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Chapter 1 – Marooned
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The small ship shuddered violently as the mining platform’s descent engines roared to life. Alarms blared and red lights strobed across the cockpit. “Fucking hell!” swore pilot Jake Costas as he wrestled with the controls. However, the Mule’s thrusters were no match for the platform’s powerful retro rockets, which weren’t just pushing the platform toward the planet; they were dragging the ship down with it too.

Next to Jake, engineer Bill Bulton’s fingers flew over his console. “Godsdamn! Two of the docking clamps on Mining Rig-3 aren’t releasing.” He worked quickly but shook his head. “Something’s wrong. It’s not working; I can’t get it to deploy.”

“Jettison it! Now!” Jake barked.

“Roger that,” Bill replied. “Jettisoning Rig-3.”

Bill’s fingers worked deftly as he attempted to jettison the platform manually by firing the explosive bolts within the docking clamps.

“Godsdamn, I can’t blow the rig. The deployment sequencer isn’t responding,” he yelled over the alarms.

A panicked Kevin Carter, their mission specialist, stuck his head through the cockpit door and yelled, “What’s going on?”

“Nothing good! Strap in, Kid!” Bill yelled over his shoulder. Kevin made his way to his workstation farther back in the small ship and secured his safety harness.

“Fucking third-party, crap equipment,” spat Jake. “I’ll try...” was all he got out before all hell broke loose.

To their horror, the deployment sequencer automatically started to launch Rig-4. As with Rig-3, it failed to detach from the scaffold. Soon its rockets were pushing the ship even faster toward the planet. “Fucking hell!” yelled Jake as he fought with the controls.

As they plummeted downward, the ship was buffeted by the thickening atmosphere. The Mule lurched into a spin. Intense G-forces crushed them into their seats. Then blackness.

––––––––
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As the ship descended farther into the atmosphere, wind shear ripped away the two malfunctioning platforms. These platforms spun wildly out of control until they ultimately disintegrated in the air.

Freed of the malfunctioning rigs, the ship’s automated emergency control system was able to stabilize their harrowing descent enough to ensure a rough but survivable crash landing. On awakening, the men were badly shaken and bruised, but not seriously injured.

––––––––
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Now, nearly a month later, they were still stuck on this steamy mud-ball of a planet. Jake glanced up at the damaged Mule. They had made steady progress with repairs, but it would still be several weeks, he figured, before the ship was patched up enough to get them back up to the Orion, their mothership.

Jake surveyed the mostly barren landscape with its gently rolling, muddy brown hills; it was like a primordial world. Algae and aquatic plants thrived in the nearby stream and lake. A variety of plants had evolved sturdier stems and grew on land, venturing from their original watery homes. Luckily, most were edible, since the emergency rations on board the Mule only lasted them a week. Also, along the lakeshore, there grew tall bamboo-like plants that swayed in the breeze, and primitive palm-like trees, their broad paddle-shaped leaves providing some shade.

In the lake, Jake and his two companions regularly saw fish-like things swimming around singly and in schools, and there were hard-shelled crustaceans clinging to the rocks, all of which proved to be pretty tasty. They also saw flying creatures high in the sky above them. Some were large balloon-like things that just floated in large groups, going wherever the wind took them. There were others that looked more like birds, flying around with their wings, totally in control of where they were going. But they hadn’t seen many land animals, nothing bigger than a mouse so far. There was certainly life on this planet; Jake just hoped most of it stayed far away from them.

It was generally a warm, sunny place, but rain came frequently, every four or five days. Fortunately, the rain only lasted twenty minutes or so before the sun returned. Strangely, it also often rained a thin, slimy mud. It was a phenomenon they couldn’t explain. It left everything coated in a slippery mess until the next cleansing freshwater rain washed much of it away. The medical scanner revealed that the mud was rich in organic compounds and prebiotic chemicals, and thankfully, it wasn’t harmful to humans.

