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  Chapter One


  


  ‘Handsome hero wanted.


  Brave in the face of certain danger.


  Must be willing to get naked with other species.


  At least six-inch penis required.


  Fee is negotiable.’


  


  Drayton Starberg read the ad on screen one more time. He ran a hand through his black hair and took a deep breath of artificial air. He fit the requirements of the ad, and the negotiable fee really did wonders to push his doubt aside. There was no way to even tell what this job would entail, but he needed the money. His ship was falling apart for crying out loud. The last of his money was spent on a hyperspace coil so he could get to the planet the ad originated on.


  Falla Bray was only a few more hours away. He spent the time sleeping, double-checking the ship’s power and learning all he could about this planet. Actually, it was a moon that orbited a blue giant, which is just the astronomy term for a hot luminous star that was in different phases of development. It was rather striking in a baby blue color and during the power checks Drayton’s sight shifted to watch it pass.


  Now that it was behind his ship, he was doing the research on this Falla Bray. There wasn’t much in the universal history books. Apparently, Falla Bray was discovered when the Earthians first started their travels to other planets. It was already occupied by the local Fallas, and there was a treaty of peace struck. Since then the Fallas pretty much kept to themselves with the occasional trade agreement. They remained neutral in the war with the Crudits from planet ten. Drayton lifted a brow as the last of the information was projected on screen. Apparently, these Fallas were similar in genetics, two arms, two legs, nose, and mouth, and he’d been told, their skin was a soft blue. Something to do with the blue giant as their sun? Interesting. Drayton’s mouth opened slightly as the next bit of information came on screen. They were a planet of men. All men, no women, and it’s unknown how their kind reproduces and keeps the population elevated. That’s an odd revelation. Science has come far but not that damn far that it could give two males a child.


  “Proximity Alert.” The suave voice of the ship’s computer came over the speaker. It was male of course with a deep purring voice that always made Drayton think of his first lover.


  “Details.” He ran his finger across the screen, and the information on Falla Bray disappeared. There was his ship and little waves shot outward in all directions. Two white blobs showed up to his right. They were big enough to be transport ships, but they weren’t moving. Instead, they were bumbling along, being pulled by the various planets and the blue giant behind him. “Calling transport ships in proximity.” No response. “Anyone home over there?” He guided the ship closer, keeping his distance in case this was a case of space pirates. “Any life signs on board?” he asked the computer.


  “Negative. Confirmed classification Earth transport ships. Hull breach damage.”


  Someone was shooting and destroy Falla’s trading ships? That made no sense. There hadn’t been hostiles in years with the exception of those pirates, and they were falling by the hundreds each day. “Continue on course.”


  “Course continuation affirmed.”


  He’d have to mention this to the Fallas when he met them. If there were some sort of war going on, the League of Universal Peace would have to be informed. Drayton kept his eyes on the screen and quickly dressed. Wearing all black suited his tan skin and he made sure it was loose to keep his weapons hidden. It was just a laser gun and a knife, but it was always wise to have them handy.


  “Approaching destination, shall I send out a signal?”


  “Yes.” Drayton checked the zipper on his boots and slipped a location beacon in his sock.


  The screen before him signaled an incoming transmission, and Drayton hit the yellow button to accept. “Unidentified vessel, state your designation.”


  “This is the Haven transport ship. Looking to answer an ad you placed in the universal news column.”


  There was a moment of silence and then, “Understood. Enter our atmosphere and follow the direction on screen to our security port. Failure to do so will result in an EM Pulse.”


  “No worries, boys, I’m just looking to collect some money.” He turned off the communication and took the flight controls in his hands. It was time to see exactly what he needed a big penis for.


  


  


  



  Chapter Two


  


  There was a shield around the one city that he saw while flying in and another shield over this area where he was directed to land. The ocean covered about half of the planet, deep purple-colored water. The trees were tall and thick. When he flew over, it was a like a rainbow had shit out the colors and the trees just accepted the change. There were blue leaves, pink, orange, green and even some gray. Then he was directed from his sightseeing to this shielded region. Drayton parked his ship next to a dozen others, all docked, and followed the signs for ‘The Ad’. He assumed that was where he needed to go. So he locked up the ship, slugged the bag over his shoulder with some clean clothes, extra weapons and supplies. Then he walked the steel platform to this large dome-shaped building. This must be the regulation area. He approached the building, catching sight of a few of the others. Looks like all types answered the ad.


  There was a makeshift line at the door, and Drayton went to the end of it. From the looks of some of these guys, he had some competition. A few of them were damn fine species of males. He adjusted his cock in his pants, suddenly feeling it spring to life. Easy, boy. The last thing he needed was some of the less than attractive creatures on this line seeing his hard-on.


  The doors were nearly eight feet tall and when they opened, Drayton could see they were at least ten inches thick. Apparently, this planet took security seriously, which was a good thing as long as he was on the right side of the law. He followed the crowd through the doors. There was a massive room they all entered, some taking the lush red velvet seats. Drayton preferred to stand. Standing meant he had a head start on a run. He also stayed near those big doors that remained open. It never hurt to have a backup plan. The walls were covered with long red drapes, and there was a stage here, empty, but two lights shined down on the wooden floor. The crowd of men settled and then Drayton got his first look at a Falla Bray native.


  They were, for lack of a better word, fuckable. This was a male, with skin the color of the earth sky. He had blond hair that was almost white and black eyes. He wore this strange robe-like thing that draped over his shoulder and gather around his hips. Drayton licked his lips, his erection pressing insistently against his zipper.


  “Welcome,” the Falla said with a bow of his head. All the men in the room went quiet, and he saw several of them adjust in the velvet seats. “Gratitude for answering our ad. We do have some requirements before we proceed.” Two more Fallas came from the stage and went into the crowd. Each had that light blue skin and that blond white hair. These two were dressed in ... well ... they looked like skirts to Drayton. Maybe some form of kilt. It was sexy as hell as, the two Fallas showing off long, lean legs. “We are looking for males that are not averse to interaction between other males.”


  “You mean like butt sex!” a hairy thing called out, taller than seven feet and seriously hideous.


  The Falla nodded his head. “Indeed. There are no women on this planet.” There was a grunt from the hairy thing, and he stormed out the open doors. No one followed, and the Falla continued. “There are two servants going around. They will need your name, and they will measure the length of your penis to be sure you meet the requirements.”


  Fuck. Drayton shifted his neck from side to side and then cracked his knuckles. Soon everyone would know he had an erection to break steel.


  “And what if we have two dicks!” someone in the crowd called out.


  Despite Drayton’s craning neck, he couldn’t find the speaker.


  Falla responded, “We will make a note and measure both then.”


  Drayton watched as men began to pull down various forms of garment to reveal their dicks. Some made his mouth water and his dick leak. Like that guy to his left who was built like a warrior from the old earth. He had muscle upon muscle and his hard dick bobbed out of his pants like a gift. A Falla who stood before him with a small flat screen and a measuring stick blocked Drayton’s vision.


  “Name?” the voice purred to him.


  “Captain Drayton Starberg.”


  The Falla made a note on the screen. “Please remove your clothing so I may measure your penis.”


  How could those words be emotionless and arousing at the same time? Drayton dropped the bag from his shoulder. He then unzipped his jeans and slid them down so his cock slipped free. The length curved, jutting forth and practically begging to be touched. Damn it, it hasn’t been that long since I got some ass.


  The Falla’s blue hands reached out and wrapped around his dick. It took all of Drayton’s will power not to groan as his cock was tugged and then the cold measuring stick was placed against his taut skin. He bit the inside of his mouth as the Falla got to his knees to read the measurement. This sexy thing was inches from his dick, and he stared down. Enjoying this way too much. Then a drop of pre-cum oozed from his hole. Well, that was sort of like starting the show before the curtains were up. The Falla nodded his head and then swiped a finger over the liquid. This time Drayton did groan, short and low. The Falla stood, made a mark on the screen and nodded. “Very nice. You may cover up your penis.”


  Drayton nodded, not trusting his voice. He maneuvered his erection back into his pants and very, very cautiously zipped it up. His cock now pressed heavily against the cold teeth of the zipper. He glanced back up at the stage and saw the two Fallas moving behind the curtain. Two men were asked to leave, and Drayton held his chuckle. Apparently, they were too small for the job.


  “The remainder will now learn of the ad details.” The Falla on the stage got everyone’s attention and the rooms became a series of horny men trying not to groan. “Falla Bray is led by a single man. The king is looking for volunteers for his harem. It is a week and you will be paid ten thousand coins for your participation. You will be asked to obey the king as if he were your master. You will live here on our planet until a choice is made. One man will be picked as the best in the group. That being’s DNA or sperm will then be used to create our next heir, the prince of Falla Bray. The one who is chosen will get an additional payment and may be allowed a permanent residence on our planet. We are in need of a hero to give the heir new genes. Will you be our hero? You have met the penis size requirements. If you would like to participate and join the king’s harem, please step through the door.”


  The curtain to the left of Drayton opened, and there was in fact a door similar to the one he first walked through. It opened and a warm breeze ruffled his hair. A few men walked through the door eagerly, a few more went back to their ships and exactly three stood in the massive room undecided. Drayton was one of them.


  This was a big decision. He’d essentially be a sex slave to this king and then become a father. He had no idea how the hell that would work. What if the leader was a dipshit or worse, a cruel bastard? Torture of his balls was not something Drayton would ever want to participate in. Then again, ten thousand coins would be enough to fix everything on his ship and have enough left over should no other jobs come knocking. Muscle man went through the doors to the left and the other guy, or should he say thing, went back to his ship. Then there was just him. All alone with a Falla looking at him waiting for a decision.


  “Do you fear your sexuality?” the Falla asked with a tilt of his head.


  “Hell no, but I like a man to buy me a drink before I go joining his harem.”


  The Falla frowned. “Is that a joke?”


  Drayton washed a hand over his face. “Sort of.”


  “The king is a wise man. He has been ruler here for nearly two hundred years, and every year he keeps the peace. We are a happy people because of his leadership. He is also the best looking Falla on our planet.”


  Two hundred years! “How old are you?”


  “Five hundred and nine.”


  Well, at least the king won’t be old and wrinkly.


  “You may also change your mind to leave if you wish.”


  Drayton looked up. “We have that option?”


  “Certainly. We are looking for willing participants who will be a great addition to the heir’s DNA.”


  Drayton straightened. He turned toward the left and stared at the door with the warm breeze still flowing from it. He nodded his head, though his feet had yet to move.


  “There is still a test you must pass to be accepted.”


  Right, so he could still change his mind or not pass the tests. Drayton took a single step forward. Was this the right decision? His gut said yes, and his gut was rarely wrong.


  “Go forward, Captain Drayton Starberg. Your destiny awaits.” The Falla spoke from beside him.


  Drayton walked through the doors.


  There was another massive room with ceilings over twelve feet high and a bright intricate chandelier. It gave the room a lot of light, and Drayton squinted when he glanced up at it. The Falla that spoke to him entered the room, but once again, the doors remained open.


  “Please leave your bags near the columns.”


  Drayton glanced at the four large white columns on the back wall. Again, long red curtains covered the walls. Apparently, the Fallas had a thing for drapes. He placed his bag on the floor, as did the others in the room.


  “This test is your appearance. You will meet the king, and if he likes your outer image, you will move to the harem. It will spend a week with other species, interacting and learning about our customs. From there the king will pick one of you for the DNA needed. Please remove your clothing, all of it, and lineup. We are aware he is not your king so we ask, as respect, that you bow your head when he enters.”


  Seemed reasonable enough. Drayton glanced at the other males, who were already undressing. He caught a few glimpses of skin and a few erections, but his eyes scanned the room for backup plans. Clothes came off quickly, and Drayton shoved his stuff over his bag. Bare assed felt awkward in a room full of strangers. He stood with his legs far apart but his hands covering his erection, or at least, covering most of it. His skin was hot and his balls heavy. The room was an echoing of grunts and rustling clothing. When each man was nude, the Falla nodded and turned toward a section of red curtain. Drayton watched as the drapes were pulled away and more doors were revealed. Sneaky bastards. The doors opened, and bright sunlight streamed in.


