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Chapter One

 


I’m not who you think I am. I’m never
who I appear to be. I am the wind. I am the shadow that fades
quietly into the night. I am the assassin.

And tonight I was almost done with my
assignment. At that time, my hips were thrusting in tune with loud
Poradu drums. I was wearing a small leather pouch, cupping my
erection as I spun and grinned. I bent to show the crowd of Poradu
royals my tight ass. Black hair was ruffled on my head, creating a
wild array of strands. All I had to do was get the attention of the
king and see if he wanted a little after the celebration fun. I
wasn’t exactly hard on the eyes. My training as an assassin kept me
in fit shape. I had nicely cut abs, well-defined arms and legs
along with a well-endowed penis. It was currently hard between my
legs, cramped in the pouch as I slowly stood. All right, it was
time to get ahead of the four other men dancing. I knew my talent,
and it was time to use my training. I spun, catching eyes with the
king. His blond hair slicked back and his lips pursed in pout. I
grinned, pushing my arms out and puffing my chest. Then the music
began to beat faster. I front flipped, making the crowd of royals
gasp. I made sure my thigh muscles flexed as I reached left with
both arms and then right. I jiggled my ass cheeks, keeping my eyes
on the king.

His immature pout turned into a raised
brow.

I rocked my hips back and forth,
thrusting into the air. My breath was hitched as I performed
another back flip, landing perfectly before moving to my knees. I
gyrated my entire body, working the sensual movement from my chest
down my abs and ending with another thrust of my hips. My cock was
rock hard by now, each movement sending the pouch bobbing. Talk
about an easy job. I liked having all the eyes on me, although the
male eyes pleased me more than the females. It was all about the
promise of pleasure. I jerked forward to all fours. My muscles
flexing, I crawled like the slave I was pretending to be. I
slithered, taking my time, licking my lips as I worked my way
closer to the king.

His thin lips lifted into a smile as
he watched me. King Faldor’s hand moved lower on his body, gripping
his prick through the folds of his bright blue robes.

Well, at least I knew he was
interested. All I needed was a few moments alone with him. I moved
to my knees, easing back, making my covered erection the focus. All
eyes were on me. The other men stopped dancing, fading away into
the crowd. I reached my hands over my chest, gliding them down my
skin, misted with sweat, then down the leather pouch. I gripped my
erection, letting a little gasp escape my control before pulling
the thin string that kept me covered.

The leather pouch shifted slowly, and
I inched my hips upward, which caused my cock to be revealed inch
by delicious inch. When the leather slapped against my thigh I
thrust upward. The foreskin on my cock had retracted, baring the
red, round head and my slit leaking pre-cum. The white cream
dripped down my shaft amid the whistles and shouts in the
crowd.

Good, I got the royals’ attention and
now for the king. I spun on my knees, bending so my ass was toward
him. He sat a few feet away on his pillows surrounded by guards and
slaves. I wiggled, my dick swinging, my balls shifting with each
movement. I rolled forward, jerked left at the last moment so I
landed on my knees. The drums began to slow, ease the song to its
end. I cart wheeled, showing off my nude body. My cock bounced and
bobbed as my hips wrenched left and then right. As the last beat
resonated in the chamber, I faced the king, head down, arms behind
my back and chest rising quickly with each breath. I grinned,
licking my bottom lip.

When he returned the smile, I knew I
had him.

King Faldor stood and the room quieted
except for the quick breaths from my mouth. He lifted a thin arm
and pristine finger, pointing it at me.

I walked slowly, making sure my cock
did the talking. A few hands from the crowd reached out, and I felt
fingers on my ass cheek. One brave royal even went so far as to cup
my balls, and my steps faltered. There’s only so much a man can
take before distraction kicks in.

“Enough!” The king
addressed the crowd. “I pick him.”

And the date for his death was
set.

I was covered with a white robe and
quickly ushered out of the room. A chill swept over my body as
fellow slaves led me through empty corridors of gold. This place
made me glad I was who I was and that my mission would give this
world hope. This planet was growing in slavery, and the king here
was behind it. As I walked the halls barefoot, I thought of the
group that hired me. A simple job, kill the king, any way you can.
They were former royals, freed slaves and families of those he
kidnapped to make part of his harem. Very few knew that the king
enjoyed men more than women.

I was pushed into a room, where an
overly round woman pulled my robe off. I took stock of my
surroundings as she splashed water over my skin, rubbing every inch
with a warm sponge infused with rose. The smell was nauseating, but
I focused on the task. I’d have to get the king good and hot in
order to gain the upper hand. Thankfully, he wasn’t a hideous toad.
I’d have to use my bare hands. Perhaps there was a length of silk I
could strangle the king with or a candlestick I could stick down
his throat. It’s not like I could keep a weapon on me. The woman
quickly washed my cock, giggling before splashing me with more warm
water. I was placed in front of a mirror where a rush of air
brushed over my flesh and instantly dried me.

From here, I was given my white robe,
tucking it over my shoulders and using the clasp to cover my
erection. Then I was once again in the hall. There was a large arch
door with various symbols cut into the gold. They opened and the
slave nudged me forward.

Ah, the king’s bedchamber.

