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Once upon a time in a land far away, two horny gay men sat by a fire discussing how difficult it was to find good gay sex in the village.

"So many of the guys in the village are so hot, my cock throbs just thinking about them," said Marco, the taller and heftier of the two.  He leaned back on one elbow and casually slipped his hand under his waistband to play with his semi-hard cock.

"I know," agreed Greg who was more compact and muscular.  "It's bad enough that we don't even know who else is gay besides the two of us.  On top of that, why do all the men have to wear so many layers of clothing?  Besides yours, I haven't even seen a nip or a pec in years.  Never mind a nice juicy cock, glistening with precum..."

He felt his cock stirring just from picturing such a sight.  Greg stared at his friend's hand bouncing up and down inside his pants.  "If only there was some way to charm the pants off them."

"That's it.  You're a genius!"

"I am?" asked Greg.  He'd been called  many things in his lifetime, but "genius" wasn't one of them.

"Yes, you are, my friend. We will literally charm the pants off every guy in the village!"

"OK, but how are we going to do that?"

Marco unfastened the loop of rope holding his pants closed.  He slithered out of them.  "Why don't you come over here and suck my cock and I'll tell you all about it?"  Marco's rod spilled out of his shorts and hung halfway down his leg.

Greg jumped up from his place by the fire.  He slurped his tongue around his friend's hardening prick while Marco related his plan.

The more excited Marco got about his idea, the harder he thrust his dick into Greg's mouth.  Greg especially loved the feel of it as it slapped against the back of his throat.

With his mouth so full of cock, the only responses that Greg could make were muffled "Ah's" and "Mm-hmm's."

When Marco got to the climax of his plan, he grabbed the back of Greg's head and firmly held it in place.  He looked into his eyes and said, "I want you to swallow this time, understand?"

Greg shook his head affirmatively just as he felt the first wave of his friend's cum erupt in his mouth.  The liquid blasted the inside of his mouth the same as if he had chomped down on a bunch of juicy grapes.

"Take it.  Take it all!" Marco screamed as his cock rammed the roof of Greg's mouth.

Greg gulped and swallowed as fast as he could.  He didn't want any of the cum to leak out of the sides of his mouth between his buddy's sliding cock and his lips.

Marco's body convulsed a couple more times as his cock gave Greg's throat one more good coating of man juices.  Finally, he pulled his prick out and away from the other man's face.  It left a trail of saliva mixed with cum which ultimately landed on Greg's chin.

"Thank you," Greg said while enjoying the lingering taste of Marco's dick in his mouth.

Marco refastened his pants.  "Let's put that fire out and get to the village.  We've got some serious cock to see."

Later that day, at the palace gates, Marco and Greg were not having much luck getting past the guard.  The 6'5" hulk of a man stared daggers at them while prominently gripping his sword's handle.

"You just have to let us see the Emperor," Marco insisted. "As I said, we're weavers and-"

The guard shifted his weight from one foot to the other.  "The Emperor employs dozens of weavers already."

"Yes, and that's because he has the finest clothes in all the lands, right?"

"Of course," agreed the guard.

"The Emperor doesn't care about going to the theater or hunting with his hounds in the woods.  All he cares about is showing off his new clothes."

The guard nodded.

"Instead of saying as one does about any other king or emperor, 'He's in his council chamber,' the people in this village always say, 'The Emperor is in his dressing room.'"  Marco turned toward Greg who was standing there with his hands in his pockets offering no help whatsoever.  "Isn't that right?"  Marco gave Greg a kick in the shin.

Greg smiled broadly.  He was glad to be included.  "Oh, yes, that's what they say alright!"

The guard loosened his grip on his weapon.  He no longer thought of the two visitors at the gate as threats to the palace.  Instead, he thought them to be buffoons providing a mild diversion on an otherwise uneventful day.

Marco continued, "We know how to weave the most beautiful fabrics imaginable.  Not only are the colors and patterns unusually fine, but we use a special, exotic cloth imported all the way from the Enchanted Forest."

The guard raised an eyebrow ever so slightly.

Marco added a more dramatic tone to his voice.  "Our cloth has a peculiar and amazing quality.  It's invisible to every person who is not intelligent enough, skilled enough, or qualified for the job that he holds.  Imagine what the Emperor could do with cloth like that!"

