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Prologue

 


My goal in life was to be
a chef. Problem
was I lived on a tiny world at the edge of
the colonized planets called Verax. No hover vehicles, no virtual
toys, no advanced medical devices. When I turned eighteen, I left
my parents, this backwater planet and made my way to the Central
Planet to become a famous chef.

Things didn’t go
quite as planned.

I was in enemy hands, I was only
wearing a miniature chef’s hat over my dick, and I was about to be
shot out of the spaceship. Nope, didn’t go as planned…


Chapter One

 


Dreams are expensive. It’s
a fact I learned over the two years I’d been off my home planet.
Thank the universe I was hot. No, not being cocky. I worked my body
hard so when I took off my clothes off, I was pleasing to all eyes.
That’s how I was caught up in my current employment, a server at
Lucas’s bar. It was a step toward being a chef. The money was good
and I liked showing off my body. A few years here and I’d have
enough currency to go to the Central Planet for schooling. The
Central Planet had the best technology, the best schools, the best
chance of conquering my dreams but it was fucking expensive. You
see, I worked and lived in a sphere. There were two orbs above the
planet. Each with their own oxygen generators, living quarters,
small businesses. All real cheap. Every planet would know me by
name, the famous chef Vernon McSpire. Until then I was living in a
crappy apartment on the sphere, thousands of miles above the
beautiful Central Planet. Oh, and I served food in my underwear to
pay the rent.

“Hey, Vern.” Rei was one
of the servers here too. He’d been on this sphere for four years
and before that on the northern hemisphere
one.

“How you doing today?” I
gave him my best smile. What? He was hot too.

“Feeling frisky?” He
chuckled. Rei was my height at five feet eleven. His hair was a
soft blond that tickled the nape of his neck. I’d seen many a man
over the years grab his locks and pull him in for a kiss. The
fucker blushed every time. “You ready to shake it?”

“It’s not like a have a
choice.” I shuffled around in the back room of the bar and started
to pull my shirt off. I wasn’t bulked up with muscle and neither
was he. I had a flat stomach and a nice tan. My arm muscles flexed
and bunched as I reached for my pants. I glanced up as
Mickale walked in.

He was the last man in our
serving group. Ale was a sight that made cocks harden and weep.
He was pure muscle with a big bulge between his legs and a smile
that always made me clench my ass cheeks. Gorgeous fucker. His hair
was the color of a soft night with a few blue streaks. “Rei. Vern.”
He stopped at a side table and pulled off his
shirt.

I slowly unbelted my pants
and watched him. Rei cleared his throat loudly and I got the hint.
The last thing we needed was some sex between friends. Ale had a
track record for boyfriends as long as my arm. And we couldn’t
break up our group. Out of everyone, the three of us made the most
money in tips. Thank the universe for horny, rich people. I tugged
my pants down and shoved my clothes on the table before me. It was
a platform a few inches from the ground and supported by the
wall. We all wore matching work gear, as we called it. Today was a
pair of low-slung, black shorts that clung to
our asses and cocks like a second skin. My gaze lingered on Ale.
Damn, the man was fucking hung. I blew out a breath and adjusted my
dick. Hey, the harder we looked the better our tips
were.

“You ready to make them
scream?” Ale asked and winked at me.

I snorted. We headed toward the arched
entrance with the holographic curtain over it. When I walked
through, the image flickered. I was faced with the sights, smells,
and sounds of my day job.

“Our sexiest trio is now
serving!” a loud, obnoxious voice came over the rush of music. I
stood between Rei and Ale. We all lifted our hands, tangled our
fingers, and smiled. A guitar played a soft, almost sad melody. I
had to wait for the drums before we started. One. Two. Three. The
patrons in the seedy bar looked up from their drinks and games. Rei
shook his hips first, I joined in, and then Ale.

“Who wants another drink
from a sexy motherfucker like that?” Our boss’s voice broke through
the music long enough to try to make more money.

We all broke contact, spun around, and
jiggled our asses. I bent over, hands on my thighs and glanced at
Ale. He smiled at me and there was no way I couldn’t return the
favor. I looked at Rei who was the quieter of us. He shyly looked
away. The drums stopped. That was our cue to stop showing off our
asses and start serving drinks. The night had begun.


