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Marcus dropped Julian three blocks from Miller's Diner.  The kid had looked at him one last time before getting out, something unspoken hovering between them, then closed the door and walked away without looking back. Marcus watched him disappear around a corner before pulling back onto the road.

Four-thirty in the afternoon. Less than twenty-four hours since Wade had pinned him to that cabin floor. Five men. He'd been with five different men in less than a day. Wade and his two masked friends. Dr. Reeves. Julian. Five strangers inside him while Richard was away  preparing for his indie game launch, working eighteen-hour days to make his dream real.

Marcus's hands gripped the steering wheel. The leather was smooth under his palms .He'd built an empire from three failed startups and a loan his father had called idiotic. Rutherford Industries. Hundreds of employees. Millions in revenue. And here he was, the CEO of Riverside's most successful company, driving home with another man's cum dried on his thighs.

The worst part wasn't the cheating. The worst part was that he'd liked it.

Richard had been gone for almost a month now. The game launch was massive, the biggest thing he'd ever attempted, and Marcus had encouraged him to go. Had kissed him goodbye and told him to take all the time he needed. Had meant it, too. But that was before the cabin. Before he'd discovered this hunger in himself, this need that he couldn't name and couldn't satisfy.

He tried Richard's number. It rang once, twice, then went to voicemail. Richard's voice, warm and familiar. "Hey, you've reached Richard Gupta. I'm probably elbow-deep in code right now, so leave a message and I'll get back to you when I resurface."

Marcus ended the call without leaving a message. Richard was busy. Working his ass off while Marcus spread his legs for anyone who asked. While Marcus became a cheap thing, a used thing, something that belonged in a motel room that charged by the hour.

The road unwound beneath his tires. He tried not to think. Tried to focus on the white lines and the traffic lights and the familiar landmarks of Riverside scrolling past. But his mind kept returning to bodies. Julian's lean hips driving forward. Dr. Reeves's fingers gripping his jaw. Wade's weight pressing him into the cabin floor while two other men watched and waited their turn.

Who were they? The question had been burning in him since he'd woken up yesterday morning. The gas masks had hidden their faces, turned them into anonymous figures, but their bodies had been real enough. Their hands. Their cocks. The way one of them had smelled like smoke and the other like something chemical, industrial.

He was still thinking about it when he saw Wade crossing the street.

Marcus's foot hit the brake before his brain caught up. The Mercedes jerked to a stop at the crosswalk. Wade looked up, saw the car, saw Marcus behind the wheel. Something flickered across his face. Recognition. Amusement. Something darker underneath.

Marcus pulled over and got out. The October air was cool against his skin, carrying the smell of fallen leaves and exhaust. Wade stood on the sidewalk, waiting, hands in his pockets. He looked different in daylight. Bigger somehow. More real. His flannel shirt was rolled to his elbows, showing forearms roped with muscle and a tattoo Marcus hadn't noticed in the firelight.

"Rutherford," Wade said. His voice was flat. "Come to get more dick?"

Marcus closed the distance between them and slapped him. Hard. His palm connected with Wade's cheek with a crack that echoed off the storefronts.

Wade didn't even flinch.

Marcus's hand stung. Wade just stood there, jaw set, looking at him with those pale eyes that had watched him beg. He was an ex-Marine. Six-two and solid muscle. He'd manhandled Marcus last night like he weighed nothing, and Marcus was no lightweight himself. Six feet, one-ninety, most of it still muscle under the desk-job softness.

"Why did you do that to me?" Marcus's voice came out rougher than he intended.

"Do what?" Wade's mouth curved into a smirk. "You were begging for it, I recall. No one forced you."

"Who were the other two?"

"People who like to keep their identity hidden."

"Tell me."

"No."

"Why not?"

Wade leaned in slightly. Marcus could smell him. Sawdust and something clean underneath. "Because then you'll wonder every time you see another man in town. Every handshake. Every business meeting. You'll think: did this guy fuck me that night?"

"You're a monster." But even as Marcus said it, he felt his body responding. The proximity. The memory of Wade's hands on his hips. The thrust of those powerful thighs....oh that gorgeous cock.........

Wade's smirk widened.

"Whose idea was it to get the gas masks?"

"Mine." Wade said it like he was proud. Like he'd done something clever.

"Do I know them? The other two?"

"Intimately." Wade's eyes glinted. "You had their cocks up your ass."

The words hit Marcus like a fist. He knew them. The two masked men were people he knew. People he saw regularly. People who would look him in the eye and remember what he'd looked like on his knees.

"Now you’ve had your revenge, I want to give you your job back." The words came out in a rush. "I'll put this whole horrible incident behind us. Provided nothing like this happens again."

Wade laughed. The sound was harsh but genuine. "I don't want your fucking job. Thank you. I'm good."

"Wade, please." Marcus hated the pleading note in his voice. "I made a mistake firing you. You need the cash. Your daughter..."

Wade's expression went cold. "Get my daughter out of your fucking mouth, Rutherford." His voice dropped to something dangerous. "You didn't care about anyone when you screamed at me. When you humiliated me in front of the whole office. When you fired me like I was garbage. So, no thanks. Fuck
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