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Saffron sat down at an empty table, silently swirling the last of his beer in the tankard tiredly. The evening had been a long one, and he was fatigued. But there was money to be made as the women came in to see him.

As only one of a few male prostitutes in the large town, he had a steady stream of clientele, and he was sought after. His best customers were the rough and brash barbarian women who frequented the bar to sell their loot and furs. They were a burly, muscular bunch of creatures, and they preferred the slightly effeminate male.

Well, some of them did; the others were here for the girls. He catered exclusively to women, though, because the type of men that were inclined to men tended to keep it to themselves, and they certainly never frequented prostitutes.

It was forbidden by law. Explicitly forbidden by law upon pain of death. So he didn’t service men, because he rather preferred to be alive. It helped that no man had ever caught his interest either. He preferred to do the fucking and not be the fucked. Simple.

Three women, he thought, three women well fucked and sent back down to drown themselves in beer and music. It was a lively place, and he preferred it to most of the brothels around the town. He had a nice clean room upstairs, food and drink when he wanted, and people tended to leave him alone.

Early on he’d made friends with the big men who came here to drink or get fucked, and he’d had to drink a few of them under the table before they saw him as a man. Once he’d gotten into a hatchet-throwing competition and won. He knew his way around weapons, but he much preferred the flesh to steel. The life of a prostitute was far more preferable than a life of steel, blood, and death.

He’d had a choice early on, and the life of a fisherman suited him even less than the life of a soldier. So he spent his nights fucking women for coin and drinking with the men. Not exactly a satisfying life, but it was his, and for now this was what he was doing.

He tucked the near-transparent red loincloth between his legs when he lifted one knee over the other and let his honey-amber eyes scan the tables for the final client of the evening. They settled on a tall, burly man leaning against the opposite wall instead, who was not a potential client.

He was drinking from a tankard as he listened to four equally huge men around him. Obviously a barbarian, Saffron thought, and tilted his head a bit as he perused the huge man with practiced eyes. Rich, he thought, a hunter probably... or a trapper. The fur around his shoulders was expensive, and the gold around his neck glinted in the fire of the overhead lamps. Around his wrists were thick leather bracelets. Trapper, he thought again and licked at his lips a bit. Rich trapper; sad, then, that he couldn’t get him as a client.

Now if he’d been inclined towards men, this was the man he’d be inclined to. Thick dark hair hung to his shoulders in a blue-black tumble. A full beard, of course, and a hard, heavily muscled body. Thick thighs... impossibly broad chest, large hands. Sensitive mouth... Oh dear, why did he notice that even?

The man exuded an air of danger and mystery, a primal energy that drew him in. He couldn't help but feel a flutter of excitement at the thought of getting to know this intriguing stranger better. How strange...

“Oof.” Saffron breathed and finished his drink; the barbarian was really handsome, and he wasn’t exactly sure why he thought this at all. He couldn’t help staring, well, almost lustfully now, and the flutter in his belly made him feel warm, almost feverish somehow. Then the barbarian lifted his eyes and looked right at him, and Saffron felt his belly drop. He licked at his dry lips and tilted his head a bit when the barbarian didn’t look away after a moment.

The barbarian was scrutinizing him exactly the way he’d been watching him. It was the look of a hunter who liked the look of his prey, and why the hell did that thought draw the lust down into his groin? He’d never looked at a man like this, but in all fairness, no man had ever looked at him like this either.

So he did what any prostitute did and gave him a wink before he stood and moved over two tables so he could drop down into the lap of his fourth client, Calista. It had nothing to do with lust for her, but he was all hot and bothered now and ready for her.

The barbarian woman was a regular customer, and she wrapped her arms around his slender body before she buried her mouth into his shoulder. Saffron smiled slowly, looked up, and found the barbarian still watching almost lazily, a slow smile on his hard mouth.

It was such a slow perusal too. The liquid warmth of that stare filled his belly with lust, and he whispered something to the woman before he stood and drew her to the stairs. Before he took them up, though, he turned, found the man still watching, and gave him a suggestive smile. What the fuck was wrong with him? Smiling like that at a man could get him drawn and quartered!

Calista was an easy customer because it was usually over quickly, and for once he appreciated that she only needed two hard orgasms before she slapped his ass and paid him. Saffron opened the door for her, and she gave him a long last kiss before she laughed boisterously and grabbed his ass to give it a squeeze.

“Nobody fucks like you.” She chuckled, and he watched her leave for a moment before he looked up and found someone watching from the darkness two doors up. Frowning only a little, he made to close the door, saw the person move, and shut the door almost too quickly.

Almost instantly he found the dagger on the chair by the door and took a step away. The door pushed open a heartbeat later, and he took a step away and dropped his shoulder to start slicing if need be.

It was the barbarian, but somehow he’d known it would be, and he took a step back silently as their eyes met and held. The prostitute knew exactly what this was, but the man in him was completely taken by surprise. He could feel the air thicken as their eyes met and held.

“What do you need?” He managed after a long silent moment and only managed to take a small step back before the barbarian reached out, slipped his hand around his neck, and dropped his mouth to his.

For the longest moment he wanted to push away, but the hard grim mouth molded to his, nudged his lips apart, and finally slipped his tongue into his mouth. This was sort of where he forgot to breathe at all, and the knife clattered to the ground as he lifted his hands into the thick black hair to tug his mouth closer.

Heavy bootfalls sounded in the corridor outside the open door, and the barbarian pushed him away almost too roughly and took a step away, breathing hard.

Saffron was still just standing there when the innkeeper stuck his head around the door meaningfully. "Are you done tonight? That orc with the white hair showed up looking for you, and I told her you were up at the citadel. She’s bad news.” Yes, she was, Saffron thought to say and nodded seriously.

