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2076




The world had gone nuts. Well, actually that wasn't quite correct. The universe had gone nuts. People had been predicting something like this would happen ever since the various governments had held a summit meeting and decided to step up deep space exploration some fifty years ago.

Now they finally had their answer to whether or not they were alone in the universe. Even now, six months after the aliens had landed, Flight Lieutenant Mark Dwyer still had trouble believing everything that had taken place. His head was still reeling from the fact that aliens actually existed, let alone that they were humanoid in form.

Right this second, the last thing Mark wanted to be thinking about was extraterrestrial beings. He had twenty-four hours' leave from RAAF base Richmond before he had to report back for duty. Ever since the damn aliens had landed, Mark hadn't had a single day off base and he needed to get laid in the worst way possible.

Mark showered and dressed in the tightest pair of jeans he owned. He knew his ass looked good in them, and he hoped he might be able to garner some attention tonight. He threw on a black T-shirt and laced up his boots. One last look in the bathroom mirror and Mark splashed on a little cologne and ran a comb through his short dark hair.

He walked back into his room and checked his wallet to make sure he had plenty of cash, stashed a couple of condoms and a lube packet inside it, then shoved it in his back pocket along with his phone. As much as Mark would love to leave the damn phone behind, he couldn't. Even though he was technically on leave until eighteen hundred tomorrow, he could still be recalled to base at any time.

Mark ran his fingers through his hair one last time. Satisfied with how he looked, Mark picked up his helmet and jacket and locked the door behind him. He shrugged into the jacket and wandered down the short path from his door to where his bike was parked, then straddled the machine. Once his helmet was in place, Mark started his custom-made Harley Davidson.

His bike was his pride and joy and he rode it whenever he got a chance. That wasn't to say he didn't also have a truck, he just preferred his bike to any other mode of transport, except of course the fighter jets he flew for a living.

The deep rumbling growl of his bike sent vibrations shooting through his body and settled in his balls. Mark felt his cock twitch, as it often did whenever he rode, and palmed his package, enjoying the sensations for a moment.

"You gonna sit there and play with yourself all night, Lieutenant, or are we going to blow this popsicle stand and go and get laid?" Jeffery 'Van' Donovan, Mark's best friend and fellow pilot, asked from the back of his own bike.

Mark flicked up the visor on his helmet, then gave his friend the one-fingered salute. "Where're the others?" he called, wanting to know where Nemo, Sticks and Doc were. Mark had his own nickname, but under threat of pain of death, none of his friends used it. Mark had been given 'Top-Gun' as he graduated first in his class. Only those who wanted to piss him off used his nickname.

Van looked behind him and Mark followed his gaze. He saw the SUV with the other three members of their group drive round the corner and pull to a stop just behind Van.

The driver's window wound down and Scott 'Nemo' Fisher stuck his head out. "What the fuck are we waiting for? Let's get the hell out of here before someone changes their mind."

"The man's got a point, for once in his life," Van remarked and chuckled.

Nemo just stuck his finger up at Van and wound the window up again. Mark shook his head at his friend's antics. He would swear on a bloody bible some days he was surrounded by toddlers. Not wanting to hang around any longer than necessary, Mark slapped his visor down, kicked up the stand and took off. Van soon pulled up beside him and kept pace while the SUV followed them.

They took the streets through the base at a slow steady pace. They had to stop when they arrived at the guard gate, but a quick check of the logs and they were allowed to pass through. He waved at the guards as they took off once again. Mark let go of the breath he'd been holding, afraid the man was going to stop them. Once out on the streets of Richmond, Mark opened up his baby as he headed towards the city and what would hopefully be a most enjoyable night. Six months without enjoying another's touch, Mark was on edge. With the way he was feeling, he'd probably go off like a horny fucking teenager the second some guy touched him.

He knew a lot of the guys fooled around with others on base, but Mark had a specific you-don't-shit-where-you-eat policy. It had kept him from having to deal with the inevitable crap he'd seen others go through when their little trysts had gone downhill faster than they could say 'fuck it'.