  “I present to you the leader of Falla Bray, King Ranix Ellion Vutta Bray.”


  Talk about a mouthful, there was no way in the nine hells he was going to remember that. Then the sunlight was blocked by a figure and the long-named king walked into the room. Drayton’s lips parted, as he took in the image with slow, deep breaths. The king was blue skinned with blond hair and a crown that looked to be made of various gems. He was in some sort of kilt thing but damn did he look fine. The king had a muscular set of arms, tight chest and flat abs. His waist was trim, and the kilt emphasized his long legs. The king had to be near seven foot tall, well over Drayton’s six feet. He licked his lower lips and remained entranced as the king entered the room. Maybe this wouldn’t be such a hardship after all. Being naked with that guy was worth more than he would make.


  King Ranix nodded his head and waited for the men to reciprocate. “Welcome to Falla Bray. It is a pleasure to meet you, and I thank you for your interest.” His voice was deep, and it seemed to rumble from his chest like an earthquake.


  Drayton waited in line, the last actually, as the first man stepped forward. The king looked him over, reaching out to brush some hair off the man’s forehead. He then reached out and grabbed hold of the man’s cock. Drayton looked away, his cock already bordering on rebellion. There was a groan and a single sentence, “Welcome to my harem.”


  The king inspected each man, some made it through and walked to those big doors and even more were thanked and then asked to leave. All the while Drayton stood there with a raging erection behind his hands. He hoped the king liked a receptive cock. Just as the thought passed, the blue-skinned leader stepped before him. Their eyes locked, and Drayton bowed his head as the other Falla had asked. The king smiled to reveal a row of white teeth and two longer canine teeth. By the nine hells, he had fangs. Drayton’s cock twitched behind his hands. The king touched Drayton’s cheek, skin warm and soft. He ran his fingertips down Drayton’s chest and gently pushed his hands out of the way. Drayton held his breath as the sexy king stared down at his erection. He had no doubt there was pre-cum oozing from the tip, and as the seconds passed, he felt it drip down his cock like a curious tongue.


  The king grinned and stared back into Drayton’s eyes. “Welcome to my harem.”


  


  


  



  Chapter Three


  


  Drayton was once again dressed and joined the group of men in various states of arousal. They were outside the doors, the sky above them and the warm breeze against their skin. He slung the bag over his shoulder, and they all waited patiently for the hovering vehicle to approach. There were five guys in total, including him, and he was pleased to see that they were a fine-looking group.


  “Please enter the vehicle. You will now be taken to the Vactar.”


  Drayton had no clue what that meant, but he followed the men before him onto the sleek-looking hover vehicle. There was a big glass square on the hood for solar power and enough seats to fit their crowd. He took the seat in the back. Drayton could easily flip backward, spring off the edge and make his way back to the ground. Yet another backup plan. So far, though, this seemed like the kind of planet that gay men should flock to. The locals were polite, sexy, half-naked, and Falla Bray no nagging women trying to turn them straight. The trip took them through the forest of colorful trees, calm purple bodies of water and then into the city. There were shiny buildings here that were several stories high. Each had glass for walls and doors painted various colors. He wondered was the significance of that was. The streets were lined with barely clothed blue men. It was a gay man’s paradise! The sexy blue men were glancing toward the vehicles and watching as they passed. Drayton really, really wanted to stop and explore. Who knew how many wonders were in this place? Each Falla had various shades of blue skin and blond hair, all different lengths. Drayton was practically drooling as they came upon their destination.


  Apparently, Vactar meant big freaking palace. Drayton whistled as they came upon high steel walls. The gates seemed to glow in the sun as they opened to reveal their new home for the next few days. To the left was a field of blue moss or some similar plant that covered the ground. To the right was a huge area of steel on the ground, and high white columns surrounded the area with large red drapes creating a sort of ceiling. Drayton had no idea what the area was for, but it certainly caught his eye. Then his eyes drifted over the buildings before him. There was a central tower, wide enough to fit his ship and about four stories high. On either side of the tower, a long extension of the building reached out and above each of those extensions. It looked like a sort of garden or some such. He couldn’t quite see but he heard running water as they approached and got glimpses of trees on the roof. This place astounded him, and he hesitated before exiting the vehicle.


  The king walked past them and up a set of wide stairs before going into the tower area. Drayton hopped from the car and followed the other men who looked as taken aback as he had to look. This place was massive. The Fallas sure had plenty of money. He kept a good hold on his pack as they were ushered into the tower. There were lots of, yes, you guessed it, red drapes, and the walls seemed to be smeared with what looked like gold coloring. He saw a throne with golden spikes and blue vines. Drayton wanted to look further, but they were ushered into the doors on their right.


  “This is the king’s harem.” The Falla before them spoke. He was the same guy from the stage.


  Well, fuck me. Drayton glanced around, rooted to the spot. This place really was paradisiacal. There were five beds to the left drowning in colorful pillows and each half hidden by drapes. There was an inverted platform to his right that held a huge square-shaped couch and a low wooden table. He heard the whirl of a big pool where steam eased from the surface like whimsical fog.


  “Please choose a bed. There is a Koshar on each one. You will be wearing these from now on. There are rules you must follow. You may only find release, touch each other, or touch yourself with the express permission from the king. To do so without his acknowledgment is forfeiting your money and you will be sent home. You are to remain in this room. There are books, a pool and a universal screen to watch. You may use these whenever you wish. Please explore the room. You will be summoned later in the day.” The Falla finished his speech and left the room. The big doors closed, and the five men were now left with each other.


  Drayton turned to the nearest bed, the closest one to the door. He pushed aside heavy curtains and saw a skirt, kilt, Koshar, whatever the form of clothing was. He dropped his bag beside the bed. Well, this wasn’t exactly private, as there were no walls, just curtains. Could be worse though. The room was much better looking than his ship, which was low on fuel. Drayton pulled his shirt off as he heard the other men shuffling toward their spots. He pulled his pants off, relieved that his cock now had room to swell. The erection pressed firmly against the fabric of his underclothes. He glanced at the open curtain, saw no one and shoved them down. Fresh, warm air hit his cock like a freight train. Drayton closed his eyes and let his head fall back. All he wanted was to rub one out. Get a good release right here over his new bed. With a frown, he grabbed the Koshar and shoved it around his hips then he used the clasp to secure the blue fabric. His erection tented the garment.


  Well, they’ll have to deal with it. Drayton stepped from the curtains, glancing around at the place he’d call home for the next few days. He caught sight of some bookcases that lined the wall near the door and walked toward them. The shelves seemed to come right out of the wall. They were stacked from ceiling to floor, and there was an old-fashioned wooden ladder to his left. He briefly scanned over the titles. There were authors he’d never heard of, and he did a lot of reading on the ship. The genres ranged from unrealistic romance tales to hard-core religious books. An interesting collection.


  “Greetings.”


  Drayton spun around, struck speechless by the sight. That was happening to him entirely too much as of late. The man before him was born to wear a Koshar. He was the same height as Drayton, six feet, only this guy’s was all muscles. He had a shiny pale head, no eyebrows, and his chest was bare of hair too. There were black marks on his skin like lightning crawling across his body. It was an intricate and amazing design that Drayton wanted to trace with his tongue. “Hey.”


  He titled his head in a bow. “I am Lord Dusk of the Templeton home world.”


  Damn, the Koshar hugged his narrow hips and hid some of his column-like thighs. His feet were bare and huge. “Drayton ... Starberg ... of Earth.” He remembered his name in increments as Dusk smiled, showing a full row of white teeth. “Interesting tattoos you have there.”


  Dusk glanced at his chest. “They are not tattoos. Everyone on my planet is born with such marks. Some say they tell our destiny.”


  “Your destiny told you to pimp yourself out to a king on another planet?” Drayton asked with a raised brow.


  Dusk’s smile faltered.


  Great, he was stuck in here with a bunch of fruitcakes. “Well, it’s nice to meet you.” He went for friendly. Dusk looked like he could beat the shit out of Drayton and make him enjoy every inch of painful contact. Damn, but he wanted to get a glimpse of Dusk’s cock.


  “Sexy.” Another man came from the red drapes.


  Drayton was taken aback. This new guy had pointed ears and fangs peeking through his lips. He was also the most graceful man he’d every scene.


  “I like being in here with good looking men. Names Lavender, from the feline world.” He ran a tongue along his fangs.


  A bark of laughter echoed as another man came from the curtains. He had a hairy chest and a trail of brown hair disappearing beneath his Koshar. It was damn tempting considering he looked like a bad ass. He chuckled. “You’re named after a flower?”


  Lavender spun and hissed at him. “Shut up, mutt, or I’ll skewer your dick right from your body.”


  “Says the flower.” He shook his head and walked past the angry, still hissing Lavender. “I’m Layden from the Golden Clan.”


  “Ahhh.” Dusk turned slightly toward Drayton. “One is of feline DNA, and the other is wolf.”


  The age old issue of cats hating dogs. Drayton thought that was only an Earth tale. They each made acquaintance and started exploring their new home. Drayton was content to watch the wolf find ways to make fun of the cat. It was like a comedy routine as they jabbed at each other with words and empty threats. There was still one man missing, but the red curtains were all open. Drayton glanced around, found himself a cozy spot on the couch and settled on it. There were supposed to be five of them. That’s who was missing, the guy with the tail! Drayton scanned the area but still found no sign of him and then something shimmered next to him and there he was. Drayton jumped up, his hands fisting as the fifth man sat down.


  “You were sssearching for me?” he said with a slight grin and lisp.


  “You’re ... invisible?” Drayton rolled his eyes at his own question but seeing a two-pronged tongue come out of this guy’s mouth rattled him. Then there was the long white hair, black eyes and oh yeah, the tail that ended in a fucking penis. His eyes were glued to the exposed appendage. Did that mean there was nothing between this guy’s legs or just that Drayton was super horny and that tail looked good enough to suck.


  “I am Assshthor.” He stood. “I believe your kind would call me a chameleon and ... that is not a penis on the end of my tail that you’re staring at, but it makes for great penetration.”


  It suddenly got about a thousand degrees in the room. Despite only wearing the kilt-like fabric, Drayton felt sweat bead down his back. Damn but this guy was hot. “Drayton.”


  “Yes, I heard everyone’s introductions.” Ashthor moved from the couch and headed toward a row of lounge chairs by a large window.


  Apparently, Drayton was the only human. He sat back on the couch, startled by his new roommates. They were a strange cluster, that’s for sure.


  “You just wanna suck my cock, flower!” Layden yelled.


  “Your prick would give me a hair ball!” Lavender replied followed by a hiss.


  Well, at least he’d have some form of entertainment to get his mind off his cock, which was promptly pushing at the material over his legs. He was watching the argument ensue when the big doors behind him opened up. The room fell silent, and the king of Falla Bray walked in. The crown on his head was still there, gleaming in the sunrays from the window.


  “We are having a feast in your honor. Line up, you will remove your Koshars and you will follow Brack Tay into the reception.”


  The Falla that was on the stage was bowing his head. Well. At least Drayton now had a name. He waited and watched. Layden was first up. His chin was high, shoulders straight with confidence as he pulled the Koshar from his hips. Drayton shifted, catching a glimpse of Layden’s dick. The wolf man had a nice long cock that curved into an impressive erection. There was a tuft of brown hair at the base of his penis. The king reached out and stroked Layden’s balls. His fingers created intricate designs on the flesh of Layden’s cock. The man was now grinding his teeth, his lids half closed and a groan echoing. Even Lavender adjusted as the lust in the room spiked.


  The king grinned and then spoke. “I look forward to spending more time with you, Layden of the Golden Clan.” His hand fell from Layden’s cock, and he walked toward Lavender next.


