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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
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