The look on the guard's face indicated he was mulling over the possibilities.

Marco went in for the kill.  "If we don't make it into the palace today and we have to take our exotic cloth and weaving skills to say, some king in another land, just imagine what the Emperor will do to you when he finds out YOU wouldn't let us in to see him."

The guard's Adam's apple bounced as he swallowed audibly.  "Wait here," he commanded before disappearing behind the palace gates.

Twenty minutes later, Marco and Greg were ushered into the Emperor's private dressing room.  They looked around at the marble floor, fine drapes and exquisite artwork.  They couldn't even begin to imagine how much gold each item in the room was worth.

The Emperor entered with a flourish.  He picked imaginary dust off the sleeves of his flashy new coat for the sheer purpose of drawing more attention to it.  "So you're the two weavers with the special cloth," he said eyeing them carefully.

Greg bowed and stuttered.  "Y-yes, Sir.  Your Royal Highness.  Your M-majesty.  Your Em-per-or-or-ness?"

The Emperor looked at Marco.  "What's wrong with him?  Does he suffer from too much cock in mouth?"

"You can never have enough of that," Marco replied without missing a beat.

"I like you," the Emperor decided out loud.

Marco repeated to the Emperor what he had told the guard about the cloth's special properties. 

The Emperor's face lit up with glee.  "The clothes you make from that cloth will be splendid indeed.  By wearing them, I shall be able to discover which men in the palace and the village are unfit for the jobs I've given them.  I'll be able to distinguish wise men from fools.  Yes, I must have you weave that cloth and make some clothes for me."

The Emperor paid Marco and Greg a great sum in advance.  Greg said it was necessary in order to procure such amazing material and then to guard it from those who would steal it right out from under them in order to use its powers for their own purposes.

The Emperor ordered two brand new looms to be installed in the finest spinning room in the palace.  Marco got right to work at his loom.  Greg simply mimicked on the other loom whatever action Marco took on his.

The two men pretended to weave, but they actually had nothing on their shuttles.  Before they started "working," they had asked for a large quantity of the finest silk and the purest gold thread.

They simply stuffed it all into their own bags.  Then, while sitting in front of the looms, they worked away at nothing long into the night.

The Emperor paced back and forth in his throne room.  "I really want to know how my new clothes are coming along," he said to Timothy, his oldest, wisest, and most trusted aide.

Knowing instantly what the Emperor was thinking, Timothy advised, "Everyone in the village is talking about the amazing powers of these garments.  They can hardly wait to find out how stupid their neighbors are since they know those clothes can't be seen by people who are unintelligent or unfit for their jobs.  Of course, you, Sir, would have no problem seeing these powerful clothes.  However, it might be wiser to allow someone else to go and test them out first just so we can be sure of how well they work."

"Wise counsel as always, my friend."  The Emperor clapped him on the back.  "I will send the  gate guard since it was he who first brought the tailors into the palace.  He has always done a magnificent job of keeping the palace safe, surely he is quite fit for his position."

The hulking 6'5" palace guard entered the spinning room excited to see what fine and beautiful attire the two weavers were creating.  His mouth dropped open in shock when he saw Marco and Greg working away at the empty looms.  "Holy shit!  I can't see a single thread," he whispered only to himself.

"Oh, hello again.  Would you step a little closer?" Marco called across the room.

Greg pointed to the empty loom.  "Isn't this a great pattern and beautiful coloring?" he asked using the words Marco had made him memorize earlier.

The palace guard stared intently, but he could not see anything because, of course, there was actually nothing to see.  His mind raced.

Was it possible that all these years he wasn't fit to guard a bunch of butterflies in the forest, much less the Emperor?  If anyone thought so, he would lose his job.  He couldn't let that happen.

"Don't you like our work?" Marco asked in a tone combining surprise and hurt feelings.

Thinking quickly, the guard answered, "Why, yes I do, indeed.  I was just taken aback for a moment by its splendor and beauty.  It really is charming.  The pattern and colors are perfect.  I will certainly tell the Emperor what amazing progress you've made so far."

The guard turned to leave.  Marco casually threw out the suggestion, "Perhaps you'd like to try on a shirt?  Just so we
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