  Lavender bowed, whisking his Koshar off to reveal a long, thin erection. The damn thing would probably reach his bellybutton if he were lying down. Damn, but Drayton felt his cock twitch. The king reached under Lavender’s shaft to his balls, cupping them and rolling them between his fingers. “Lovely.” The king said a single word, ran his fingers over closely trimmed hair around Lavender’s cock and moved on to the next man.


  At this point Drayton was having a damn hard time with his cock. It was screaming, probably oozing and wetting the Koshar. What would happen when he went into that reception without a stitch on? Either the entire thing would turn into an orgy, or they’d be offended.


  The king moved to Ashthor, who was already removing his clothes. He dropped the Koshar at his feet and stood proudly looking at the king. His tail shifted, curled around his thigh so it almost looked like he had two dicks. Drayton smirked, talk about false advertisement. Ashthor’s dick was unlike any Drayton had seen before. It was rainbow in color and when the king’s hand wrapped around Ashthor’s cock the skin shimmered and almost sparkled. “This is beautiful,” the king said with awe in his tone. “Can you turn it blue?”


  Ashthor nodded and his dick began to shift colors to a beautiful bright blue. It almost looked like those toy dicks for women, but this one was real.


  “Are you always so cold to the touch?” the king asked, and Ashthor nodded. The king gave his tail a pat and then moved on to Dusk.


  Drayton figured his turn was coming up so he stood and took a few steps toward Dusk. He stopped mid-step and nearly fell on his face as Dusk’s Koshar fell to the floor. “Fuck me.” The words slipped from Drayton’s mouth before he could rein them in.


  Dusk really did have two dicks! They were side by side, the same length and girth. The heads were wrinkled foreskin, and there were two heavy balls beneath each shaft. Drayton had never seen such a thing. Damn but this time he felt the pre-cum ooze down his own cock and wet his balls.


  “Now that’s interesting,” the king said, but he did not reach out to touch the marvel that was Dusk. “Do they both function?”


  “Indeed.” Dusk bowed his head.


  Drayton wanted to run to Dusk and sink his mouth over one cock while stroking the other. The fantasies were endless with such a gift. He licked his lips and nearly groaned as Dusk was sent out into the hall with the others.


  “Captain...” The king greeted him.


  “Drayton, please.” He removed the Koshar around his narrow hips, dropping it and staring down at his spiteful cock. There was leakage, cum spilt from his cock like a geyser and sliding down his erection to glide over his balls and drip on the floor. Well, fuck, that was embarrassing. He felt like an adolescent unable to control his body.


  “You are stimulated?” The king grinned.


  “Two dicks on one hot man will break all willpower.”


  The king chuckled, his blue lips parting to reveal white teeth. “I do understand that. My ... dick, as you put it, is in the same position. Perhaps ... you can help me relieve the condition.” The king moved his Koshar open and his long, blue cock jutted out from between the gap. “On your knees.”


  Drayton wasn’t keen on following orders. That was the reason he left Earth. Still he shifted to his knees, reaching to slide his hands up the king’s thighs. The blue shaft had a rounded head, and the slit was wet as if the cum had been rubbed across it. Drayton grabbed the shaft in his hand. He heard the king groan as he began pumping his cock. Four long tugs and then Drayton moved his hand to the king’s balls. He rubbed them as he leaned forward, and Drayton took that blue cock head into his mouth. The taste of a Falla was interesting. Drayton swirled the flavor along his taste buds as he lapped at the leaking head. It was salty, but it also had this hint of cinnamon, like the king’s cock was dipped in the spice.


  Drayton found the combination delicious. He began sucking on the cock head, the skin tight over the erection. More cum oozed from the tip, and Drayton greedily swallowed it down. He felt the king’s hands in his hair, grabbing the somewhat long locks and forcing him to suck more. Drayton obliged. He opened his mouth wider and began to suckle the king’s penis in earnest. It would be a miracle if his own cock didn’t burst from pressure. It sprung, hard and excited, from between his legs as his mouth took inch after inch down his throat. Drayton’s tongue swirled, and he let the king set the pace. There were slow thrusts into Drayton’s throat, and he held his breath as best he could. When he jerked his head away, the king allowed the movement. Drayton gasped until his lungs were full and then went back to that delicious shaft.


  The king’s grip became tighter. His hips began thrusting. Drayton felt the king’s balls slap against his chin. It was damned erotic, and he couldn’t fight the passion any longer. As the king held Drayton still and fucked his mouth, Drayton reached down and grasped his own cock. In four quick thrusts he came. He held his breath as the pleasure shivered up his spine and the white jizz shot across the floor. Drayton groaned, or tried to, but the cock in his mouth muddled the sound. Then the king came. The cum was like nothing else. It was a salty, creamy, cinnamon splash of flavor that coated Drayton’s tongue and then went down his throat.


  They were both gasping as Drayton pulled away and stood up. He licked his lips and saw the king glance at his cock. “A well deserved release,” he said smiling.


  “Thank you, your highness.” Drayton figured since he was getting away with breaking the rules, the least he could do was be respectful.


  The king adjusted his Koshar so that his flaccid cock was covered. “I suggest you bring you manhood back to life. When it is erect, you may join us in the celebration.”


  As if that would take long, as just thinking about Dusk’s two cocks was enough to feel a stir in his balls. Drayton nodded, and he waited as the king left the room. Damn but this was going to be the best adventure ever!


  ****


  Drayton took a full twenty minutes to clean up his mess and then stimulate his cock so it was at least at half-mast. Then he walked out the doors to find the other guys lounging around. “About time,” Layden practically growled.


  “I can’t help it the king finds me irresistible.” He winked. Ashthor rolled his eyes, but Dusk grinned. Drayton heard Brack Tay clear his throat, and they all formed an uneven line. They followed the Falla through the grand hall, up a set of stairs and then into a grand room. This place was huge, bigger than his ship by five. There was a long low table with pillows instead of chairs. Candlelight gave the room an ambient glow. Once again, the walls were covered in red drapes with two giant windows that reflected the pink sky and failing light. They were led to the wall and waited there. Drayton let his eyes drift to the various exposed cocks. It was easy to regain his erection. Dusk was beside him, those two thick cocks curved upward and looking scrumptious. He could make a full day’s meal out of those beautiful dicks.


  “Do not lean against the wall, keep your hands at your sides and do not speak unless spoken to,” Brack Tay said before nodding his head. The door opposite them opened.


  This was going to be the real test, trying to be submissive and obeying orders when every fiber in his being wanted to rebel. He needed that money. Drayton repeated the mantra, thinking about all the parts on his ship that needed replacing. That ship was his home, his life and if he had to kiss some ass to get the money to save it, he would. He straightened his shoulders and let his sight drift to his left. There was Ashthor, looking delicious. His cock was once again rainbow colored and shimmering like water in the sun. No wonder the tail didn’t put potential lovers off. Ashthor’s dick was magnificent. A soft melody suddenly started echoing through the room, a soft violin-like sound. The door that had been opened had shadows, and Drayton tensed. He was butt naked without a weapon in a strange world. Not his best plan ever.


  “I do not like to be so ... unprepared.” Dusk whispered the words as various Fallas entered the room and greeted Brack Tay.


  “I know exactly how you feel,” Drayton said and then quieted as the group of five advanced into the room. They each took a different colored pillow, sitting with their legs crossed and their backs straight.


  Brack Tay then spoke. “Royal citizens of Falla Bray, I present to you King Ranix.” He spoke and then went down to one knee.


  In walked the king, the man whose cock Drayton had just sucked clean. He licked his lips thinking about the taste as the king entered. He was wearing his usual crown and Koshar, but this time he held this long staff with a rounded tip that damn near looked like Ashthor’s tail. The thought made Drayton shiver, and his cock hardened further. Naughty, sweaty thoughts were gaining fruition in his mind.


  The king went to the golden pillow at the end of the table. He placed the staff against the wall before addressing his guests. “Welcome, royal citizens. It has come time for an heir to grace our world, and one of these men will be the chosen one. They will give their DNA and be our hero for such a donation.”


  There was a bout of clapping.


  “Let the feast begin.”


  Ah, feast. The word known to him as a grand meal of massive size. Apparently, when he was thinking they’d be eating food, it was way off course. Drayton balled his hands as the five Fallas stood and approached. Several of them went to Dusk, who stood stone-faced as they began to touch his chest and run fingers over his dicks. Drayton watched, delighted at the view until a Falla came toward him. This man had nearly white hair and was rather short compared to the others. He smiled first then reached out to touch Drayton.


  Keep it together! Drayton held his ground as the Falla grabbed his cock, pumping the already primed shaft. He wondered if shooting sperm on the Falla would cause a great deal of insult. The way his balls were quivering it wouldn’t be long before he found out. There was a quick clap, and the Falla touching Drayton’s cock pulled away. He let out a long, hard breath and watched all the Fallas converge on Layden. The man was growling as one pulled on his cock and another teased his balls. He was gritting his teeth, letting out harsh breaths as his penis was worked mercilessly. Layden’s head fell back, his cock pulsed and then cum came jetting from the tip. It splashed over the Falla’s hands and arms.


  Drayton swallowed hard. His erection was screaming. This was just too much damn stimulation. The Falla pulled away from Layden, and smiling, moved to Ashthor. Another moved to Dusk and then Drayton was once again in their focus. Two Fallas knelt before him, eye level with his monster erection and the pre-cum that was flowing from the tip. One of them clapped, making a humming sound deep in his throat before reaching out to stroke his cock.


  Fuck me! Drayton held his breath. The pleasure that swarmed up his spine was electric. He could hardly hear anything but his rapid heartbeat. Two hands were on his shaft and another on his balls. They were gentle, skimming fingers along his skin and swiping cum from his shaft. Nine levels of hell, he was going to come. His balls were practically vibrating he was so close and then the bastards stopped touching him. The groan came from his lips, and he tensed his thigh muscles. One more pump and he’d be coming all over their faces. They stood, whispering amongst themselves. Drayton closed his eyes, forcing himself to think on anything but the raging pleasure between his legs. Then a mouth touched his cock. His eyes jerked open only to see one of the Falla lick at the head of his penis. By the stars, his balls exploded. The sperm shot from his cock like a fucking volcanic eruption. It splashed onto the Falla’s neck and dripped down his bare chest.


  Drayton groaned, and his cock jerked and bobbed as each squirt sent pure bliss through his body. His head fell back to lean against the wall and then he was empty. Drayton fell from the high and was gasping when he opened his eyes. His dick was going soft, and Dusk beside him let out a damned erotic groan. Lavender hissed and cried out. Ashthor was next. It was a shriek and a splash of colorful cum decorating the ‘royal citizens’. How the hell did they get this job, and where did Drayton put in an application? The Fallas were covered in splashes of cum from all of the men, but each had a smile as they made their way back to the pillows and sat. Drayton took a slow but deep breath, his eyes shifting to Dusk. Even soft, his dicks were incredibly delectable.


  Brack Tay was beside him, and he motioned to the door with his hands. Drayton was wobbly on his legs as he made his way back out the door, down those long steps and finally into the harem room. He sat his bare ass on his own bed and fell back. Two orgasms that quick wiped a man out. At least this man. He sighed, content as he heard a splash in the heated pool. That did sound like a good idea, but his muscles felt like liquid.


  


  



  Chapter Four


  


  Drayton wasn’t sure exactly when he drifted off to sleep, but a sharp pain in his neck wrenched him from the dream world. He was still on the bed, and the room was quiet but for the babble of the pool. He sat up, his neck and back aching. The window showed the bright light of dawn, and Drayton groaned. He hadn’t slept that good in months. Standing provided two more aches, both in his calves from sleeping half off the bed. He was still blissfully naked, but his cock only had half-mast morning wood. Drayton made his way to the gurgling pool, dipping a foot in the water to find it warm and inviting. He held on to the steel railing as he shuffled down the stairs. The higher the water rose the more his muscles relaxed.