The room was filled with luxurious
items and technology far advanced for this planet. I eyed several
rare laser guns but alas, all locked up. Shame, that would have
made this too easy. I could have spent the night in bed with a real
man at the tavern. There was a flash of light, and the king
teleported into the bedroom. It was my cue to go into role. I
instantly knelt, the white rob over my body like a blanket of snow.
With my head lowered, I simply waited for his
instructions.

I hid the frown as I heard two sets of
footprints. The guards were at the door, waiting stone-like as the
king stepped before me. Well, fuck.

“You have pleased your
king with that dance.” The king’s fingers thread through my
hair.

“It is my honor to please
you, sir,” I said, not choking on the words.

The king lifted my chin. Our eyes
locked as candles around the room sparked to life. “That is why you
are here in my presence. You have the pleasure of being in my
bedchamber,” he said arrogantly.

“Yes, sir.” I replied
quietly while my mind worked at the new issue of the guards. Maybe
I could get him in the bathroom. There were plenty of opportunities
and items to take his life in there. I almost felt bad for the
deception but after going through his town and seeing the suffering
he caused, I knew this king deserved every bit of pain.

“Take off your robe,” he
said, motioning for me to stand up.

I stood, brushing the robe off my
shoulders so I stood naked before him. My erection was still in
place, ready to play. “My king, may I make a
suggestion?”

“No,” he answered quickly
before reaching down and grabbing my dick. My hips thrust as his
fingers wrapped around the shaft.

“My king, I would like to
show you our custom of washing,” I said quietly, trying to be
submissive. With my muscle and height, it was a challenging thing
to project.

The king stopped, and then he removed
his own robes, revealing a flabby chest and narrow hips. His cock
was smaller than average but very wide. Pre-cum smeared across the
rounded tip. “Explain.”

“My king, it is my
family’s custom to rub the intended pleasure seeker with water.
Using a sponge to please every inch of skin before being
dominated.” Yes, I made every word up as I spoke. I learned to
think quickly on my feet over the years.

The king narrowed his eyes before
scratching his balls and pumping his shaft. “That is...acceptable.”
He then walked to the door on the left.

I kept my head lowered, following like
a good slave. This place could make a man fall to his knees.
Everything was gold, from the walls to the tiled floor to the
massive sink and a bathing tub big enough to hold ten men. The king
clapped his hands and the tub began to fill with water, steam
already rising from it and dancing in the air to silent music
before evaporating. “You may suck my dick until the water is
raised.”

What a fucking
honor. I nodded and grinned, moving to my
knees. My hands began to rub and cup his equipment. I heard the
king groan and checked the mirror for any company.
Good, all alone. I
quickly placed my mouth on his dick, sucking heartily so that the
king groaned loudly. His skin was salty and bitter, which made we
wince. I then rubbed my palm over his balls. I tugged them hard and
brought the king to his knees. In moments, I pushed him to the
ground, grabbed the nearest towel, straddled his body and placed
the fabric over his nose and mouth.

“Oh yes, yes, my king!” I
started moaning loud to cover the sounds of the king suffocating.
He was fighting me but had no chance of winning. My arms flexed, as
did the muscles in my thighs. It was little effort to hold the
towel, keeping his body beneath mine. His struggles began to wane.
“Yes, please yes.” I kept up the charade. “Fuck me harder!” I put
some moans into the words as the man beneath me began to still.
When his body went limp, I grabbed his head in my hands and snapped
his neck. “Yes, more!” I covered the cracking sound with yells of
pleasure. Although my hard-on hadn’t diminished, there was no way I
was getting off on this madness. Adrenaline pumped through my body
as I stood.

Another mission done.

I stood, stretching before
staring down at the body. Another death by my hands, surely my soul
was as black as night by now. I knelt beside the body, knowing the
guards would not check for some time. The king’s eyes were open,
wide, staring blankly behind my shoulder. I closed them, placed his
hands over his chest and wished him peace in the afterlife. There
was no need to be a barbarian as well as an assassin. I checked the
door, gave off a few more moans. The guards hadn’t come running
yet. A very good thing.
I held out my hand, rubbing my thumb over the
small scar on my hand. It wasn’t from any wound. Beneath the skin
was a transmitter, and I just sent the signal to my ship. It would
be here in a few minutes.

“Trouble, sir?”

There was also a small device behind
my ear and the artificial intelligence that was my ship spoke. It
was a female, surprisingly, soft spoken with a gentle tone. “Escape
and Evade.” I gave her the command quietly, checking the guards
once more. There were no signs of anyone rushing in.

“Understood, sir. ETA
three minutes.”

Nice. I moved to the window over the bathing tub. Working the
glass open inch by inch so it wouldn’t squeak. “Oh, yeah. Harder,
harder,” I said loud enough for the guards to hear then stuck my
head out the window. It was a serious drop, about forty feet. I
glanced up and began to shift to the edge of the window. If only I
had my launcher. I found handholds, balancing my body weight
precariously as I began to climb the side of the building. My bare
toes scraped hard brick blocks looking for small coves I could use.
I kept my hips thrust out slightly. No way was I going to chance
scraping my cock. Sweat began to mist my skin, as there was no
breeze to speak of. Below
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