After a few weeks passed, with the heat, the mud, and the rain, they’d gotten used to going without clothes. It was easier; skin could be washed and dried a lot quicker than fabric. Kevin had resisted the longest, wearing his work pants even when they were soaked and dirty. When he finally gave in, Jake and Bill understood his reluctance. The younger man was... well-endowed, and self-conscious about it. He knew they would tease him, and with their growing camaraderie, they of course did.

During their descent, the final two platforms had successfully launched on their own. Rig-5 had crashed a little less than a kilometer from the ship; the other three rigs were emitting radio signals and evidently landed safely.

The crew was salvaging components and parts from Rig-5 to repair the ship. They worked methodically, testing each fix and patch with care. Jake and Bill, being more familiar with the ship’s structure and systems, handled most of the repairs. Kevin knew the mining rigs well and helped with salvage efforts and repairs where he could. He also took on foraging for food, preparing meals, and handling other domestic chores. This routine filled their days, but there was also downtime while tests ran or code compiled.

One afternoon, Bill needed a bit of a break and wandered from camp toward the lake. Cresting a small rise, he saw Kevin lying in a patch of green not far from the lake. Kevin had one hand behind his head, propping it up as he watched his other hand stroke his big, erect dick. Bill smiled; he was seeking some private time himself. His arousal quickened as he descended the slope; he’d been wondering what Kevin’s cock looked like hard.

A few meters away, he stood in the warm mud and began playing with his own dick. Kevin, lost in his own world, didn’t notice and continued slowly running his hand up and down his cock. Hoping for some interactive fun, Bill cleared his throat softly. “Hey, Kev, lookin’ good. Mind a little company?”

Kevin yelped and flipped onto his stomach to conceal himself. “Jeez, you scared the crap out of me.” Then, embarrassed at being caught jerking off, he said, “I... I thought you guys would be busy for a while.”

“Sorry,” Bill said. “Didn’t mean to intrude. But seriously, you want some company? I’m feeling kinda, um, restless myself.”

Kevin rolled onto his side, sitting up, his gaze sweeping over his now mud-caked chest, stomach, and... well, everything. He considered the offer. He liked Bill and Jake; they were good men, and they’d gotten along well since the crash. “Yeah, sure,” he said. “Come on over. Careful, the ground is slick as hell.”

Kevin’s hand returned to his still-aroused member as he watched Bill walk toward him, the older man’s hard dick swaying as he moved. “Kevin, that’s quite the prize-winning cock you got there,” Bill said as he started to squat next to Kevin. But suddenly he slipped, a leg shooting out from under him. He grabbed Kevin’s muscled shoulder, but it was slick with mud too. Bill lost his grip and continued to topple into Kevin, finally landing sprawled out between Kevin’s legs in the slick mud.

They both burst out laughing. “Well, that could’ve been more graceful,” Bill quipped, pushing himself up onto his knees, now straddling one of Kevin’s legs.

“Maybe a bit,” Kevin replied, a grin still on his face.

“Now, what were we doing?” Bill joked, taking hold of his own mud-covered cock and beginning to stroke it. The slick mud provided an unexpectedly good lubricant.

“Right,” Kevin sighed, propping himself up on one hand and stroking his cock with the other.

They watched each other stroke themselves and grew more aroused. Kevin was younger, taller, and more muscular than the two older men. Bill and Jake were of similar height, but Jake’s body was lean and sinewy, not overtly muscular. Bill was bulkier and hairier than the smooth-skinned Jake.

Bill ran a hand over the mud-matted hair on his stomach as he stroked himself, watching Kevin’s hand move rhythmically over his own cock. Bill reached down and gently pulled Kevin’s knee up under his balls. Bill grunted in pleasure, grinding against Kevin’s knee. His orgasm was building faster with this new sensation. Bill gasped, “I’m getting close,” and worked his cock.