  When his cock was submerged he groaned, glanced at the quiet beds with closed curtain and proceeded to sink to the bottom. It was only up to his pecs, but he eased his bare ass onto the last seat and the water rose to his neck. He could seriously get used to this. His ship only had an artificial shower, which would clean his skin, but it didn’t have the feel of fresh water. The liquid was tinted purple instead of blue, which was a little strange since he was used to blue water on Earth. Drayton sighed and leaned back. Yesterday had been insane and fantastic, and he couldn’t wait to repeat it today. Hell, he was getting off by hot guys and getting paid, best score ever. He grinned.


  “There are jets, you know.”


  The voice made him pop upward and glare to his left. There sat Lavender in the sun, nude. Drayton couldn’t take his eyes off the erection between his legs and the way the sun sparkled down on him. It was like a wet dream, and Drayton glanced away. He was disturbed by the fact he didn’t know Lavender was awake. His dick was ruling over his brain, and that was a dangerous thing.


  “You hit that blue button there ... and things get a lot more ... intense.” Lavender grinned wickedly, reached out with his bare foot and his big toe hit the button in question.


  “Well, fuck me.” Drayton jumped as the jets on the steps rippled the water around his thighs and stroked his balls like fingers. The doors opened just as his cock jumped and his hips thrust.


  Brack Tay entered in his usual black Koshar. “Please gather yourselves. The king wishes you in his chamber before the sun peaks.”


  There was rustling in the beds behind Drayton, and he reluctantly pulled himself from the warm water. His skin was still damp when he pulled the Koshar around his hips and secured it. He stomach growled so he grabbed a large red fruit off the table and drowned his mouth in the sweetness while he waited for the others. Brack Tay returned as scheduled, and all the men made their way up a flight of stairs. Drayton groaned as they were returned to the room from yesterday. His cock twitched, wide-awake and growing as memories of yesterday hit him. They were lined along the wall. The sun was glaring through the window to create harsh shadows on the floor.


  “You are each to be mind explored. It will not harm you in any way, though it may feel uncomfortable while happening,” Brack Tay said as he stood before them, hands by his side and head bowed.


  Mind explored? What the fuck did that mean? Drayton didn’t mind the sexual part of this adventure, but mind exploring sound way too similar to mind probing. He shuddered. This might be the end of the road for him.


  The doors opened. The king entered and this time, the graceful Falla was wonderfully nude. His cock bobbed as he walked toward them. He sat on the golden pillow and crossed his legs. The king’s cock rose deliciously from between his legs. “This is not a probe. We are simply going to explore the color of your aura to determine your advantage to my heir.” He spoke in his deep voice that still made Drayton shiver. “Layden.” The wolf man in question stepped forward. “Remove your Koshar. Lay on your back on the table. Legs wide.” The same Fallas from yesterday gracefully entered, and Layden took the position. Drayton didn’t see their faces, as his eyes drifted right to Layden’s delectable cock. It rose, forming a hard shaft in a matter of seconds. The Fallas sat in their designated seats. Blue skin glowed in the sunshine as each man moved one hand to touch Layden and another on their own cocks.


  One the Fallas spoke. “He is loyal, fierce and strong. If he is chosen, the heir would have these qualities.” The Fallas let go of Layden, and he rose to his feet to return to the line.


  Lavender was next. The feline mixed human swayed his narrow hips as he walked and his thin, long cock seemed to thicken. He lay down and spread his legs wider than needed, showing off his penis like a prized pet. “Probe away, your highness,” Lavender said in a sensual and slow voice.


  The king grinned and nodded.


  The Fallas did the same for him, one hand on his being and another on their own cocks. Their eyes closed. “He is confident, graceful and athletic. If he is chosen, the heir would have these qualities.” Their voices were in perfect sync as they spoke. Lavender shuffled off the table, bending slightly so the king got a not-so-subtle view of his tight ass.


  Ashthor stepped up next. His dick shimmered as the Koshar fell from his hips. His tail whipped from side to side as he settled upon the table. The Fallas took their position. “He is intelligent, virile and resilient. If he is chosen, the heir would have these qualities.” Ashthor returned to the line and to Drayton’s surprise he was called up next.


  No time like the present. He lowered the Koshar, his dick springing and his slit leaking. Apparently, that liquid was well received because two of the Fallas licked their lips. The table was cold under his ass as he slid across it and lay on his back. His cock fell back against his torso and rested there, the fluid dripping onto his flesh. The Fallas’ hands were on him. Two on his arm, two on his legs and one on his forehead. His balls were heavy, hanging so that they just about touched the cold surface. Drayton fisted his hands. Any chance one of them would lean down and suck his cock like yesterday? A strange chill swept through his body and then the Fallas spoke.


  “He is compassionate, tolerant and zealous. If he is chosen, the heir would have these qualities.”


  That wasn’t so bad. They made him sound like a good guy, and technically he was. He never killed anyone that didn’t deserve it, and he never stole from anyone that needed the money. Hey, he did that job for the orphanage on Shrang Lanine for free. Of course, that’s because he was fucking the leader at the time, but still. Free is free. The Fallas removed their hands, and Drayton sat up. He glanced at the king whose eyes went to Drayton’s leaking cock. He stood, walked back to the line and tried his damndest not to touch his pleading penis.


  Dusk was next. He dropped his Koshar and once again, Drayton’s eyes were glued to his two dicks. As he passed, Drayton shivered. The man had an ass that could make a grown man beg. He lay on the table, stone faced and waited quietly as the Fallas touched him.


  “This one is robust, tranquil and intense. If he is chosen, the heir would have these qualities.” The Fallas removed their hands from Dusk, and he stood, returning to Drayton’s side.


  The Fallas then took their time nodding to the king and left the room. Now it was quiet but for the raspy breaths from the horny men, including his own.


  “You are each well received, and now that all of our desires are ... nudged, we shall feast in my bed chamber.” The king stood, his erection massive between his legs.


  Drayton found all the exposed shafts overwhelming to his will power, but the one who really caught his attention was Dusk. The man had two dicks, but he also had a calm demeanor that Drayton wanted to shatter. He had the pleasure to walk behind the muscular Dusk and enjoy the view of his ass cheeks and brawny thighs flexing. Drayton saw his balls swinging as they made their way up a staircase and the room opened up into this enormous sex room. His cock leaked as his eyes roamed. There was a long seat with no back, a mass of blankets in the center of the room, and whips on the wall. There were thin red drapes hanging from the ceiling and a giant window with a cushioned bench. If hadn’t already been drooling from Dusk’s ass, he sure as hell was now.


  The king walked into the room, getting to his knees and crawled to the center of the blankets. His cock was stiff, and he wrapped his blue hand around his shaft to fist it. He didn’t say anything in terms of orders, but Ashthor was the first to get on his hands and knees. Lavender’s entire package was on display as he crawled toward the king. He settled right between the king’s legs, and Drayton heard a deep groan. The king grinned and waved them over before lying back on the blankets.


  Lavender actually purred. The sound coming from an adult man was oddly erotic. He leapt toward the blankets and knelt down to place kisses on the king’s chest. Layden was right behind him only he didn’t go for the king. Drayton was oddly confused as Layden smacked Lavender’s hitched ass. What was that about?


  “Fuck off, mutt.” Lavender hissed and attempted to scratch his arm.


  Layden knocked Lavender clean on his back, grabbed his chin and went in for a scorching kiss that had Drayton leaning forward. What the hell was he doing waiting here? There was an all male orgy going on before his eyes, and his cock was so excited it practically wagged. Ashthor’s tail waved back and forth as he sucked on the king’s cock. Layden and Lavender were no longer kissing but instead began lapping at the king’s flat nipples.


  Drayton saw Dusk beside him hesitate. His jaw tensed, his toes curled, his erections curved and ready for action. However, the man didn’t move. Was he nervous? Drayton looked from Dusk’s cock to his eyes, and their sights locked. Dusk swallowed hard. Drayton took a step forward, reached back to twine his hand with Dusk’s, and together they made their way to the blankets. They both moved to their knees, and Drayton got a fantastic view of Ashthor’s two-pronged tongue swirling up and down the king’s cock. Dusk was beside him, stoic and unmoving. What the hell was wrong with him? Drayton had this odd surge of emotion to find out. Wasn’t exactly the best timing for a conversation with the orgy before him and his cock leaking like a broken pipe.


  Drayton kept their hands locked together, reaching out so that both their hands began caressing the king’s thigh. Ashthor was now deep-throating King Ranix. The blue cock disappeared into his mouth and down his throat. The king groaned and reached out to grab Lavender’s cock in one hand and Layden’s in the other. They were all in various stages of lust, and here he was looking on like an adolescent.


  Fuck this shit. Drayton intended to get laid.


  He untangled his hand from Dusk and leaned over to grab at his dick. Well, one of them. His hand wrapped around Dusk’s left cock, fisting it, and finally the man broke his stoic expression. Dusk gasped, his head fell back and his lips parted. Drayton grinned and used his other hand to grab at his right dick. He stroked them in synch, and Dusk shivered. This was a first, finding coordination to stroke two cocks on one man. He tried alternating strokes, and Dusk’s hips jerked forward. Drayton wanted to experiment, play around to see what movement would make Dusk scream.


  However, someone placed a hand on his ass, and he turned to see it was the king’s. Drayton let go of the scrumptious cocks and turned toward the king. “Stand above me,” he stated breathlessly. Ashthor was still wreaking havoc on King Ranix’s cock with tongue and teeth.


  Drayton stood, standing over the king with his eyes trying to stay focused instead of going back to Dusk. The king motioned him over, and he positioned himself to straddle the king’s chest. His cock was prominently on display. Someone placed a hand on his back and pushed him forward. Drayton was now a hair’s breadth away from the king’s face. The blue skin was so stunning this close. Like artwork. A hand slid down his back, but Drayton wasn’t sure who it was. That same curious limb cupped his ass and parted his cheeks. Then suddenly a forked tongue was lapping at his hole. Drayton cried out, the pleasure swarming as the king groaned. That naughty tongue moved to his balls and began licking. He glanced back and saw Ashthor teasing him. Layden had begun sucking the king, and Lavender was moving over the king’s head to plant kisses on his blue forehead. Drayton managed to reach over and grab Dusk’s hand. He pulled the man forward and brought their lips together.


  He wanted the first kiss to be special, and Drayton needed that man to be Dusk. Their lips met, and at first Dusk was stone like. Then Drayton sucked Dusk’s lower lip into his mouth, and the kiss became so much more. Their tongues dueled in the most basic way. Ashthor’s tongue began to penetrate Drayton’s ass, and he couldn’t continue the kiss as a moan worked its way from his throat. The king bucked, his hips jerking wildly as a deep vibration rattled through his body. Drayton was pushed over farther, and he felt something pierce his ass. It wasn’t very wide, but it pushed forward without mercy and set his body quivering.


  Ashthor’s tail was in his ass. Drayton saw the reflection in a mirror on the wall. It was a damn disturbing sight that should have sent him to his feet. Instead, he leaned farther upward and found Dusk moving toward him. Their lips met in an explosion of lust. Drayton reached out to grab both his dicks. Stroking them and fingering the slit at each end. Dusk’s head fell back, and Drayton would have given up all the money in the world right now to see his release. Alas, his hands were pulled away, and the king shifted Drayton off. He didn’t care who was sucking whom at the moment. Drayton moved closer to Dusk. He pushed the muscle-bound man to his knees and moved before him. Dusk finally began to participate, and he reached down and ran his big hands through Drayton’s black hair.


  About damn time, he got what he wanted. Drayton moved to his knees, those two gorgeous cocks before him. Drayton took the left cock in his hand, pulling the foreskin back to reveal the red rounded head. He leaned forward, his breath heavy as his lips parted and he finally got to taste Dusk. Drayton’s tongue swirled along the sensitive head of his cock and he sucked on the retracted foreskin. He made a feast of the extra skin with his tongue before moving to take the shaft into his mouth. Dusk cried out as Drayton eased the big dick against his tongue. It pierced his throat and slid deep inside before he pulled back to Dusk’s tip.


