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DEDICATION

 


This is the last book in the Handsome
Heroes series. For me it's bittersweet. I loved this world, these
characters and I'm going to miss them. I hope you've enjoyed their
wild and sexy stories. This series started as one book on a small
planet filled with sexy men called Falla Bray. And it ends with
Falla Bray's prince finding a handsome hero of his own. Thank you
so much for joining me on this journey! Enjoy!
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Chapter One

 


“Handsome, Hung, and at
Your Service

Bored young man looking for
adventure.

Must like sparkling cock
and cinnamon cum.”

 


I smiled as the posting
was off to the Universal News Column. Was I crazy? No. I was bored.
When a boy is in transit to manhood, he craves crazy. When
a prince, heir to an entire planet becomes a man, he craves anarchy.
That’s who I am. Prince Ocen of the planet Falla
Bray.

I was born a few weeks
ago, but thanks to the way I was conceived—artificial egg
growth—I’ve aged several years. Eighteen to be exact. However, I
was tired of being cooped up in this palace on this planet. I
sighed as I stared out the large arch of a window at my future
world. It was your average planet. Beautiful colored trees, clear
sky, nice towns.

My reflection caught and I
leaned closer. This was the first time I saw myself as this
age. My skin was still blue, a soft powered color like the sky
after a storm passed. My eyes were just a little darker than my
skin. I didn’t have any of the cool traits like my father
Ashthor—a tail
or chameleon skin. Figures. Now, I had to
age normally. Whatever that meant. There was a vast universe out
there that I wanted to explore. But because I was born a prince, I
was confined to house arrest. Well, palace arrest. I crossed my
arms and flung myself back onto a giant bed. The sheets were piled
at the bottom. I stared at the ceiling, the intricate swirl of
designs in black and white. The ones I’ve seen every single morning
since I was born.

“Good sunrise, Prince
Ocen.” NorVik
entered my room. He was the same color as me but
nearly ten years older. He had a smile that was always on around me
and a body that made my newly transformed parts ache.

It wasn’t a new
feeling, but I’d never felt this strong of a reaction before. I pulled
the sheet over my lower half. “Good sunrise, NorVik.” I sat up,
giving a sigh.

“Your father Ashthor sent
word that he’ll be back from his trip in a few days. They won the
war against the Felintasions,” he said as he pulled open the closet
and started retrieving my clothes.

“Fantastic.” The word was
dry, yet nearly dripping with sarcasm.

“Your other father, the
king, is in the city for that festival. He wanted me to wake you
and bring you along.” He was still talking as he walked into the
bathing room.

I heard the splash of
water begin to fall on the thick, expensive floor flecked with
gold. “Great,” I mumbled, shifting my legs
over the bed. My gaze kept straying out the window. Not to the city
but to the sky. To the wonders above.

“Come now. You must be a
little excited.” He returned to stand near the foot of the
bed.

“I am.” Well, I would be
once my ad was answered. Would it be a deliciously beautiful
captain to whisk me away or perhaps a battle victorious general
that would demand my obedience? There was nothing wrong with my
imagination as I went on with both scenarios in my head. Delicate,
rough, wild, romantic.

“Prince
Ocen...”

I looked at NorVik. “I know. Bathe,
dress, festival.”

“No need to sound so
depressed, young Prince. You have your whole life
ahead of you.”

I pulled my shirt over my
head.

“Royal feasts…”

I walked through the bathing room
door.

“Money to buy anything you
want in this universe…”

The room was large with a glass square
in the corner, and the edge was raised to keep the rushing water
from spreading throughout the room. I dipped my fingers under the
liquid, pleased with the temperature.

“You’ll be a good king.
Keep the traditions going and our planet safe,” NorVik
finished.

I glanced at him. He had the smallest
of wrinkles at the corner of his eyes. It made him look that much
older. “Thank you. For the advice and the bath.” I slid my thumbs
in my pants but stopped. Why was he still standing
there?

“I will help you wash,
Prince Ocen. You will not be able to wash all that hair
yourself.”

Yeah, my wad of long, blond hair. It
was like the tail of an asteroid before it obliterated a planet. I
nodded then thought of the growing between my legs. Maybe not the
best time to get naked. “I can handle it.”

“Sir, I wouldn’t dare let
you wash it alone. Your appearance is much too important this
morning.”