“He was looking for Calista. Has... has she left yet?” He indicated the barbarian, who nodded quickly and gave the innkeeper a smile.

“Took herself off with Lacrista and them. You just missed her.” The barbarian gave him a nod, turned quietly, and left without looking back.

Saffron gave the innkeeper a look and just shrugged. “I think she owes him money. Can you please ask someone down there to make sure the orc doesn’t come up here?” The innkeeper, Dubin, nodded with a grunt.

“Already did. They look out for you. See you in the morning, kid.” Saffron gave him a friendly smile, reached for the door when he’d left, and locked it definitely.

Sitting down on the edge of his bed, he reached up to touch his mouth and wondered what the fuck had just happened! He’d never felt such a pure bolt of lust in his life, and he’d had many, many opportunities to feel it. This was something else, though.

Just after midnight he woke to tapping at his window and sat up slowly to look at the closed window. The lamp was doused, and the sounds from the inn below were far fewer. Dubin was probably closing up for the evening.

The tapping sounded again, and he moved to the window holding the dagger at the ready. If the orc was back in town, he wasn’t taking any chances.

What he found on the ledge outside his window made his belly clench up, and his beautiful mouth dropped open. It was the barbarian, the handsome one... the one who’d kissed him.

“Can I come in and explain?” He asked softly, and Saffron looked around worriedly before he let him in and closed and shut the curtains behind him.

“If people find you in the room of a male prostitute, we’re both dead.” He hissed and reached for the lamp, but the urgent "no" stopped him.

“I need to talk to you...” The words made Saffron’s chest hitch, and when the man stepped in to kiss him again, the knife was at his throat lightning fast.

“What if I don’t want to talk to you?” He demanded softly, and one large hand slipped over his naked hip to tug him in closer.

“Then I’ll leave.” He murmured and flattened his hand around Saffron’s soft ass.

“I don’t service men.” He managed through a throat choked up with lust and gasped when the barbarian chuckled.

“Tell me to leave then...” Saffron dropped the dagger on the table by his side, reached for the bearded cheeks, and pulled the hard mouth down to his lustfully. It was a hard kiss, one filled with urgency and hunger. Deep and harsh, tongues fighting each other as arms pulled each other in tighter and closer.

Saffron could feel the moment passion took over from the driving lust because the kiss softened as large, hard, calloused hands caressed his naked back and dipped low over his ass to draw him up against his chest. They weren’t doing anything but kissing, he realized, and let his hands find the clasps that held the fur coat around his shoulders.

The barbarian shrugged the garment away and let the leather chest harness fall to the ground at their feet. Saffron pulled the string of his own loincloth, and it fell to the ground at his feet.

The hungry look the barbarian gave him made him gasp with a lush lust, and he reached for his shoulders almost instantly and let his slender fingers fall across the taut, warm skin. Heavy corded arms lifted around him again, and he could feel the heavy weight of his cock as it pressed against his belly.

“Sit down?” He whispered against the grim searching mouth and pushed the barbarian down on the bed with a gasp of anticipation. Slipping astride the heavy, hard thighs made him sigh as the lush pleasure engulfed his groin with fire.

They kissed, caressed, and touched until they were both engorged and gasping for some kind of relief. “It’ll hurt—” Saffron managed when he felt the heavy head of the barbarian’s cock against his ass.

“I won't do it if it hurts.” The barbarian grunted and deposited him onto the bed by his side. Saffron hardly had a moment to think before the huge man’s warm, hot mouth slipped around his cock.

“Ah—” he gasped, and it was no contrived sound. He’d had many a blowjob in his career as a prostitute, but nothing, nothing even remotely as satisfying as this.

I’ve never fucked a man, the barbarian thought as he dropped his mouth and slid his tongue around the velvet-soft skin of the prostitute's balls. Grunting with pleasure, he drew them into his mouth and sucked deep and lustfully until he could feel the soft flesh of the prostitute quiver beneath his hands.

Tilting him slightly, he licked across the soft pink furl between his cheeks and felt the almost unbearable passion tighten his own cock even more. His tongue dipped inside before he sucked at his balls again and then closed his mouth around the hard cock to suck deeply.

Just the taste of him was intoxicating and captivating, and he’d never experienced the type of lust he’d felt when the prostitute had winked at him.

The soft, yielding body was shaking beneath his hands now, and he took a breath and swallowed him down as deep into his mouth as he could before he slipped a finger into his ass. The prostitute went rigid for a second, relaxed, and then widened his legs as the buildup to his climax tightened his belly.

He was thrusting his hips against the bearded mouth now and grasped the bedding above his head almost feverishly, shaking before the orgasm exploded down the throat of the huge man.

“Fuck!” He cried as he rode out the climax with delicious intensity. The barbarian was still sucking, his fingers still working inside his ass, opening him wider, and he wasn’t even surprised when he settled over him and thrust inside with a grunt of pleasure.

“Tight.” He whispered against his open mouth, and Saffron reached up to kiss him, to lick the cum from his lips and beard, as the heavy hips thrust deeper. It was an almost lazy motion, and both of them savored the exquisite pleasure for a long-lost moment.

Lifting himself only a little, the barbarian found his rhythm, and Saffron widened his legs to let in more of him as his own cock rubbed between them. Finally, he tightened his hands around the thrusting hips and closed his eyes to just feel the pleasure as it built in him again.

Something deep inside his ass found this extremely pleasurable, and he reached down to pull the hard-pumping ass deeper.

“Deeper... you need to go deeper.” He urged against his heavy shoulder and wasn’t surprised at all when the
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