  The king was suddenly behind him, pulling his hips back so his ass was vulnerable. The king’s blue cock pressed against his balls, and Drayton took Dusk’s cock farther down his throat as warm lube was placed in his ass. Two fingers pierced Drayton’s hole, and he held the groan to move his mouth to Dusk’s right cock. He suckled that foreskin, sliding his tongue between the skin and the head of his penis. Dusk was a collection of shivers and groans.


  Drayton tensed as three fingers suddenly infiltrated his ass. He was barely able to breathe from the passion. Lavender was suddenly beneath him, that wicked mouth closing over Drayton’s cock. Layden was now behind Dusk, down low so he could feast on Dusk’s asshole. Drayton had no idea where Ashthor was until there was a cry and the king behind him gasped. Apparently, King Ranix had an ass full of shimmering Ashthor cock. Drayton returned to Dusk’s penis and found a dribble of cum leaking from the slit. He eagerly licked at it and took Dusk’s cock down his throat. The king’s dick pierced his ass, spreading the hole and making Drayton gag. Damn, he felt like he was being bulldozed by sensations because Lavender was working his cock like a fucking professional. It wouldn’t be long before his leak became a squirt and he would come into the sexy feline man’s mouth. The thought propelled Drayton to suck Dusk’s right dick faster. Taking all he could down his throat as the king fucked his ass and Lavender sucked his cock. What a trio!


  Dusk stiffened and then to Drayton’s surprise, the dark lightning marks on his skin lightened and turned into bright streaks of white. It was amazing and beautiful and then cum splashed on his chin and cheek. Drayton covered the spurting hole with his mouth, catching as much of the tasty stuff as he could. He swallowed before moving to Dusk’s left dick. Damn the man could cum twice, once for each cock. What a fucking gift. Drayton sucked on the shaft as the king began to fuck his ass in earnest. Each hard thrust sent him jerking and his body that much closer to exploding in complete abandon. Dusk’s mark glowed again, shining brighter than the sun and then his left dick jetted cum from the slit. Drayton was ready this time. He opened his mouth wide, catching sperm as his body jerked back and forth. The king was fucking his ass hard, and Lavender held his breath as Drayton’s cock slid down his throat.


  Drayton screamed. Deep and long, the orgasm was so intense he lost his balance and fell to the blankets. Dusk’s thick thighs were on either side of Drayton’s head as his cock pulsed and drained. His ass was on fire, the king’s cock like a battering ram, and then there was a sharp jerk.


  King Ranix groaned as he came in Drayton’s ass.


  He held his breath, the pleasure so overwhelming. There was another groan, and Drayton glanced over to see Layden’s mouth wrapped around Lavender’s cock. He was showing no mercy, sucking Lavender like his life depended on it. Lavender came and Layden, working his own cock, was soon to follow.


  The king pulled his cock from Drayton’s ass, and he heard a hiss as Ashthor came in the king’s ass. Drayton could hardly moved, so he crumbled down to the blankets and turned slowly to his back. Dusk sat down beside him, and the room was filled with panting.


  Drayton felt like a quivering fool as he got to his feet. Brack Tay had entered the room and ushered them from the king’s presence. The stairs were like the great wall of Fensham! Each thud made his flaccid cock smack against his thigh. They all made their way back to the harem room.


  “Fucking mutt!” Lavender spoke first, throwing a thick pillow at Layden. “Don’t you touch me again.”


  “You weren’t complaining when I was swallowing your cum, flower!” Layden replied, flinging the pillow right back. He was snarling as he spoke, his lips peeling back to show his teeth.


  “Next time I will scratch your eyes from your fucking face,” Lavender threatened, storming toward his bed.


  “Is that before or after I suck you clean?” Layden replied and followed the fuming Lavender.


  Drayton chuckled. He shuffled into the room and headed straight for the pool. To his surprise, Dusk followed. They shifted into the warm water, and Drayton lapped lazily to the far side and back. He had no idea where Ashthor drifted off to but considering the man could go chameleon he could be anywhere. Despite the damn fine time they had, Drayton seemed to linger on Dusk. The way his skin glowed, the way his cum had decorated his face.


  “Thank you,” Dusk said as Drayton swam toward him. He sat on the last step, water lapping at his neck.


  “For?”


  Dusk looked down into the water. “On my planet we are considered property of the Gods. False Gods that seek to enslave my people. We have discovered a way to destroy them and now we are free of their reign but still I am looked down upon for being unresponsive to women.”


  Drayton could sympathize. Earth wasn’t known for its friendliness toward gays.


  “When I was in the presence of the group ... I could not seem to bring myself to participate.”


  “Hey, it was your first orgy. Everyone gets nervous in the face of that kind of intimidation,” Drayton said as he made his way to the stairs. Water lapped at his chin, and he sat on the same step as Dusk.


  “You could have found your own pleasure and left me alone.” Dusk stared at him.


  “It’s not my way.” His way, what the hell did that mean? Drayton found himself staring into the purple surface of the water.


  “Still, I am grateful for your assistance.”


  Things were getting a little too emotional for him. “So. Um, what was that light, when you came?”


  Dusk grinned. “When our sperm is released it sends off a shockwave through our system and our marks light up to show our pleasure.”


  “It was ... nice looking.” Yeah, real smooth, Drayton. “I’ve never seen anything like that before.”


  “Perhaps, you may see it again.”


  Was that a come on? Drayton glanced at Dusk to see a slight blush form on the man’s pale cheeks. Drayton was about to use his own pick up line when the doors opened and Brack Tay entered with a line of other Fallas. Food in various bowls was placed on the low table and once set it looked like a rainbow had splattered on the surface.


  Drayton’s stomach growled in hunger and when he stood, his erection was forming, pointing toward Dusk. He raised a brow, and Drayton walked naked to the table. Water still dripped down his skin as he sat bare assed on the couch.


  It wasn’t long before Dusk joined him and then a snarling Layden followed by a snapping Lavender. The two were still going at it, albeit their eyes kept drifting to the two naked men.


  


  


  



  Chapter Five


  


  It was the next day when they were dressed in Koshars and taken from the palace. Drayton closed his eyes and just absorbed the light on his skin. It was so warm and the breeze was so fresh. He really did miss his ship, but a real planet wasn’t so bad. At least, this one wasn’t. They were huddled into the hovering vehicle, and he sat next to Lavender. “Hey, kitty.”


  Lavender winked at him.


  Brack Tay was the last to get on board, and he bowed his head at them. “The king wishes me to show you our land so you may better understand how important an heir is to our continued peace.”


  The dome was overhead like a barrier against attack, barely visible but for the occasional shimmer from the light’s rays. They drove from the king’s palace, and he got a nice view of mountaintops in the distance, along with those colorful trees. It really was a scenic planet. Drayton was glancing to his left, past Lavender to see a body of bright purple water. There were small waves pushing at the sand. Tranquil, that would be the best word to describe Falla Bray, a tranquil planet filled with sex-crazed men. Drayton grinned.


  They came to the city that was bustling with blue-skinned Fallas.


  “Think we can sneak off and get laid,” Lavender said with a chuckle as they passed a group of buff Fallas.


  Drayton grinned. Yeah, his cock’d had a rest and was ready for more action. It pressed against the fabric of his Koshar. His eyes drifted forward. Before him sat the muscle-bound, hairless headed Dusk. He was glancing out at the town oblivious to Drayton’s eyes. There was something about the two-penised man that seemed to grate on Drayton’s will power. Or maybe it was just the head in his pants doing the thinking. Could be.


  There was a bright spark of light in the sky, and Drayton squinted. He looked up and the light seemed to form a ball and head toward the atmosphere. “What is that?” A large blue energy ball shot from somewhere near the palace. It went right through the dome overhead and slammed into the flaming ball. In seconds, there was a loud echoing boom, then the light dulled, and nothing remained. He’d seen that enough times to understand. They just blew up something. His mind drifted to the moment he first arrived on the planet and the broken cargo ships. Why the hell were they shooting ships down? What made it explode in the first place? Drayton ground his teeth and fisted his hands. He glanced at Lavender who looked equally as disturbed. And here they were without any weapons, well, anything other than their hard dicks.


  The hover vehicle pulled to the side, and Brack Tay started talking in some language to a device on his wrist. Then he spoke to them. “Please explore the town. I must take leave. Stay within the dome.”


  “Why did you destroy that ship?” It was Layden who spoke. His arms crossed over his muscular chest.


  Brack Tay shuffled from foot to foot. “We did not harm anyone. There’s an asteroid belt around our blue giant. If a ship does not make communication with us first, they do not know that they are coming and as a result ... their ships are destroyed.” Brack Tay looked distraught. “We do not wish to use our weapons, but if the debris lands on our planet it could harm our environment or our people.” He bustled them all out of the vehicle. “Please, stay within the security dome.” He bowed, hopping back into the vehicle and quickly pulling away.


  “You believe him?” Layden asked as they stood in a small group.


  Drayton hated to be so trusting, but his gut was usually right. “Yeah. Actually I do.”


  “He did not have the signs of lying,” Dusk said standing beside him.


  “Well, boys, time to flirt with the locals,” Lavender said with a sway in his steps.


  “Is there anything you don’t shake your skinny ass at?” Layden grumbled.


  “Yes. You.” Lavender grinned, walking away from the group. Layden was quick to follow him. Ashthor did his chameleon thing. One minute you see him and his waving tail, next minute gone.


  Drayton frowned. So much for sticking together. His eyes drifted to the sky. The city area was nice, but he really had enough of that from home. Earth was a planet of toxic gases, buildings that blocked the sky and pockets of trees that kept the overcrowded population alive. He went opposite the other men and made his way back toward the water. At least he could think awhile staring at the strange colored liquid. What if they were telling the truth? An asteroid belt seemed reasonable, horrible but likely. If he could get into his ship, he could access the universal news. Maybe he could reach it with the device in the harem room. Drayton walked as his mind went about. He really had no reason to be suspicious and once against his gut wasn’t putting up any red flags. Should he go back to enjoying the moment?


  His sandaled feet went from road to dirt and he began the journey up a short incline. The pond was somewhere around here. Besides, it’s not like they had any money to buy things in the city. He was so broke he’d starve without this gig. Drayton missed his ship. He missed the hum of the engines and the quiet echoes of various systems keeping him afloat in space. The planet had its perks, but he was a space man through and through.


  The next curve opened up to reveal the beginnings of a forest. He reached upward and snatched a pink leaf. It was dry in his hands and slightly scratchy. The thing was as big as his palm. He wondered if there was some smaller version, he could keep alive in artificial sunlight. It’d be nice to have some color on his vessel.


  “Your mind is deep in thought.”


  Drayton jerked around, glaring at Dusk. Why the hell did his head seem to be in the clouds so often? “Trying to figure out if I believe them.”


  “About the asteroids?” Dusk used his long legs to catch up to Drayton and walk alongside him.


  “Yeah.”


  “They have no reason to lie.”


  True. He walked across the road toward the edge of the forest. Here was where the large purple pond sat with the surface glistening in the light. Drayton toed off his sandals and sunk his toes into the black sand. It was warm against his skin. He walked a few feet inward, until he was close enough to the water to settle near it and extend his legs so the gentle waves lapped at his calves.


  It was only moments when Dusk’s big shadow flickered and then he was barefoot beside Drayton.


  “I believe them,” Drayton finally admitted.


  “As do I.” Dusk’s face was once again expressionless. He stared out at the water as if the view was that of a window in space. “Do you believe King Ranix will choose you?”


  Drayton wasn’t sure how to answer that. Hell, he was getting paid for his time so that’s all that really mattered, but what if he was picked? “I’m not sure. You got an idea on who he’ll pick?”


  “Indeed.”


  Drayton rolled his eyes. “And that is...”

  “Ashthor.”


  “Mr. I can turn invisible and make my cock sparkle.”


  Dusk grinned. “He has much to offer the kingdom, but he also catches the king’s eye when we’re around him.”


  “Yeah, well. We have more substance.”


  Dusk nodded.