“Give me a second to catch up.” Kevin scooped up more mud and increased his pace, pumping his cock faster and harder. He raised his knee a little higher, increasing the pressure on Bill’s ball sack, making the older man groan.

Both men were panting with their efforts. In sync now, they grunted husky-voiced encouragements to each other.

“RAH!” was Bill’s loud, growling moan as he came first. As Bill ground his balls hard against Kevin’s knee, his first two shots of cum flew onto Kevin’s muddy chest; the next two landed on his stomach. The remainder flowed over his hand and got worked into the mud on his rod.

Feeling Bill’s cum hit his body sent Kevin over the edge. Kevin grimaced, his balls pulling up tight to his body as his own cum gushed out of him; his furiously pumping hand sent his jizz flying in all directions. Spent, he let out a sigh and collapsed back in the mud, breathing heavily.

Bill leaned forward, gently lowering himself onto Kevin, their cocks pressed between their hairy bellies. Kevin’s hands found Bill’s flanks and held him close. Bill shifted slightly, creating aftershocks of pleasure in their still-sensitive cocks, causing both men to grunt and shudder.

“Wow,” Kevin said, a genuine smile on his face. “Thanks. I needed that more than I thought.”

Bill leaned down and, cradling the back of Kevin’s head, gave him a quick kiss on the mouth. “My unexpected pleasure,” he replied, returning the smile.

Kevin, pleasantly surprised by this intimacy, ran his hands slowly up and down Bill’s flanks and then around his back to firmly knead his hairy butt. “We should probably clean up,” Kevin said.

“Yeah, ol’ Jake’ll be looking for us,” Bill said, sliding off Kevin.

Kevin stood, offering a hand to Bill and hauling him up, grunting, off the ground. Both men were muddy and grinning at each other.

From the direction of the ship, they heard, “OLD Jake found you!”

Surprised, Bill and Kevin turned to see Jake, whose own dick was covered in mud and dripping cum. Laughing, Jake started clapping his hands in a round of applause and said, “Nice show, gentlemen!”

“Well, it looks like you enjoyed it,” Bill retorted, laughing.

Kevin blushed and gave a crooked grin.

Jake smiled, walking toward them. “I did. But next time, I’m joining in.” He draped an arm around each of their waists as they walked toward the lake. It occurred to Jake that being stranded here for a while might not be so bad after all.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2 – Under the Rig
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Several days later, the sun beat down mercilessly on the muddy terrain as Jake and Kevin worked on mining Rig-5. It blazed hot and bright, but they were fortunate that the star they orbited emitted low levels of ultraviolet radiation, sparing their naked skin from the threat of sunburn. However, the shadow cast by the massive machine offered only minimal relief from the oppressive, humid heat.

The rig loomed over them, a hulking mass of metal and wires, partly disassembled from their salvage efforts. There was a vital component buried deep inside the giant digging machine, a signals module that they needed for repairs in the Mule. Jake lay on his back, partially hidden beneath the rig, his hands working deftly to remove yet another access panel. His arms ached as he loosened the bolts. Despite the discomfort, he focused intently on the task, knowing that retrieving this component was essential for their getting off the planet.

Kevin sat cross-legged beside Jake on one of the large paddle-shaped leaves from the trees around the lake. He held another one of the large leaves overhead. It provided some much-needed shade, which he carefully kept positioned to cover both himself and Jake, but still he was sweating. For the past thirty minutes, Kevin had been diligently passing Jake the tools he needed and setting aside the pieces Jake handed out to him. The rhythmic clinking of tools and frequent curses and grunts from Jake were the only sounds breaking the otherwise still air.

Bill came walking over. “Hi, Kev. I’m heading to the lake. I have some new lures I wanna try,” he said, holding up several small, silvery disks attached to fishhooks he had fashioned. Tucked under his arm was a spool of carbon nanofilament they used as fishing line.

“Fuck!” came a clipped yell from Jake under the machine.

“How’s it going in there?” Bill asked Kevin quietly.