Fine, whatever. I was too
depressed and slightly pissed that I was still stuck here. I shoved
my pants down and took a step into the water. It rushed over my
blue skin, cooling me off as I dipped my head beneath. It was then,
as water sprayed my face that I realized he had finally
stopped talking. I angled my neck to look at him. “NorVik.” He was
staring at me, well between my legs, at the sparkling erection that
had fully hardened.

“Sir,” he
said, but he was breathless as if he’d run a long
distance.

What was wrong with him?
“Norvik?”

“I’m sorry, sir. It’s
just...so beautiful.”

I blushed as he moved toward me. My
hair was heavy as the water soaked it, but I turned so that I was
facing my servant.

“May I take care of that
for you?” he asked, shifting to his knees. Now his pants were
soaking up the water, forming growing wet spots where he
knelt.

Take care...oh. I gave a nervous
chuckle. I hadn’t actually had a chance to play with my newly sized
cock. I stared at my new favorite pet. It was blue like my skin but
at the base started this shimmer, a sparkle that spread to my
fleshy tip. My balls hung between my legs like large, blue fruit,
ripe for the licking. Oh, licking. I read a book like that, were
the woman were doing all sorts of things with her
tongue.

NorVik moved his hands on my ankles.
He rubbed at my skin, washing me as I stood there. The water now
splashed off my body and onto his.

My lungs rising and falling quickly.
Was he really going to put his mouth on me? I waited, anticipation
clouding my vision. Then his hands moved to my thighs, rubbing
vigorously. “Are you...”

“I am your servant, Prince
Ocen. If you want me to help you between your legs...” He didn’t
finish speaking. Instead he wrapped his fingers around
my dick.

I let out a gasp and my hips thrust
forward.

“Do you like that?” NorVik
asked.

His hand slid up and down
my length, the sparkling increasing. My skin was
alit with splashes of white light over blue skin. “Yes.” The word
was a mere whisper. Blood was rushing between my legs like I was
fatally injured.

“You want me to touch your
balls?” He eased his palm back down my cock and his fingertips
tickled them.

There was nothing I could
say, I just nodded. Did I want this? By the stars, yes. Maybe this
is what I was missing in my life. Not just adventure, not just the
universe, but someone to enjoy it all with. I looked at NorVik with
an entirely new perspective. Then he tugged my foreskin
down and revealed my sparkling blue cockhead. It was smeared with
my juices.

“How about
licking?”

“Licking’s
good,” I mumbled. Licking was fantastic! I waited, breath held as
he moved his face closer. His pink tongue darted out and touched
me. His. Tongue. Touched. Me! I think my heart must have stopped
beating for a few seconds. My head fell back as his lips joined in.
There was more than just contact—there was licking, scraping of his
teeth, oh, and sucking. By the butthole of a Bret beast! I grunted.
NorVik’s hand slid down my length and then back up.

“Does it really taste like
cinnamon?” he asked before sucking at my hole.

“Yes.” I squeaked, cleared
my throat, and went for a deep tone. “Yes.”

His tongue flicked at my hole, his
hand pumped my shaft.

I felt the burst on the third rub. My
body was a bundle of nerve endings and tense muscles. Breath was
lost to me, even my heartbeat sounded like it would explode right
from my chest. The release was amazing. I opened my eyes, watching
as my cum splattered into NorVik’s open mouth. He milked me.
Tugging until I groaned and fell back to the wall. Wow. That had
been better than the book I read. Too bad I couldn’t get my mouth
between my legs. I wasn’t that damn flexible.

“Did you enjoy that, sir?”
NorVik asked.

I nodded as he began to wash me
up.

“I’m very glad to hear
that, Prince Ocen.”

His hands tugged and
pulled on my softening cock. Then he rubbed at my hips and up my
chest. I was slightly less dazed as he asked me to turn around. He
washed my hair with a light fragrant cleanser as the trumpets began
to sound outside. The festival was starting. He rinsed my hair—when
wet it reached well past my shoulders—then he stepped out and
waited for me to follow. I wondered as he began to dry me
off what it would be like to suck him off. I’d had these thoughts
before but now I knew just how good it felt. When I was
dry, he stood before me staring between my legs.

“Magnificent, sir. Perhaps
tomorrow I can take my time pleasuring you.”

I will admit, my knees
went a bit weak. I followed him into the bedroom. He helped me into
my blue koshar, which was similar to an Earth
kilt, along with a loose flowing white shirt. The festival
awaited us,
but I had no idea if I’d be able to keep from
blushing the entire time. Or thinking of NorVik’s mouth.
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