  The conversation went quiet but not awkward. Drayton lay back in the sand. Warm water still lapped along his legs. The sky was clear, not a cloud in sight, and the colorful treetops were gently swaying in the wind. There was some sort of bird thing in the air. It glided with the wind and swooped down to disappear into the trees. Despite the beauty, Drayton missed the vast quiet of space.


  Dusk shifted, turning toward him and blocking some of the sun so Drayton didn’t have to squint. “Where will you go from here?”


  Drayton raised a brow. “You mean this heat between us? Despite wanting to suck on your cock ... cocks, I need to follow the rules.” His shaft was already hard, but with Dusk so close it began pressing against the Koshar around his hips.


  Dusk titled his head. “I meant after a man is chosen...”


  Well, fuck. His mind had one track. Drayton cleared his throat. “I have a ship. It needs repairs, but once I have that money it’ll be good to fly through space.”


  “You captain your own ship?” He seemed intrigued.


  “Course. Why? How’d you get here?”


  Dusk glanced away. “I was picked for this mission in hopes of creating a deeper connection to the Fallas.”


  “But you don’t think he’s going to pick you?”


  “He is not.”


  “Then where will you go?” Drayton spread his legs slightly, giving his growing erection room.


  “I do not know.”


  “Well...” Just offer it, Drayton screamed at himself. “I do have a ship. If you need a ride, I don’t mind...” He let the words trail off. His cock was well aware of his train of thoughts. Dusk and him alone on a ship, in space, no rules. Drayton was already planning on ‘accidentally’ shooting all the clothes out the port door so they’d have to walk around naked.


  Dusk bowed his head. “I am thankful for the offer.”


  “But...” He distinctly heard a but in there.


  “But nothing. I will leave in your ship.”


  His cock leaked at Dusk’s words. “Sounds like a plan.” It took all his willpower to control his lust. Not only was he getting paid to have an orgy with hot guys but he was also going to end it flying into space with the sexiest man on the planet. Fuck yes!


  Dusk’s eyes shifted lower and his usually stoic face shifted to a slight grin. “My words have excited you?”


  “What was your first clue?” Drayton said with a dry chuckle. He shifted his legs farther open. The fabric of the Koshar eased farther up his thighs. There was the rumble of an engine and then a lewd whistle. Drayton sat up and glanced at Layden who stuck out his tongue and licked the air.


  “Yeah, because that’s all you’ll get mutt, air,” Lavender snarked.


  “Oh, does flower feel neglected?” Layden answered in a pouting tone. “Does little flower need a big man’s cock up his tight hole?”


  Lavender tilted his head. “You mean like Drayton?”


  Layden growled.


  Drayton stood and held up his palms. “Hey, don’t put me in the middle of this.” He wiped the sand off his Koshar and slowly made his way to the hovering vehicle.


  Time to return to the palace.


  ****


  Drayton was lounging. What else was he to do? It was bright out, mid-day. His cock was satisfied for the moment, and his brain was in this beautiful state of almost asleep. He was resting on his bed, his eyes on the red curtains but not really seeing them. Drifting away and enjoying the hell out of life.


  “Drayton Starberg,” Brack Tay called.


  Drayton sat up quickly, throwing the blanket over his hips where his soft penis was also enjoying the downtime.


  “You presence is required. Please wear your Koshar.” Brack Tay walked away and went to one of the other curtains.


  Drayton stood, shoved the fabric over his hips and stretched the kinks out of his body. He combed his hair with his fingers, making sure it wasn’t wild, and then stepped from the curtain. Another Falla was there, leading the sexy Dusk and a grinning Lavender away. Now where were they going?


  Brack Tay shuffled before him with a heavy lidded Layden behind him. “Please follow me.”


  Drayton nodded, waited for Layden to precede him and then kept in step. They made their way from the quiet chamber and up a flight of stairs. From there they were led down a series of halls only to end up near another staircase. The walls were the same golden color the entire time, and he was a little concerned at the lack of windows. Brack Tay climbed the two steps before a brightly colored red door and addressed them.


  “The king requests your presence. You are to be his entertainment for the day in the Dark Garden.”


  Now that didn’t sound friendly.


  “He will be awaiting you. You are not to address him or touch him. Please take yourselves to the sandy area. From there you are required to touch each other. You may use any part of the garden you’d like. Neither of you are allowed to come until the king does. Once his sperm is released, you may then find your own pleasure. Failure to follow the rules will result in expulsion. Do you need me to repeat them?”


  Layden shook his head, and Drayton confirmed that. So, sex with the wolf man. Interesting. The door opened, and Layden stepped in. Drayton followed suit and stopped short. By the nine hells! There was a pile of rocks nearly seven feet tall. Water splashed down them into a pool lined with black sand. The sand stretched out like fingers weaving between large boulders scattered throughout and wooden logs. They were on the roof of the shorter building. There was a freaking garden up here. The Dark Garden fit the description, from the black sand, the dark purple water and the lack of green. The warm breeze ruffled Drayton’s hair, and the sun made him squint.


  Layden was on the move, walking toward the waterfall.


  Drayton followed, catching sight of a red velvet chair and the blue-skinned king. He nodded at both of them. His cock was out, soft against his thigh. He was naked, the sun on his skin and glinting off his crown. Drayton walked to the edge of the water and glanced at Layden. The wolf man grinned, pulling off his Koshar in one smooth move and throwing it to the side. Layden’s chest had a dusting of dark hair. It spread over his pecs to his treasure trail and settled at the base of his cock. The erection was impressive, and Drayton reached out to grab it. His hands were gentle, tugging the hard shaft until Layden growled.


  Layden reached out and tore Drayton’s Koshar off.


  “Someone’s impatient.” He grinned at Layden. Drayton went to his knees before the wolf man could play with his cock. He tugged Layden’s dick harder, eliciting a groan from the man. Drayton dragged his fingers through the dark, curly hair at the base of his shaft and leaned closer to lick at Layden’s penis. The tip was red, and his balls were heavy. There was a thick vein on the underside of his dick, and Drayton traced it with his tongue. He followed it to Layden’s balls and then Drayton began to suckle them.


  There was a groan from the king.


  Drayton slid his hands against Layden’s back entrance. His finger pressed against the resistance of his asshole. One finger penetrated, and Drayton grinned as Layden let out a soft moan. He got to his feet and pressed his erection against Layden’s. The skin rubbed and Drayton felt the pre-cum ooze from his tip.


  Layden growled, pulling him close. “I want to fuck that pretty ass of yours.”


  Drayton grinned. He wouldn’t mind a good hard fuck, but his mouth was watering for some decadent dick. “I’d rather suck on your cock while your lips wrap around mine.”


  Layden showed a row of teeth. “That can be arranged.”


  Drayton lowered to his knees, taking a glance at the king who was whacking away on his penis. He went to his back, spreading his legs to show off his heavy balls. Layden grinned and straddled his face. That thick cock was ripe for the taking, and Drayton leaned up to capture it in his mouth. He deep-throated Layden’s shaft, and the hair at his base tickled his nose. Just then, Layden took Drayton’s head in his mouth and suckled. The world became a jumble of groans and pulses of pleasure. His cock was so hard, the pleasure so intense that his hips jerked. Drayton fucked Layden’s mouth just as Layden began fucking Drayton’s mouth. The thrusts were deep by both men. Sweat began to bead the back of his legs, and the sand stuck to his back. It scratched at Drayton’s flesh like miniature nails.


  The king groaned. The white jizz splashed over Drayton’s arm.


  That was all he needed to know. The king came. Drayton moved his hips faster, sinking his cock into Layden’s mouth. The release was huge. It stole his breath and made him cry out. Drayton squirted sperm all over Layden’s face, and the man kept licking at the tip of his cock. Once his balls were drained, Drayton focused on the big man above him and the hard erection pressed against his lips. Drayton opened his mouth, taking Layden’s cock down his throat. He held his breath as Layden jerked and thrust. The wolf man howled, and Drayton felt cum seep down his throat. When Layden’s cock pulled free, he was gasping for breath. Layden rolled off him and lay beside him.


  Drayton grinned, his cock easing from erection to soft satisfaction. He was lying in the bright sun, wallowing in the bliss when a shadow crossed over them.


  Brack Tay nodded. “You may enjoy the Dark Garden while you regain your energy. Food will be provided soon.” He then walked away.


  Drayton was happy to lay right here in the sand until said food arrived.


  Layden shifted to his knees, crawling to the pond and slipping into the water.


  Drayton grinned, noticing the cum still on Layden’s chin. The wolf man dipped beneath the water, and he went back to staring at the clear sky.


  


  


  



  Chapter Six


  


  Drayton wasn’t really asleep. After he’d eaten and spent nearly an hour wading through the pool, night approached. The dark shadow crept over the floor of the harem room and over Drayton’s form. He was sitting on the window seat, wearing nothing but a damp towel over his hips and holding a book in hand. It was an interesting story about how the Fallas came about as a society. There were stars in the black sky and two visible planets or maybe moons, he had no idea which. However, the more he remained on land the more he missed space. He actually longed to look outside and see nothing but black with the occasional twinkle of planets in the distance. Knowing that the world was so much bigger than he was had propelled Drayton since childhood. He was more than a whore’s son. He was more than a criminal record. He was more than a simple human. Drayton had been saving since he was able to understand the term and when he turned eighteen, he went in search of a space ship. Granted it took five years but the moment his eyes settled on his crappy little ship he fell in love. It took another year to fix it up and six more months to get it to fly.


  He smiled, his reflection distorted in the glass.


  Drayton had been flying ever since. Nothing in the universe could stop him from speeding through the vastness of space like an explorer, like so much more than a mere human. Now, being on land, he had an itch to fly. He glanced back up at the stars just as one shot across the night sky like a sign.


  There was a sharp hiss, and then the sound was smothered.


  Drayton glanced back at the reflection in the mirror, searching for the cause of the sound. He was rather surprised when an enraged Lavender kicked Layden off the bed and jumped right atop him. The two were nearly silent as a heated battle turned into a flaming kiss. Drayton blinked several times before turning around to make sure his eyes weren’t playing tricks. The two men were complete opposites, and yet they were shifting their hips together like they were in heat. Layden pushed Lavender to the floor. He held Lavender’s hands above his head as his mouth ravished the smaller man.


  Drayton’s cock jumped to attention. It stirred beneath the towel, and he licked his lips. Would this be a temptation he could survive? Watching Layden and Lavender fuck like crazed animals on the floor.


  A Koshar went flying across the room, and Drayton had to smoother a laugh. Layden was tearing clothes off them and pushed Lavender’s legs up. The flirting cat man was only too eager to receive the burly man’s cock. Lavender gasped, his head falling back as Layden’s hips thrust forward.


  Drayton swallowed hard. He jerked in his seat and leaned forward. They were thrusting and gyrating. Lavender looked like he was on the verge of screaming, and there were quiet growls from Layden.


  Then all hell broke loose.


  Layden howled, actually fucking howled and jerked his hips hard toward Lavender. The cat man hissed. Drayton saw a stream of cum shoot out of Lavender’s long thin cock and decorate his chest. Dusk jumped up, pushing the curtain, aside and Ashthor’s curtain moved but he went invisible a moment later.


  Drayton couldn’t take his eyes off the enemies that were now kissing like long lost lovers. What in the nine hells did he miss? When had they decided to...


  The doors opened. Brack Tay rushed in with two guards, and to Drayton’s surprise, they had two bags. “Lavender and Layden of the Golden Clan!” he called out.


  The two men in question paled, lifting themselves from the floor and walking naked to the Falla.


  “You are hereby dismissed from the king’s harem for breaking the rules set forth. You will receive no payment. You will never be allowed entry upon our great world ever again...”


  “Enough!” It was the king’s deep voice that roared. He walked in, his blue skin darkened by the shadows. “Can’t you see, Brack Tay, didn’t you feel the burst of energy they brought forth?” The king stood between the two men who looked guilty as hell. Well, cum did drip down Lavender’s chest and from his tight ass. “It is not mere sex they displayed. It is a mateship, it is love.” The king took both of their hands. “You are dismissed from the harem, but it is in peace, with the wishes of a happy future.” He nodded to both of them.