Chapter
Two

 


“Hello, sir, what can I
get for you?” I walked barefoot to my side of the bar. The place
wasn’t that big. It had nine tables; two had technology in the
center for various games the patrons could bet on. There wasn’t a
look to
the place either. The tables were plain brown and
the walls a beige color. One wall had floor to ceiling windows that
showed off the planet below us. The music streamed from the counter
where the boss stood making drinks. He didn’t trust any of us not
to fuck him over if we made drinks. Can I get an eye roll? The
front door was holographic. The image switched every five minutes
from a naked man grabbing his cock to a sexy woman with her hands
cupping her tits. We had something for everyone here as long as you
wanted it cheap.

“Get me a Nasty with two
shots of Ressel.” This guy with the gray streaks in his hair and a
gut that could suffocate a lover knew what he wanted.

“Coming right up.” I spun,
wiggled my ass, and rushed to the bar. Ale left as I placed my
order and returned to drop the drinks off. They were already
starting a game of what looked like Morris’s War. I went to my next
group. “What can I get for you?”

“Your sexy ass.” There
were four guys at the table, all tan skin with dark hair and
beautiful blue eyes.

“Gotta buy me drink
first.” I winked at the horny one that spoke.

“Done. Bring us all a
round of Ressel shots and one for the sexy server.”

Not bad looking either. “Sure thing,
handsome.” I turned around and felt a hand land on my ass cheek. I
smiled and went to get his drinks. Maybe if I flirted enough I’d
get extra tips. My weekly credits went straight to my savings for
chef school, after rent that is. Tips were for food, clothes, and
once in a while a bottle of real cheap Ressel. I waited, bopping
back and forth to the music so I’d catch a few looks. When the
drinks were loaded onto my tray, I returned to the blue-eyed table.
“Here you go.” I watched as the guy stuck his thumb on the table
payment pad. Once confirmed I placed the drinks down. I grabbed the
extra one and winked at him.

“I think you should sit on
my lap while you drink that.” He threw back his drink and then
wiped an escaped drop with the back of his hand.

“Baby, for two credits,
I’ll sit on your lap and squirm.” I get money, he gets to feel a
hot guy up, and my boss gets repeat customers. Ah, the life on the
sphere.

He pulled two credit coins from his
pocket and placed them on the table.

I smiled and slid them
off. There was a small pocket at the rim of my shorts. I stuffed
them in, closed the pocket, and bent over the table. I made sure my
legs were spread so he would get a nice view of my ass. Those
squats were a bitch but they paid off in the end. I wiggled and
placed the shot glass to my lips. My tongue flicked out and ran
along the rim before I tipped the glass back. It wasn’t actually
Ressel in there. It was flavored water. That way the boss would
save money and he wouldn’t have drunk employees. I smacked my lips
together and rolled. I landed in his lap. Yeah, he was interested.
I felt his hard bulge under my thigh.

“You are real nice to look
at.”

A compliment. That was unusual. Most
patrons were cruder. “You should see me naked.” I skimmed my hands
up his sides.

“And what does a man have
to do for a private dance?” One hand slid across my
waist.

“I don’t dance, handsome,
I cook. A private meal would cost…” I paused like I was
thinking about it. “More than you can afford.” I leaned forward,
licked his bottom lip, and stood. “You want anything else to
drink?

The man scoffed. His companions
chuckled but one eyed me too thoroughly. I’d have to watch out for
him. “Bring us more Ressel!” they all cheered and slammed their
fists on the tabletop.

I went for more, shaking my ass as I
went. Rei was bent over a table while some guy squeezed his ass
cheeks and of course, there was a soft blush forming on his cheeks.
I had no idea why Rei did this because he wasn’t a flirt like Ale
and me. Speaking of … I waited for my drinks and found Ale. It was
hard to miss him. He was six feet four and had been my crush since
we started working together over twelve solar months
ago.

