’m going to allow it, and then talk to Eli and let him make the decision. It’s a deeply complicated situation and I don’t want to create a divide in the Club. Don’t tell anyone that part, though. Not yet. This could all be moot if I decide it’s not happening.”

      “I don’t envy your job right now.”

      He chuckled. “Neither do I, babe.”
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      I returned to my office and started working. Twenty minutes later, I looked up at a knock on my open doorway.

      Wells stood there. “Would you mind going to lunch with Eli and the crew today? Without me?”

      The two of us usually ate together, even if we went out with the crew. “Um, okay, I guess.”

      “I don’t know how long this will take. I’m hoping less than a couple of hours, but I might need you to catch a ride home with one of the guys, or a ride-share or something.”

      That didn’t exactly make me happy either, but I was determined not to act like a jealous bitch about this. “Okaaaay.”

      Wells stepped inside and pushed the door shut. “I appreciate it. I set up a lunch meeting with Kevin and his girlfriend. I’ll go tell Eli and ask him to loop you into everyone’s lunch plans.”

      I struggled not to feel left out of this even though Wells had already explained his rationale to me. “Yes, sir.”

      He walked around my desk and leaned in to kiss me. “I appreciate this, babe. I’ll make it up to you tonight.” He started to leave.

      “Why the rush on this?”

      “Like I said, I want it settled ASAP. I don’t need this shit bleeding into the Club a second time. And Eli deserves not to be left in limbo. I’m worried more about him than anyone else.”

      I finally had to ask it. “Does the fact that you asked about a body double mean you won’t be fucking them if you do allow them to film?”

      He reached out and raked his fingers through my hair. “I can’t make you that promise because the Club’s bottom line comes first. I can promise that my intent is to not stick my dick in either of them and let Eli take the lead, if I green-light this.”

      I finally nodded. “Thank you,” I quietly said.

      He leaned in and kissed me again, taking his time and lingering. “I meant it when I said I want to transition to us not having to film at all. Does it bother you I might have to fuck others, or is it just them? Because I thought you were the one telling me you’re okay with us still filming for now.”

      I thought about it. “Just them. Because of the bad blood. I know I promised to obey you and do whatever you said, and I meant that. I’m still open to either or both of us fucking others on film if and when it’s needed. I haven’t changed my position on that. Because sometimes it is hot. I just want to be included in the decisions when it comes to that.

      “But this isn’t the usual situation, where fresh meat is brought in and we take them down a peg. This is an existing bad situation that could cause a deeper rift than it already has. If you say it’s going to happen and you have to do it, or order me to help, I’ll obey. But I won’t lie and say I’d be completely happy about it.”

      “I know.” He cupped my cheek. “That’s why I’m taking this step-by-step. I appreciate your honesty.”

      That’s how, two hours later, I was seated at a table with five other people from the production crew, including Eli. The Italian restaurant was one of our favorites and on regular rotation in our selections.

      Once our orders were in, Eli pounced. He sat directly across the table from me and I knew that wasn’t accidental on his part. “Any intel you can give me? Or did Wells swear you to secrecy?”

      “All he told me was he’s talking with the guy today. He also told me he’s keeping me out of the loop on purpose.”

      Bob, seated right next to Eli, backhanded the other man’s shoulder. “Told ya. Wells won’t put Mark in the middle of that shit. Especially not after this past weekend.”

      Eli immediately backhanded Bob’s shoulder in return, scowling to silently scold him, and Bob winced.

      The table fell silent and I couldn’t help the way heat filled my cheeks yet again when I realized everyone was now focused on me. Eli had accompanied us to Kentucky to confront my parents but the journey wasn’t common knowledge. Bob couldn’t make it because of family obligations but Wells had included him in the initial invite.

      “Sorry, Mark,” Bob said.

      I shrugged, studying the map of Sioux Falls printed on the paper placemat in front of me. “It’s okay.”

      “Smooth move, asshole,” Eli growled at him.