Squinting up at Bill, Kevin said, “Good, I think,” and gave a shrug.

“Okay, I won’t be long. It’s too hot this afternoon,” Bill said, ruffling Kevin’s messy hair and heading off toward the lake.

Kevin smiled as he watched Bill walk away, and then his gaze shifted admiringly to Jake’s lean form. His smooth, dirt-smeared body glistened with sweat, and his cock and balls hung down low between his legs as he worked. He found each of the older men handsome and sexy in his own way.

Kevin was pulled from his musings when Jake called out, “Hand me the five-point spanner ratchet, will ya?” his voice muffled by the machinery. “Wait, first take these,” Jake said, reaching his hand out from under the machine. Kevin scooped up the handful of nuts and bolts from Jake’s hand. As he did, two of the bolts fell. One landed on Jake’s stomach and slid into his sweat-filled navel; the other rolled down, catching in Jake’s wiry pubic hair.

“Oops, um,” Kevin uttered, hesitating for a second about whether to retrieve them.

Jake’s voice came out from inside the machine again, “Don’t lose those!” he admonished.

“Okay!” Kevin replied, awkwardly plucking the first one out of Jake’s navel.

Jake, tickled by Kevin’s fingers, crunched up his abs. “Stop fucking around!” he barked in a laugh. His movements caused the other bolt to slip farther into his bushy pubic hair. Kevin made a grab for it. He had to nudge Jake’s balls aside to catch the bit of metal before it slipped down between Jake’s legs.

“Kevin! Get out of my junk! Where’s that ratchet?” Jake yelled, spreading his fingers wide and shaking his hand for emphasis. He knew the kid was doing his best; he was just giving him a hard time.

Kevin quickly found the tool and passed it to Jake, their fingers brushing together in the exchange. There was some banging and Jake called out, “Take this,” as he slid an access panel out. Kevin put down the giant leaf and carefully lifted the thin metal panel off Jake’s body and leaned it against the side of the rig. He watched Jake wiggle and scoot farther inside the machine, his smooth, sinewy body disappearing into the shadows.

After a few minutes of silence, Jake yelled in frustration. “FUCK!” Then he continued calmly, “Hey, Kevin, sorry bud, but I need you to come in here and help me with this fucker.” His voice echoed slightly.

Kevin peered into the dark space and then crawled under the machine, the space narrowing quickly. Jake was lying on his side and pressing himself against the bulkhead to make room for Kevin as best he could. Kevin wiggled his way into the space on his stomach. He found himself pressed close to Jake, their bodies bumping and touching as he slid in next to him. Kevin was acutely aware of the warm lump of Jake’s crotch pressing against his thigh, sending a wave of heat through his body.

“Can you shine this light up here?” Jake asked, handing over the work light. Kevin held the light steady, illuminating the dark recesses of the machinery. Jake stretched his arms out, working to loosen another bolt. The scent of Jake’s sweat filled the air, a heady, masculine aroma that made Kevin’s heart rev up a bit. Kevin could feel his body reacting, his cock stirring against his will.

“Okay, I got the bolts on top out, but see those bolts farther down there?” Jake said, pointing, his arm brushing against Kevin’s hairy chest. “I can’t quite fucking reach them. Think you can get them with those long arms of yours?”

“Yeah, I’m sure I can,” Kevin said, nodding. He shifted his position to get a better angle. He had to move half on top of Jake and farther into the space, their sweaty bodies sliding together. He could feel Jake’s breath on his side, the warmth of his body heating his own. He stretched, reaching out and struggling with the ratchet to loosen the first bolt. He tried to focus on the task at hand.

Kevin’s armpit was just above Jake’s head; his ribs were by Jake’s cheek. Jake watched Kevin’s torso stretch and strain as he worked. He admired Kevin’s young body and the way his muscles flexed with each movement. The scent of Kevin’s sweat filled Jake’s nostrils, a primal smell.