  Layden looked suspicious, but Lavender hopped up and down then giggled.


  Drayton felt like he was in the middle of some strange breakdown. Maybe the reactions from a Gyron ship near a black hole. Those two beings hated each other, rules were broken, and now the king was walking them out with a hand on each of their shoulders. And he still had the issue of a raging hard on. “What a strange, fucked up place,” he mumbled. Brack Tay was quick to follow the men out and then the doors shut.


  “I am ... confused,” Dusk said. His eyes slightly hooded from sleep.


  “I’m horny,” Drayton added. There was soft laughter from the left of him, and he knew Ashthor was somewhere around here being a sneaky fuck. “Seriously. That was hot.” He adjusted his shaft. His balls were so ready to blow, and his cock was once again leaking. At least this time it was on the towel.


  Dusk grinned before turning back to his bed. Drayton caught sight of the tent in his Koshar. He’d give anything to crawl to Dusk and beg to be fucked. Well, almost anything. Damn, he needed release. Drayton took a deep breath. He heard the soft steps of someone walking away. Ashthor. Then he was once again alone. Just Drayton and the sparkling stars.


  ****


  Drayton was still thinking on that strange event from last night. He managed to get a few hours sleep prior to waking before the sun and doing a few laps in the pool. His muscles were worked, his body tired as he pulled his naked body from the water. However, his cock was still hard and begging for action. Damn. His mind kept drifting to the slim Lavender and the burly Layden. They were a seriously hot match, and Drayton was a little pissed he’d never get to fuck Lavender. The naughty cat man seemed like he’d be a hell of a bed partner. Ah well, can’t fuck them all. Hey, he was happy for them and their newfound love.


  Drayton padded barefoot to the window, staring out as the darkness was pushed away by the gaining light. There was a bit of fog on the mountains in the distance, and it seemed to creep down to the trees and disappear. There was movement behind him. Dusk was peeking out of the curtains before stepping out. He smiled at Drayton. “Hey, big man.” Drayton got a slight grin, and Dusk pulled his Koshar off, walking toward the water with his cock waving from side to side. Drayton moaned when Dusk hopped into the pool and his dick was covered with purple water. Damn shame. He could watch it for hours, suck it for hours.


  The big doors opened just as Ashthor came out from the curtains. His long white hair flowed behind him like a cape. Brack Tay entered. He greeted them with a nod. “Good sunrise. Dusk, the king requests your presence. Drayton and Ashthor, please prepare yourselves, you will be called out the Vactar columns soon.” Brack Tay waited for Dusk to leave before closing the doors.


  “You’d think they’d explain what the hell that meant.” Drayton spoke but to no one in particular. It was kind of ticking him off that Brack Tay assumed they knew what he was talking about. What were the Vactar columns? Well, let’s see. Vactar was the palace, right? And there was that red draped area with the big white columns. Could be there? Drayton glanced out the window, squinting to see the area in question. The curtains were closed and the columns hidden behind them. Now what were they going to do? His cock hardened, giddy at the thought.


  Brack Tay returned moments later, alone.


  Drayton’s eyes scanned the hall as they exited the harem room, his sight checking the stairs, but he saw no movement. Where did they take Dusk? Perhaps the king wanted more time alone with the sexy man. The thought made Drayton puff up his chest and swell with ... was that jealousy? Sure Dusk was hot and definitely fuckable, but enough to be envious? Drayton pushed the thought aside as they walked out the big doors and outside. They followed the path to that red draped column area in the front of the palace. So, that was the place. The drapes were being opened. Sun glared down on a group of ten or so Fallas. They were standing between the big white columns, half-naked with their blue lips lifted into grins. Drayton and Ashthor were moved through the crowd, which was steadily growing. They were brought to the center of the group. As much as he liked his cock satisfied, he’d never once done it in front of an audience of this size. It was like a massive orgy.


  “Please remove your Koshars.”


  Ashthor didn’t hesitate. He whipped the kilt off and proudly showed off his shimmer cock.


  Drayton frowned, easing the fabric off his hips and letting it slide to the ground. His cock sure as hell liked the attention. It stood straight up, curved, the head flushed and cum oozing from the tip. The crowd clapped. He wasn’t sure if it was for his obviously excited cock or just that they were naked.


  Then the king approached.


  Oh, well he was glad that assumption was in his head.


  The king greeted them with nods and waves. He sat on the only chair available, a red velvet chair with his crown sparkling in all its glory. “Welcome, good Fallas of the city. I greet you with warmth and joviality.”


  They cheered once more.


  “Ashthor and Drayton. I have a Falla for each of you. Your hands will be bound behind your back. The Falla will use his mouth on your penis. The first to come will claim the submissive form in our next activity.”


  Drayton didn’t like the sound of that. He preferred dominance, but hell, he’d been on the submissive side with a few boyfriends before. It was all about the give and take. A Falla came from the crowd. He had very dark blue skin with long hair down to his ass. Drayton placed his hands behind his back. He focused on keeping his panic down as they bound his hands. His dick was now the focus of the Falla. Drayton held his breath as the Falla knelt before him and reached out to wrap his fingers around Drayton’s cock. By the nine hells! His cock jerked and his hips thrust forward. Drayton heard Ashthor groan next to him, but the voice was quickly drowned out by the pleasure rushing to his balls. The Falla lowered, sucking on Drayton’s cock. The tip was fondled and licked by a wet tongue. Drayton’s head fell back, and his lips parted. He should hold back. Domination was better than submission, but he was so close to release. The Falla was shoving his mouth up and down Drayton’s cock. Pre-cum began to gush from his slit and then his balls seized, his cock twitched and cum splattered on the Falla’s open mouth. It shot onto his chin and cheek. The last squirt splashed on the Falla’s long hair.


  Drayton let out a long breath, cum now dribbling down his shaft as it began to soften. He opened his eyes, not surprised to see the Fallas backing away. Damn, it looked like he was going to try to play the submissive. His hands were untied only to be strung up again. Black ropes, like tentacles, were secured over his ankles and then he was pulled from the floor. His back faced the sky, as he was hoisted hip high. Drayton used all his will not to struggle. This was submission not torture. He noticed the Fallas in the crowd removing their Koshars. The whole damn group was getting naked as Ashthor approached. The shimmering cock was at his lips.


  Well, at least he’d get laid.


  Drayton went for the optimism in the situation. Ashthor pressed his cock against Drayton’s lips. He opened, the sparkling dick sliding along his tongue. Drayton suckled. Ashthor hissed, pushed more inches into Drayton’s mouth. He was happy to oblige. Sucking dick was a pastime he loved. Something slithered over his back and rubbed over his ass crack. Drayton was startled to discover it was Ashthor’s tail. That sneaky appendage rubbed the rounded tip against his puckered ass. Drayton tried to shift his legs farther apart, but he wasn’t able to move because of the restraints.


  A Falla must have stepped up. Drayton felt cool hands push his ass cheeks apart and then something slimy like lube was placed over his hole. A finger eased into Drayton’s ass, pushing it apart as Ashthor began to thrust. His movements were hard but quick. Drayton gladly took the punishment. Enjoying the shaft in his mouth, fucking him like a lover and then that sneaky tail pressed against his asshole. Drayton groaned, but it was muffled by Ashthor’s penis. The scaly tail pushed harder, easing into Drayton’s ass and beginning to fuck him.


  This was a brand new experience, one he sure as hell wanted to repeat. His body was bucking. His cock hardened despite the recent release. Ashthor hissed. His hips thrust faster. His dick hit against the back of his throat, and Drayton let his teeth gently skim the flesh of Ashthor’s erection. Warm, wet sperm splattered onto his tongue and dripped from his mouth as the rounded tail fucked his ass.


  Ashthor cried out, his balls emptying, spitting cum onto his face.


  Drayton was in heaven, even though he was tied and his ass was getting worked mercilessly.


  Then Ashthor was done. He pulled away. His tail still lingered. It pushed in and out of Drayton’s ass. The Fallas began to converge, moving forward until they surrounded him. He felt a wet splash on his ass cheek. Ashthor moved between his legs, that devious tail still spearing Drayton. There was another splatter on his back. One Falla moved to his face and held his chin as his beautiful blue cock unloaded. Another was coming on his shoulder, and he felt yet another spray of cum on his other ass cheek.


  Fuck yes!


  He felt used, and his cock was reveling in the cum that decorated his flesh. Drayton felt hands on his hardening shaft, and Ashthor was still penetrating his ass. Someone sucked Drayton’s cock as Falla after Falla came over his body. By the time Drayton was worked up to a full, raging erection the crowd dimmed, and there were but two Fallas left, the king and Brack Tay. They both clapped as Ashthor released his cock and pulled the tail from Drayton’s ass.


  “A wonderful show!” the king announced.


  Drayton felt dirty, but in a damn good way. He was sticky nearly everywhere, and his cock was once again hard as steel. The restraints were loosened and with the help of Ashthor he was once again on his feet. Wobbly legs held him standing, and Drayton reached down to grab his cock. One strong jerk and he came. There wasn’t much sperm left, but the release was quick and satisfying. He pumped until every thread of pleasure faded then he looked to the king.


  “Well deserved. You may return to the harem room.”


  Drayton grinned all the way back to the room. He even gave Ashthor a sticky hug before they entered. He went right for the pool. Despite loving the cum fest, he wanted to be clean. Drayton dipped into the water, his hands rubbing his body as he glanced at the window. The sun was slowly falling in the sky, turning it shades of orange and a soft blue hue.


  He washed his body quickly. Fatigue suddenly caught up as he pulled himself from the warm water. Dusk returned, looking equally drained, but Drayton didn’t even have the energy to stare at the stud. He shuffled to his bed and collapsed in it, a smile still plastered on his face. Ashthor shimmered beside him, pulling the blanket over Drayton’s hips. He was going to say ‘thank you’, but his lids were too heavy. Drayton drifted off to sleep, where memories of the day were sure to keep him entertained.


  ****


  Drayton was having the hottest dream. He was in the middle of this lake on a small flat floating thing. Gloriously naked with three men around him. They fanned his heated body, and each ripple of air made his cock jerk. There was something with a balloon in the sky and fire to his left, but the dream was slipping away. The men were just starting to run their hands over his thighs when he woke. Drayton cursed silently before opening his eyes. The room was bustling with activity and despite his eminent desire to finish that dream ... he sat up.


  Brack Tay was walking into the room along with three Fallas. They were tidying up the room.


  Drayton eyed Brack Tay, scooted to the edge of the bed and stood. The blanket around his hips fell to reveal his cock hanging between his legs. He rubbed the head, fisting it and playing with his balls. Drayton just wanted to wake his big boy, but the moment he glanced up and saw Dusk watching, well, let’s just say his cock was ready to roll. It hardened as he pulled the Koshar over his hips.


  “Please, prepare yourselves. We must have the preparation of gold, have our ceremony, and then one of you will be chosen.”


  “Today?” Ashthor said with a startled look. When Brack Tay nodded, he hissed and his tail began a swift motion from side to side.


  “Do not wear your Koshar. Follow me.”


  Drayton glared at the Falla before throwing the fabric on his bed and walking out to follow Ashthor. They were now three, and they trekked up the stairs, two flights and the room here was smaller. It had a single platform in the center of the room. The walls were lined with windows, and it showed the bright day passing outside. Drayton stood between Dusk and Ashthor. They waited in silence though with every second that passed his cock became more alert. Dusk was beside him, both his cocks curving into beautiful masterpieces of flesh.


  The king entered, and he greeted them with bow of his head and moved to the center of the platform. Drayton was all too happy to watch as he undressed, his blue skin seeming to shimmer in the rays from the windows. “This is the preparation of gold. You will each have a bowl of gold nullaka. Every inch of our flesh is to be covered as to better please the Gods, and my cock is to be emptied of lust as a tribute to our last time together. You must remain erect, ready to begin the duties of father to my heir should you be chosen.” The king grabbed his erection, stroking it fondly.