Ale was squatting beside a
table of shabbily dressed women. He smiled as one broad in a big
hat ran her fingers through his hair. I snorted and delivered my
drinks. The night went on pretty much the same as usual. A few
ambitious drunks that paid to touch my ass or have me touch them
for credits. Nothing under the clothes, this wasn’t a whorehouse.
The drinks flowed as the hours wore on. The music stayed low enough
to hear but still talk, flirt, or gamble. When our shift was up,
the loud drums began. We all moved from our current mark and
strutted toward the bar. This was another end of the day tradition.
The three of us moved to the bar. We all placed our hands behind
our head and thrust our hips, showing off our various stages of
hardness. Then the drums stopped and we walked off toward the back.
The next set of servers were in. Another payday
done.

I placed my pants on
first. I had a half-grown erection between my legs that would only
harden the longer I stayed around Ale. I shoved my shirt over my
head and slipped my feet into my old shoes. They had a hole on
both soles
but it wasn’t seen unless I took them
off.

“You heading home?” Rei
asked, his voice muffled as he pulled on a shirt.

I appreciated the view. “Probably.
You?”

“Yeah.” Rei yawned. “I’ve
got class
in the morning.” Rei was training to be a pilot.
It was some crazy shit, flying cargo ships through space. There
were asteroids, pirates, the risk of interplanetary wars, black
holes, and who knew what else. We expanded our universe from the
olden days when we only lived on Earth. Since we explored space, we
found only one new species. The Draslack—nasty creatures, but we
had a pretty solid truce with them. Shocking, ain’t it. Only one
group of aliens and there wasn’t even a big war. But with each new
planet we lived on the human features warped, created new
humanoids. So far, no badass alien race has wanted to take control
of the known universe. And apparently, Rei wanted to fly in
that.

“Good luck with the
class.” I grabbed my bag and went out the back door. One day I’d
achieve my dream like Rei. Famous chef from some planet
on the edge of the known universe. They’d talk about my food in
hushed whispers like lovers. The moment I walked out the door, the
night in the sphere fanned out around me. There were over a hundred
levels and thousands of people. The air was stale because we were
high up and needed oxygen generators. Everything was silver because
of some kind of metal they used. Silver walls, silver floors,
silver rails. I took the sturdy platform ramp that led to the main
walkway. This level was for businesses. The road down the center
was long and wide. On either side were food places, two other bars,
and some shops. I took a right when I came out of work. The walls
curved slightly, forming the sphere we lived in. There were stairs
here. Yeah, the old-fashioned kind. I could take a transport
elevator but that was one credit per level. Why waste that
money? Besides, stairs worked my ass. I climbed them two at a time.
They lit up as I stepped on them. It was night outside. Darkness
veiled the planet below. As I got to the top, I stilled and stared
out. The sphere was all airtight windows here. And the view
couldn’t be
beat. We were just inside the planet’s
atmosphere. I could see the various cities lit up. They were like
giant fireflies had landed on the surface.

“You daydreaming,
shithead?” Ale
smiled as he climbed the steps three at a time.
His long legs ate up the space much liked I wanted to eat his dick. One big
suck.

“Of course.” I stared at
his body longer than I should have. What? That was another great
view from up here. His pants were tight. I could see his cock
outlined between his legs. It was soft. The material bunched over
it as it hung against his right leg. I licked my lips and let my
gaze switch to the planet.

“I’ll see you tomorrow,
Vern.” He walked to the next set of stairs that led to the cheap
apartment level. The place I called home. “Don’t stay out here too
long. It’s past
midnight. The creepy fuckers come
out.”

I snorted. “Yes, sir.”

He winked at me.

My cock twitched and my
gaze followed his ass as he left. I sighed and adjusted so my dick
wasn’t squished. This was pretty much the same as all the other
housing levels. They were one-story apartments, sharing walls along
each side of a central lane. Some homes had lights on, others let
the darkness take over, making the sphere seem almost ominous. I
for one liked to masturbate when I felt spooked by the darkness.
The way I figured it, a ghost doesn’t wanna see some guy wanking
off or he wants to join. Either way, the night doesn’t look so bad.
I walked the short distance on the path that was for pedestrians. A
few transport vehicles whizzed by. They were two-seaters with
a solar engine and a small
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