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Welcome 
	

In the year 7343 CE, Mankind sent the Seed Ships, encoded with the 
human genome and the collected history of civilization, to the Hyades Star 
Cluster. Located over one hundred fifty light years from our solar system, 
the cluster contains over one hundred stars similar to the sun. Dozens 
have habitable planets, and there were plenty of Seed Ships to give our 
species new footholds. 
 
Told as a short novel in three acts, this is an erotic m/m adventure to three 
of those planets.  

 

* 
 
Act One: Revelation 
 

Nyhavn, a planet common to these three stories, is still in its pioneer 
phase. Little do the new inhabitants know, alien researchers are visiting in 
search of a meal. Caught in their trap, Kostos and Grigo are forced to 
learn about each other in an intimate way. 

 
Act Two: Restitution 
 

Tak-Shaan has no idea that his family-owned business isn’t just a mining 
company. It has participated in human trafficking. In fact, the boy he’s 
been with for the last five-day was brought to his planet, most likely 
because of him.  

 
Act Three: Resurrection 
 

It was impossible for Dr. Kel Hu Nor to know that the dead man he’s 
researching, the historical figure that forever changed his planet’s 
technological and economic base, hid a secret that would irrevocably 
transform his own life for the better, and make him welcome the future like 
never before. 

 



Act One 

The Azenki Trap 
© Scott Galister 

 
 Eighteen-year old Kostos Patton awoke and realized right away that he was 
outside and naked. The last thing he recalled before awakening was that he was 
having lunch in his living quarters. Lying next to him was nineteen-year old Grigo 
Lanorka, naked as well. They were side-by-side on a huge fur. Kostos 
immediately identified the fuzzy pelt. It was from a norrid, the long-legged shaggy 
creatures that roamed the forest and ate quickly sprouting treetops. Where were 
they? What had happened to their clothing? Why was Grigo here with him? Grigo 
had a high profile since he was the colony leader’s eldest son. Kostos was a first 
year bio-engineer in the new village. Their station in the settlement’s hierarchy 
was totally different and Kostos was painfully aware of it. What was worse was 
that Grigo had been the object of a dozen or more of Kostos’s sexual fantasies. 
 They and their respective parents had been part of a migration, a mere 
four months ago, from Nyhavn’s capital of Heletros, to a new settlement they had 
founded called Tahyosei. Pioneers all, the two boys had headed west with the 
group. Officials in Heletros had finally opened up new parts of the planet to 
settlement, now that most of the wild animal and climatic dangers had been 
cataloged. They were the first to make the journey. Eventually, as the human 
population grew, the planet would open up more and more to new settlers. Their 
region was selected because of its favorable climate, arable land and plenty of 
water. 
 He had met Grigo in a galley tent just before their departure ceremony the 
day before they left the capital. Four hundred sixty-eight people had ultimately 
made the journey, but they had travelled in groups of approximately thirty. 
Unfortunately, the boys were not in the same group. 
 Kostos had had his eye on Grigo because he held his two-meter height 
with a certain pride and swagger that Kostos found enticing. His bright green 
eyes were magnetic and seemed to pierce the air. Yet, Kostos usually noticed a 
boy’s hands right away. There was something about them he found mesmerizing. 
Perhaps it was because they could offer so much pleasure. He had decided that 
Grigo’s were perfect in their balance between bone and flesh. As Grigo had 
eaten his dinner, Kostos couldn’t help but study them.  
 The first month in Tahyosei was spent building housing, laying out farming 
areas (with most of the work done by bots, of course), and thus had them 
extremely busy most of the time. As attracted as he was to handsome Grigo, 
Kostos quickly discovered that they were in different leagues. Unobtainable Grigo 
was the perfect specimen of a man-boy, which compounded the complication of 
Kostos having come out to himself only a week before their journey. Kostos had 
finally mustered up enough courage to tell his parents about his sexual 
orientation only two weeks ago.  
 The Seed Ships that planted them here had done so only forty-three years 