      I felt overly aware of everyone’s attention now focused on the three of us.

      Might as well rip the bandage off.

      “We confronted my parents this weekend,” I said, bringing everyone up to speed who didn’t know. “Told them Wells and I are married. Went about as shitty as expected. Not looking for sympathy, because I knew they were going to react badly no matter what. But it’s done and behind me and now I can move forward.”

      At least that little exchange helped shut down Eli trying to pry more info out of me that I didn’t have, and the rest of lunch uncomfortably staggered along until we all returned to the office.

      Fortunately, I rode there with Dizzie and Lora. As soon as we were alone in Dizzie’s car, both women turned to look at me, where I sat in the backseat.

      “Sorry about that,” Lora said.

      I shrugged. “I don’t take it personally. It’s Wells’s decision, whatever happens. The events happened before my time, and honestly? I’m glad he’s keeping me out of the loop.”

      That wasn’t even a lie.

      “Kevin really fucked Eli’s heart,” Dizzie said. “Seriously, if it wasn’t for the fact that Kevin’s father has so much juice with Lou, and that Eli said let it go after Chad died, Wells probably would have booted Kevin back then.”

      “That’s the boss’s nuclear option,” Lora added. “I know he’s likely thinking about doing it now.”

      “Well, we won’t know anything until he returns from meeting with the guy.” I forced a smile. “I’m team Eli, for what it’s worth.”

      The women both reached back and we fist-bumped. “Team Eli, all the way,” Lora said as they both turned to face the front and Dizzie started the car.

      “Let’s just hope Wells lets Eli go agro on the fucker, if he even lets him film again,” Dizzie said. “I damn sure want that burned into film for posterity. The little shit deserves to get tossed out, not a second chance.”

      During the short drive back to the office I listened to the two women get progressively detailed about the kinds of revenge that should befall Kevin for his treatment of Eli.

      When we slowed to pull into the parking lot I didn’t spot Wells’s SUV parked in his reserved space.

      I also had a thought. “Why is Eli’s problem only with Kevin and not as much with Chad?”

      “Well, it’s not. But Chad’s dead, for starters,” Lora said. “And while Kevin technically didn’t break any Club rules he did misrepresent to Chad and Eli both what was going on. Eli and Kevin were dating. Eli apparently was into it far more than Kevin was but Kevin didn’t tell Eli that. They weren’t living together yet, or even official. Eli was talking about them becoming exclusive, except during filming, obviously. I guess Kevin led Eli on. Then Chad and Kevin had some hot scenes during a shoot, including a couple of overnights.

      “Eli had some personal stuff going on with his family out of state and couldn’t be in that shoot. In fact, he was out of town for over a month, if I recall correctly. Well, by the time the shoot ended, Kevin was in love with Chad. Kevin called Eli and told him it’d been fun but he was tapping out. By the end of that week, Kevin was moved in with Chad and publicly his.”

      “Why would Chad do that to Eli?” I asked. “That sounds like a shitty thing to do.”

      Dizzie snorted. “Because Kevin played both of them. What he and Eli had was practically down-low. Kevin told Eli it was because he didn’t want to be seen as a ‘teacher’s pet’ sort of thing, wanted to wait until they knew it was for life before they made it a thing. Chad honestly didn’t know the two of them were anything other than good friends and occasional fuck buddies. Which, you have to understand, being fuck buddies within the Club, or friends with bennies, is common. No one bats an eye at that.”

      “Happens all the time,” Lora added. “Unless a claim on someone is publicly announced, no one assumes anything that happens between people is a permanent sitch requiring courtesy talks with other partners. That’s been the standing unwritten rule. Chad felt bad when he finally found out the full truth.”

      “But not bad enough to end his relationship with Kevin?” I asked.