Mark knew he wasn't the only one looking forward to tonight. Their entire group had been on lockdown for the last six months, and no matter how many times you jacked off in the showers, it just didn't compare to sinking your dick into a nice tight ass or having a warm wet mouth swallow you whole.

"Fuck," Mark muttered as his cock took keen interest in his thoughts. He had a long ride in front of him and he couldn't afford to be distracted. Mark glanced to his right and was happy to see Van right alongside him.

It took them a good hour or so to make it in to the city, but Mark didn't care. They needed a break and had to get away from the base. He was sick of being confined to the base without days off, all because fucking aliens decided it was time to come out of hiding and show themselves. Mark had been looking forward to tonight for weeks.

Mark shook his head lightly. He was not going to think about that right now. Tonight he was on the prowl and there was no way in hell he was leaving the bar alone.

They were lucky and found parking just down the road from where they planned to eat dinner. It was nothing fancy, just a good old-fashioned pub with burgers, fish and chips and steak. The beer was cold and the food was plentiful and cheap, which was rare these days.

Van parked beside him and Nemo pulled the SUV in to the other empty space two spots down.

Michael 'Doc' Clarkson, Stone 'Sticks' Barkley and Nemo all piled out of the car and met Van and Mark on the sidewalk.

"You have no idea how badly my mouth is salivating at the thought of not having to eat base food tonight," Doc said as they started the short walk back to the pub.

"Oh yeah, I do. I can't wait to get my hands on one of their smoked hickory bacon burgers," Sticks announced as he licked his lips.

Mark shook his head, but he didn't comment. He wasn't about to tell them he felt the same bloody way. The food on base was all right, but it wasn't anything to write home about, and after six months with nothing but, Mark was starting to wonder if his taste buds were dying.

They walked inside and the scents of beer, food and numerous bodies hit Mark. The noise level wasn't too deafening, for which Mark was thankful. He was sure when they headed off to the clubs later that he would have his share of the thumping brain numbing music.

Now though, there were televisions set up all around the joint. Some showed different sporting events, others had some music channel counting down to something or other. The music played in the background, not loud enough that people couldn't talk and be heard without having to yell.

"Grab a booth and I'll get the first round," Van said as he headed off to the bar. Sticks went with him to help carry the beers back. Mark looked around the dimly lit room, spotted a couple of empty booths over to the left, and headed in that direction.

Mark slid in and Doc sat beside him while Nemo took a seat on the other side. They all picked up a copy of the laminated menu that sat on the table and looked it over. The only thing Mark was looking for was whether they had changed the menu since they'd last been here. They still offered Mark's double beef and bacon burger and that was all he cared about.

He set down the menu just as Van and Sticks got back with the drinks. Mark picked his beer up and skulled half of it in one go. "Oh God, that's good," he said as he placed the glass back on the table.

He watched as the others all did something similar, their expressions of bliss matching his.

Mark looked up as a perky blonde in shorts and a shirt that was probably three sizes too small for her came to a stop at the end of their booth.

"Evening, boys, you know what you want?" she asked them as she pulled out the little notepad from her half apron and removed a pencil from behind her ear. A lot of places had brought in all sorts of technology that the waiters entered the order on and it spat out somewhere in the kitchen, but not this place. They kept things old school, and Mark liked that fact just as much as he liked the food. They went round the table and they all ordered.

"Food shouldn't be too long, maybe twenty minutes or so," their waitress said.

"Thanks," Doc replied before she turned and headed to the kitchen to place their orders.

They settled back and just talked shit until their food arrived. Doc went to the bar and got them a second round of drinks when everyone was empty. Their conversation stayed well clear of work or the reason they'd been denied leave for such a long period of time. Mark had to admit that it was nice to be able to leave all that crap behind him, if only for the night.

Their food arrived and talk became nonexistent unless they counted the moans of pleasure. It was far too early in the night for those types of noises to be coming from them, but really, Mark couldn't argue as he bit into his burger again. The juices ran down the side of his hand, and the tender beef patties, perfectly seasoned and cooked, the melted cheese stuck to the roof of his mouth and the crispness of the salad ingredients all led to Mark joining the others in displaying his pleasure at his meal.