“Here,” Kevin said, passing a bolt to Jake. “There’re two more; I’ll just be another couple minutes.” Kevin tried to concentrate on loosening the bolts while trying to avoid pressing his inadvertent hard-on against Jake.

“I need to get a little farther in,” Kevin said and shifted his position to reach the final two bolts deeper in the crawl space. As he did so, Jake could feel Kevin’s hard-on pressing between them, the sensation sending a jolt of lust through him.

“Sorry about that,” Kevin muttered, his face flushing with embarrassment. “It’s a bit... um, close in here.”

“No problem,” Jake said. “You’re doing good, Kevin.”

Jake hesitated but couldn’t help himself. He tilted his head up and took a long inhale of Kevin’s armpit just above him. Kevin felt Jake’s breath, a long exhale, on his side.

In the dim light, Jake watched the sweat rolling down Kevin’s ribs. It was right by his face, glistening on his tanned skin. As his own cock puffed up, Jake couldn’t take it anymore. “Fuck it,” he whispered and leaned in and licked the salty droplets. Then Jake pressed his lips to Kevin’s skin, kissing him, his hands venturing onto the younger man’s body.

Kevin glanced back, a surprised laugh escaping his lips. “Jake, what are you...?” he started to ask, thinking Jake was just goofing around.

Jake glanced up at Kevin; the look in his eyes was serious, filled with a hunger that Kevin recognized. Jake wiggled a hand between them, his fingers wrapping around Kevin’s hard-on. “Jeez, Kev, your dick is huge!” Jake said admiringly. He stroked it as best he could in the tight space, their sweat providing a reasonable lubricant.

Kevin hadn’t expected this, but the sensation was too good to resist. He scooted backward, his body sliding over and then pressing tightly against Jake’s. Now face to face, they looked into each other’s eyes for a moment. Jake was giving Kevin a chance to tell him to back off. Kevin was hoping Jake would continue. In silent agreement, they kissed eagerly in the confined space, mashed their lips together, smearing spit across their cheeks. Their tongues darted together, the taste of sweat and desire filling their mouths.

Jake’s hands moved over Kevin’s sweaty back and down to his smooth, firm butt. He pulled Kevin tight to him. Kevin moaned into Jake’s mouth and pumped his body against the older man.

They moved together, their cocks rubbing between their sweaty bodies. They found a rhythm together, each man’s movement syncing with the other’s. Sweat made their bodies slick, but the friction was still intense with Kevin’s body hair. Their pleasure built quickly. They panted and groaned together, their breaths mixing in the hot, humid confines of the workspace.

“Oh shit, oh shit, I’m gonna...” Kevin gasped, his body tensing as he neared the edge.

“Me too,” Jake huffed, his own body on the brink. “Keep going,” he whispered hoarsely.

Kevin’s face grimaced; he grunted and then groaned, “Ah!” squeezing his eyes tightly shut.

Jake called out, “Oh fuck! Fuck! FUCK!”

Bucking their bodies together, they both came. They shuddered against one another as their loads spilled out between them. Finally, they lay there for a moment, panting and spent, their hearts pounding in sync. Jake released his arms from around Kevin.

“Wow! Jake, um, sorry, that kinda came out of nowhere. I was really horny,” Kevin said.

“What? No! No worries, buddy. I’m the one that started it,” Jake replied reassuringly. “And it sure beats whacking off alone,” Jake said, sliding a hand up the young man’s body and pulling his head in for a final, quick kiss. “Now scoot out of here, I need some water.”

Kevin pushed himself awkwardly backward, sliding down Jake’s body and smearing their cum over his chest and giving Jake’s abs a lick as he went by.

They emerged from under the machine, their bodies covered with sweat and cum. As they stood up into the sunlight, they found Bill standing there shaking his head, a grin on his face and a knowing look in his eyes.

“Well, well, well,” Bill said, shaking his head. “Looks like you two have been... hard at work.”