      “Chad died on his way to see Eli to talk about it,” Lora quietly said. “When Kevin broke up with Eli, Eli was out of state and distracted enough by what was going on there that he didn’t realize the full extent of what Kevin did until after Chad had passed the word that Kevin was officially his. Then Chad’s day job sent him out of state on a temporary assignment, and that kept him from filming for a long time, plus he wasn’t coming to Club events, obviously. Neither was Kevin, because he traveled with Chad, because they’d gotten married at some point. I guess Chad didn’t realize how bad this situation was until he returned to town, talked to people, realized there was a problem, and finally started trying to straighten things out.”

      “Chad was back in town less than forty-eight hours,” Dizzie said, “before he called Eli and asked for a sit-down with him and Wells to talk things out. He was on his way to the bar, because they were going to meet in the office there, sort of neutral territory, just the three of them. The accident happened only a couple of blocks away. Chad was late, they heard the sirens, and someone came in and said a biker had been hit. They literally ran down there and were the ones who positively ID’d Chad to the cops. He was killed instantly.”

      “Oh, shit,” I muttered.

      “Yeah,” Lora said. “It was…bad. So between him dying, and given the fact that he wanted to sit down and talk to clear the air, Eli was the one who asked Wells to pass the word to let it go, especially given that Kevin’s dad is tight with Wells’s dad. He also passed word for the Club to help and support Kevin the way we’d help and support anyone who lost a spouse.”

      Now I really didn’t want to be in my husband’s boots. “Thanks for catching me up,” I said. “Does everyone know all of that, or is it one of those things I shouldn’t talk about?”

      “I think pretty much everyone knows about it now. People who were in the Club back then, I mean. Before, Kevin had painted it as an unfortunate misunderstanding between him and Eli, even though the people close to Eli know that’s bullshit. With Chad dead, Eli decided to be magnanimous and drop it rather than stir up shit. Which was a good thing, because there were about ten guys ready to walk and start their own Club with Eli if he’d said he was leaving. But with Eli asking the Club to rally around Kevin, that’s what happened.”

      “Was Wells going to sanction Chad and Kevin?” I asked.

      Dizzie shrugged. “Don’t know. That’d be a question for you to ask the boss, given your relationship. Based on what we’ve heard, we think Wells was going to let Eli be the deciding vote and go along with whatever he wanted. But given the circumstances… Thankfully, the Club lives on.”

      “Yeah,” Lora said. “Because I’d hate like hell to have to get a real job.” She and Dizzie laughed, which lightened the tension considerably.

      I laughed with them but, as I headed inside, I added all of that info to a mental list of questions I planned to ask my hubby later that night.
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      After returning from lunch I threw myself into my work and fought the urge to repeatedly check my personal phone for texts from Wells. One of the tasks currently on my plate was developing new merchandise to offer for sale on our website, in addition to writing books that were tie-ins based on both previous videos we shot and posted, as well as brainstorm new ideas in different genres for sexy videos to film.

      I know, shocker, right? Not all of what I do for a living involved me taking off my clothes.

      To be fair, most of those things did revolve around someone taking off their clothes.

      Recently passed federal laws clamping down on sex workers meant that we needed to expand our website’s offerings so we didn’t draw the unwanted attention and ire of our credit card processor. The videos and subscriptions couldn’t be purchased directly from our main site; our customers and subscribers have to purchase gift cards, which they then can turn around and use for the videos, which are housed on a different website.

      I had already created a couple of potential new logo designs to add to various merchandise to sell on the website, and I’d hit a stopping point until Wells had time to sit down, look at everything, and weighed in on whether he liked them or not. Meanwhile, I was writing my first book purposely created for sale on the site as a video tie-in. I took one of the most popular videos we had and…

      Well, basically transcribed what happened. With some added details thanks to artistic license, of course. We would promote the video in the back matter of the book, and then promote the book tie-in to our subscriber newsletter.

      It was nearly five o’clock when Wells finally returned and came straight to my office, shutting the door behind him. I suspected part of his choice to talk to me first was that my office didn’t have a window looking out on the hallway like his did, where people could see him there and interrupt us. Plus, Wells didn’t have to pass Eli’s office to reach mine.
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