After working his way through half his burger, Mark came up for air, drank down some beer and then started to make a dent on the huge pile of chips that came with his meal.

"Jesus Christ is that ever good," Nemo said from across the table as he took another bite of his own burger.

"You got that right," Doc muttered from around a mouthful of food.

Van and Sticks didn't comment, both too busy eating.

All too soon, the plates were clean and napkins were employed to wipe hands and faces. Mark sat back as far as the booth would allow him and sighed in satisfaction. What a perfect way to start his night, he thought. He hoped the rest of the evening went just as well.

They sat back to relax for a little while and let their meals settle. They didn't drink anymore as they still had another destination to get to tonight, and even though only three of them were driving Doc and Sticks didn't order another beer.

Mark looked at his watch some time later and noticed it was getting on to ten. "Well, boys, I think it's time we make a move. I can hear the sweet little things calling my name from here," Mark said as he signalled their waitress and requested the bill. Snickers from around the table greeted his announcement along with agreement.

"Time to go have some well-earned and well-deserved fun," Van agreed.

"Sounds like the perfect plan to me," Doc said as he stood and pulled out his wallet. They all laid down a twenty, plenty to cover their food and a generous tip for their waitress, then headed for the door.

Mark's cock started to thicken as his thoughts zeroed in on the fact that he was now on the prowl and would hopefully be getting some action shortly.

They strolled back to where they'd parked their vehicles and decided on which club they were going to try their luck at first. Choice made, Mark straddled his bike, grinned wickedly at Van as the man looked at him and then pulled his helmet on to the sounds of Van's laughter.

The vibrations from his bike once again settled in his aching balls, and Mark pulled out alongside Van as they followed behind the SUV.


Chapter Two




Connor Harris groaned as the phone beside him rang. He really didn't want to answer it, he was loving his peace and quiet and he was finally feeling well enough to enjoy it. The phone thankfully stopped its incessant noise and Connor settled back on the couch and pointed the remote at the television. He couldn't decide what he felt like watching, so he was channel surfing. He'd settle on a program and watch it for five minutes, then get bored and find something else. He'd been doing this for the last hour.

The damn phone started up again and Connor sighed in resignation as he reached down to the floor and picked it up. He swiped his finger across the screen to answer the call and lifted the damn thing to his ear.

"This had better be a damn emergency," he groused.

"It will be soon if you don't get your ass into gear and get down to The Closet." His best friend, Angel Montgomery, screeched at him through the phone.

Connor groaned again. "Why the hell would I want to do that?" he asked. "You know I've been on death's bloody door for what feels like forever."

"You've been sick for a week, you big cry baby."

"Really? Is that all?" He paused and thought about it for a second. "It feels like longer. Surely it was longer than that?"

Angel grunted. His friend sounded disgusted with him and Connor couldn't help but smile. "I'll give you ten days…maximum."

"I'll take it. Now that we've settled the argument of how long I've been sick, why are you bothering me when I'm only just starting to feel better?"

"Because, as I know from personal experience, the world continues on around you no matter how well you feel."

Connor remembered that a month ago Angel had come down with the same illness that he had just suffered through. The doctors were just diagnosing it as a particularly nasty strain of the common cold. Connor wasn't sure if the docs knew what the hell they were talking about. He'd had colds before. Bad ones even, and none of them had made him feel like this. Connor had been laid up in bed for a week, his stomach cramping. His body felt like it was trying to turn itself inside out. He was freezing one moment and sweating profusely the next. His throat felt raw and Connor'd had trouble keeping anything down for the entire time. Today was the first day he'd felt nearly human again.

"So what's the world been up to while I've been dying?" Connor asked.

"What's the date today?" Angel asked him instead of answering his question.

"How the bloody hell should I know? I barely know what day it is let alone the damn date."

Angel grunted. "Just think about it for a minute. I have faith, misguided as it might be, that it will come to you."

Connor wracked his brain. What was
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