Jake and Kevin exchanged a glance, their faces flushing with a mix of embarrassment and satisfaction. They couldn’t help but laugh, any tension broken by Bill’s teasing tone.

“Well, Kevin here was just, uh, helping me get the module,” Jake said, a smirk playing on his lips.

Kevin nodded, a shy grin on his face. “Yeah, I was just... helping Jake.”

“Right. Looks like you helped him loosen up a few nuts. Four, to be exact,” Bill remarked, pointing to their balls. “And yet, I still don’t have a signals module to install in the Mule.” Jake and Kevin glanced at each other, exchanging sheepish smiles.

“Oh yeah,” said Kevin, “there’s only a couple more bolts to undo. I can get the unit.” He knelt down and disappeared back under the rig.

Bill gave Jake a lecherous grin and shook his head again. “What?” Jake asked, feigning insult at the unspoken accusation.

“Nothin’ at all, you old dog,” Bill replied, and then he ran a couple of fingers through the mess smeared on Jake’s stomach and wiped it on his friend’s sweaty shoulder.

“Wait a minute,” Jake said in a harsh whisper. “You’re the one that fuckin’ jerked off with him down by the lake!” Jake accused Bill with a smile.

“What? That just happened by accident,” Bill said, trying to sound hurt and defensive.

“Oh sure, you accidentally pulled your pud and jizzed all over the kid,” Jake retorted.

They both laughed at that. “Obviously we’re both just a couple lechers,” Bill said. He then reached out a hand behind Jake’s neck and pulled him close. Jake returned the gesture, and they stood there for a couple of breaths, their foreheads together. “Go get cleaned up. I’ll wait for the kid,” Bill said. As Jake passed by, Bill gave him a sharp swat on the ass.

Jake turned and gave him a wink.

Within a few minutes, Kevin’s long legs came kicking out from under the rig. Squinting in the bright light, he handed the small, boxy component up to Bill. “Good job, Kev,” Bill said, reaching a hand down and helping Kevin up.

Kevin hesitated for a moment, uncertain of where he stood with these two men. He still wasn’t sure of the nature of Jake and Bill’s relationship and didn’t want to cause problems or come between them. Kevin asked, “Everything alright?”

Sensing Kevin’s uncertainty, Bill said sincerely, “Yeah, yeah, no problem at all. We’re all just blowing off steam, helping each other get through this. And we will get through it.” Putting a hand on Kevin’s shoulder, he said, “You’re doing great. We’re lucky you are here.”

The two men started to hug each other, but then Bill thought better of it given the matted mess of cum on Kevin’s chest and stomach. Bill just smiled and said, “Now go get cleaned up. Jake’s down at the lake. Make sure he doesn’t drown, will ya?”

Kevin laughed and said, “Will do,” accompanied by a lackadaisical salute, and he headed to the lake.

––––––––
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Kevin found Jake floating on his back in the cool, clear water, washing away the grime from under the rig. Kevin waded in with a splash. He dipped himself into the water, scrubbing at the residue of his and Jake’s encounter. Then he leisurely floated out and joined Jake in cooling off in the humid afternoon air.

“Alright, I should get back to the ship. See if Bill needs any help,” Jake said, wading toward the shallow, muddy bank.

“I’ll go with you,” Kevin said, following Jake. As he lifted his right leg out of the water, he felt a strange, tight constriction around his lower leg.

He looked down and froze. “Uh, crap! Jake? Take a look at this.”

Wrapped tightly around his ankle was a ribbon-thin, pale brown creature, its slick skin glistening in the sun. It looked like a tiny, smooth-skinned snake, no thicker than a man’s pinky finger.

Jake squatted











d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
, ’ o
- e
;/7’.’;";’2\ L
P TEN ‘??' .
y A A /
z \

s 4
o VEE
” ""L&,i';,

A Homoerotic Sci-Fi Adventure





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
/<





d2d_images/scene_break.png