  Drayton took the bowl that Brack Tay handed him. They waited as the room was cleared and then Drayton glanced at Ashthor. He was the first to step forward, dipping his hands into the liquid. Drayton glanced down. The bowl was filled to the top with shimmering gold liquid that looked a lot like paint. He sniffed it and frowned. It smelled like strawberries. Not a bad combination. He dipped his finger into the bowl and the creamy gold color decorated his digit. Drayton stepped forward, being sure that Dusk followed and he did. They made their way toward the king. Ashthor was already at the king’s back, his gold painted hands rubbing along the king’s ass cheeks.


  Drayton cupped his hand and scooped gold up so that his palms were covered. The liquid eased from between his fingers and dripped onto the king’s toes. King Ranix didn’t seem to mind. His eyes were closing and lips parting as Ashthor knelt behind him. Drayton grabbed the king’s erection, running his palm up and down the length to turn the blue skin into a shimmering gold color. Drayton got to his knees, and Dusk began painting the king’s chest.


  He fondled the king’s big balls, dipping his hands back in the bowl before wrapping them around his dick. Drayton pumped the erection, causing the king to groan and his hips to jerk. He grinned, spreading his palms out to paint the king’s thighs and then bringing them down to his knees. Drayton was slow, methodical, watching the king’s cock bob with each jerk of his hips. His entire legs were covered with gold paint, and Drayton rose to his knees to bring his mouth to the king’s shaft. He had yet to paint the head of the king’s penis, and his lips closed over the tip. Drayton’s golden tinted hands worked the king’s shaft while his mouth sucked his head. He swirled his tongue along the sensitive skin and probed the slit.


  The king cried out, reaching down to tangle his hands in Drayton’s hair.


  He sucked harder, his hands smooth and wet as they decorated his cock and balls with gold. Then the king came. His shaft jerked, his hips shot forward. The cinnamon and salt cum shot into his mouth, and he swallowed. Drayton licked his lips, slurping up every drop the king had to give. He pulled away when King Ranix’s cock began to go soft, the gold still making his cock look scrumptious. Drayton stood, finding the rest of his body already colored in gold.


  The king opened his eyes. “Very well done.”


  Ashthor came from the king’s back, licking his lips as he stood beside Dusk.


  “Now, do so with each other, but do not spill your seed. When you...” He quivered. “When you are covered we will begin the ceremony.”


  Ashthor was already dipping his hands in the bowl spreading the color over his chest. The king sat on the platform. His eyes roamed their bodies. Drayton still had gold on his hands so he reached out and began painting Dusk’s massive chest. His skin was soft and hard from muscle. Dusk surprised him by doing the same. His hands smothered over Drayton’s chest and down his hips. When his hands touched Drayton’s cock, it nearly exploded. He parted his lips and groaned. Pleasure was slithering up his spine like a wicked snake. Dusk rubbed the gold into his skin; his shaft bobbed, and cum began to leak out. Drayton bit his bottom lip, and Dusk colored his balls before moving to paint his thigh.


  Fuck it all, he wanted to come more than his next breath.


  Ashthor moved behind him painting his back. His body felt hot to the touch, his skin was feverish, and his cock now begging. When his body was covered in gold he sighed. The continued torture would have made him blow his load. Fuck me. He wanted to scream it, but Dusk turned to reveal his sculpted back and tight ass. Drayton grinned, placing more gold liquid on his palms before painting the gorgeous man’s back. When his entire body was shimmering gold, Drayton turned toward Ashthor. He was nearly covered already, and Dusk helped him make quick work of the task. He hurried, his cock damn near leaking like a fucking waterfall. Cum was sliding down his shaft and gathering on his sac. It dripped to the floor to blend with the paint splattered there.


  The king stood, and all four of them were hard as rock. “It is time.” His voice was thick with lust. He took the golden crown from Brack Tay and then walked from the room.


  Drayton groaned. “I hope this ceremony isn’t long. I’m about to go explosive.”


  Ashthor actually chuckled, following the king.


  Dusk leaned toward him. “I am also ... extremely hard. My thoughts keep moving to your mouth around me.”


  Talk about a memory. Drayton nearly choked on his groan. Dusk grinned and walked past him. Drayton officially wanted to bend the man over and shove his cock deep. He grunted, walking from the room with his cock leading the way.


  



  Chapter Seven


  


  He could probably chop wood with his penis. Drayton mused as they stood along the wall in the original chamber across from the harem room. The red drapes were replaced with gold ones, and the table was now covered in gold sheets. The king was naked, sitting on a throne-like chair, his cock once again hard and curved. He was currently speaking in the native Falla Bray language. Since Drayton didn’t understand it, he let his mind wander. His eyes however only went to one thing. Dusk. The man was constantly on his mind.


  The king finished speaking to the five Fallas in attendance and then stood. “Dusk.”


  He stepped forward, face blank, jaw tight.


  “You are a very wonderful addition to my harem, but you are not the hero we seek.”


  He seemed to hesitate before nodding.


  “Please lay on the table so we may send you a proper farewell for your pleasing service.” The king sat back down.


  Drayton watched, surprised. How would anyone not want a muscular, sexy man with two dicks who had the personality of a Zen master? Fucking morons but hell, this was good news for Drayton. It meant that ride home was going to be fucking fantastic. Sex with Dusk, he could hardly wait.


  Dusk was lying supine on the table, his cocks on beautiful display when the Fallas surrounded him. They began touching him, their mouths moving to suck his cock and hands cupping his balls. A Falla blocked Drayton’s view of the action so he shifted his sight to Dusk’s face. The man really was stunning. His head jerked to the side. His plump lips parted, and his lids closed. He looked so determined, so intense that Drayton held his breath. Dusk’s mouth opened and closed, and then there was a lovely groan. Cum shot onto Dusk’s chest, and it looked so fucking tempting to lick that Drayton took a step forward. He caught himself and stepped back as the Fallas moved from Dusk’s satisfied body.


  The king spoke. “You may remain for the ceremony then bathe in the pool before you are escorted out.”


  Dusk nodded, standing on shaky legs. He looked up and their eyes locked a moment before Dusk returned to the wall and leaned against it.


  “Drayton, step forward.”


  Drayton did. His fisted his hands and kept his chin high.


  “I thought you were the one.” The king grinned. “You are truly a man worthy of a kingdom, but alas, you are not the hero we seek.”


  He was both relieved and disappointed. Talk about mixed feelings!


  “Please lie on the table so we may properly thank you for your service.”


  Sounded like a plan. Drayton walked a little too quickly to the table. He hopped up, his cock stiff as he lay down. It smacked against his torso, and Drayton watched in giddy anticipation as the Fallas surrounded him. Suddenly blue hands were on his thighs; someone grabbed his leaking cock and pumped it. Another set of fingers was caressing his balls. Drayton’s eyes closed, his hips jerked and thrust as the Fallas worked his cock. He wanted one of them to lean down, wrap their lips around the head of his shaft and suck until his balls emptied. No mouth arrived, but the released did. Drayton groaned as his cock sputtered white liquid on blue hands. Pleasure settled low in his gut and spread through his body like a virus. He couldn’t breathe as the passion ebbed and flowed. When the pleasure faded, Drayton was left happy and sticky. He shuffled to his butt, slipping off the table, and walked to the wall. His cock was softening with each step. He felt a surge of adrenaline and contentment.


  Ashthor was by the king’s side holding hands. The reptile man shimmered, and his cock turned a rainbow of colors. Drayton was ready to clean up and move on. Dusk was next on his to-do list. The Fallas left the room and returned with what Drayton could only describe as an egg. It was gigantic and a strange blue with yellow spots. They placed it in the center of the throne chair and bowed their heads before backing away. The king spoke in the strange language again, and both he and Ashthor moved to the egg-like thing. Is this how they reproduced? Fucking eggs? Drayton frowned as the king began working Ashthor’s cock, aiming the head for the egg’s smooth surface. Ashthor was working the king’s dick equally as hard. Groans began to filter through the quiet room, and Drayton found himself glancing at Dusk. He smiled at the big man before returning to the strange ritual before him.


  The king came first, and his white cum splashed across the egg’s surface, and then the egg glowed a strange yellow color before the cum seemed to absorb into it. Ashthor hissed, his cock jerked, and his sperm decorated the exterior of the egg. Once again, the white evidence of his pleasure seemed to soak right into the egg.


  This time the egg glowed blue, and the surface began to shake. It cracked, the sound like a bomb in the quiet room, and then the egg began to fall apart. The pieces fell to the floor and shattered, sending shards toward Drayton’s feet. In the center of that egg lay a little blue baby. Its big black eyes blinked rapidly before a loud wail came from its mouth.


  What the fuck! Drayton stared at the scene before him. Disturbed, amazed, and slightly grossed out. That had to be the strangest thing he’d ever seen, and he’d seen some crazy shit. The king and Ashthor cradled the baby and walked through the opposite doors. Drayton and Dusk were once again in Brack Tay’s sights.


  “The hero has been chosen as Ashthor. You are welcome to bathe and then we will escort you to your ship. You are welcome to return anytime.” He smiled, leading them toward the pool.


  “Did I not say he was the one?” Dusk spoke with a grin.


  Drayton chuckled as they came into the harem room one last time. He was actually going to miss this place. The men he came to know here were all going to be scattered throughout the universe. Well, all except Dusk. Drayton walked into the warm water and began washing his cock and torso. “So, what destination did you have in mind?” he asked when Dusk joined him in the water.


  “For us?”


  Us. Wow, that sounded better than he thought. “Yeah. Us.”


  “I have failed the mission so I may not return to my home world.”


  “They’re going to just kick you out?” Drayton asked with a raised brow.


  Dusk nodded. “I will go where you will it.”


  Okay, his cock just hardened a bit. Drayton grinned. “What about high orbit above Falla Bray?”


  Dusk smiled. “I would like that very much.”


  They were quick to clean up. Drayton kept his Koshar, shoving it in his bag as he now wore regular black pants and a shirt. Dusk looked fucking hot, even in the strange brown robe, he was wearing, but it clung to his skin like a second skin. They said their goodbyes to the king and Brack Tay. Drayton made quick work of both. His cock was pressing against his zipper as the fantasies of spending hours with Dusk on a quiet ship. He planned on taking the sexy man on every single surface. Drayton adjusted his erection as they drove through the city. Fallas waved as they passed, but most of them were heading toward the king’s palace. It wasn’t long before they were at the security station, but it felt like forever. He was walking quickly to his ship, stopping as Dusk caught up. Drayton was slightly panicked when he didn’t see his ship and then there it was. The beautiful beast of a machine that he missed so much. “This is it. My baby.” He smiled, reaching out to touch the smooth side. It was warm to the touch from the sun, and it sent a shiver through his body.


  “It is very pleasing to the eye.”


  Drayton snorted. “You’re the one who’s pleasing to my eyes.” Drayton leaned over and pressed a kissed to the muscular man’s jaw.


  Dusk grinned. “Thank you.”


  Drayton chuckled. The man was a damn bundle of contradictions. So calm like but Drayton knew once he got Dusk’s cocks in his hands the man was wild. He pressed the code into the keypad, and the door opened. Fresh air rushed in to mix with the artificial stuff. They stepped into the ship with the quiet hum of the engine. The sound was music to his ears. He missed this place so much. The sound of steel beneath his feet and even the cold steel of the walls. Drayton dropped his bag, turned toward Dusk and pushed him against the wall.


  Dusk grunted, staring at him with lust-filled eyes.


  Drayton pulled the robe from his shoulders and was pleasantly surprised to find Dusk naked beneath, his muscles rippling and his cocks hard. Drayton kissed him, an untamed touch of lips that left them both breathless. Drayton pressed his forehead against Dusk’s. “I may not have been the handsome hero, but I got the ending I wanted. I got the man I wanted.”


  Dusk licked his lips. “You’re my hero.”


  Drayton fell to his knees with a permanent smile on his face. Those beautiful erect shafts before his parted lips. “And that’s all that matters.”


  


  The End
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