ago, barely long enough for their culture to find its voice. Kostos and Grigo were 
of the second generation. The Seed Ships’ libraries contained a complete history 
of Old Earth. Growing up on Nyhavn, everyone had learned that various groups 
on Old Earth throughout its history had been socially ostracized. Everyone on 
Nyhavn was of the same racial and ethnic stock to avoid making that same 
mistake. Standing out in too many ways could easily be a source of distraction 
and ridicule, which would inevitably lead to political conflict and certain strife. 
Their new settlement hadn’t completely stratified yet, so he was totally unsure 
where he might stand if he came out publicly. Kostos was one of only three bio-
engineers in the settlement. He had an excellent reputation so far and wanted to 
keep it that way. 
 Now this.  
 This bizarre situation was a serious threat to his careful public 
concealment. The object of his most intense sexual fantasies was with him. 
Naked. His presence was a Siren song for Kostos’s penis. It threatened Kostos 
with a fierce hard-on, despite the fear of the unknown that currently gripped him.  
 The boys were in a ravine or narrow canyon. Above them what looked like 
long thin strands of translucent purple taffy crisscrossed randomly five meters 
overhead. The material descended and went vertical preventing their exit from 
both ends of the ravine. The material left openings smaller than shoulder width. 
Filtered sunlight streamed through the gaps. The structure had created an 
enclosure spanning twenty-five meters long and four wide. What was it? How did 
it get here? Where were they? 
 At his feet, the ground beyond the thick fur was granite, interspersed with 
boulders, rocks, pebble and sand. Some meters away, a trickle of water ran 
down a crevice. A narrow stream ran down the slight slope toward the wider end 
of the ravine.  
 Grigo looked passed out. At least he was breathing softly, so Kostos knew 
he was alive. Kostos figured he must have passed out, too. But how? In those 
precious few seconds after coming to, and after evaluating his situation, he took 
a deep breath. He took those next seconds to stare as if he’d never get this 
chance again. 
 Grigo was only a few centimeters taller than Kostos’s two meters. His dark 
hair contrasted with Kostos’s sandy brown hair. Grigo’s was considerably longer 
though, wearing it nearly to his shoulders. Kostos’s was neatly cut, exposing his 
ears. Kostos drank in the sight of well-defined pecs and tiny nipples, along with 
nicely shaped biceps. But the sight of Grigo’s genitals was a dream come true. 
Grigo’s neatly trimmed pubic hair, hairless sizable balls and a nice-sized flaccid 
penis called to him.  
 This was simply not happening. 
 Before Kostos could descend into a full-on panic at their situation, Grigo 
stirred. He groaned and opened his eyes, blinked a few times, then bolted upright. 
He looked to his left and saw the now terrified look on Kostos’s face. He quickly 
realized he was naked and covered his crotch with both hands. “What the fuck? 
Where are we?” 



 Kostos shook his head. “I woke up just seconds ago.” 
 “Where are our cloths?” Grigo asked, noting that Kostos was quite naked. 
 “I-I don’t know.” 
 Still holding his hand over his crotch, Grigo stood. He felt woozy at first 
and stumbled before steadying himself. Taking a deep breath, he realized he was 
okay now. He looked up and also surveyed their enclosure. “Well, I say we look 
for them,” Grigo said, referring to their clothing. 
 Kostos stood, daring not to remove his hand from over his crotch or he 
would reveal that he was half-hard. It was nearly impossible to hide it though 
since his balls were a handful. Take deep breaths, Kostos. Just look for your 
clothes. Ignore that he’s naked with you. 
 The boys gingerly picked their way across the bare granite ground. Kostos 
wore boots or shoes most of the time. The soles of his feet weren’t toughened 
and there was considerable rocky debris to avoid. They approached the wider 
end of the narrow area where they were trapped. 
 Now that they were close to it, they could tell why the lattice was 
translucent. It was crystalline. Kostos touched the edge of one of the narrow 
beams with his fingertip, observing how it was nearly razor thin.  
 Grigo observed it himself. There was an easy way to determine what they 
were being confronted with. He reached down and retrieved a sizable rock. 
“Stand back,” he said as he held the rock up high. 
 Kostos sucked in a startled breath. He took in the minute details of Grigo’s 
body, cataloging everything. To Kostos Grigo had forgotten he had genitals. He 
had had to bend way over to pick up the rock, exposing a very hairy anus. Now 
he stood as a mortal god, his lean body taut from the rock held above his head, 
his triceps tight, his hairy armpits in perfect view, his tight ball sac supporting a 
magnificent penis. 
 Grigo let the rock fly. It hit the thin crystalline beam, doing no damage, and 
nearly hit his left shin as it bounced back. 
 “Definitely nanocrystal,” Kostos said as he nodded his head. 
 “Fuck!” Grigo replied angrily. He approached the mesh to get a better look 
at it up close. He didn’t bother to cover himself anymore. Kostos peeled his eyes 
away from Grigo’s body so that he could be fully in the present. There was 
danger here and he needed to focus his attention. 
 “We can’t climb, despite the gaps,” Grigo told him. 
 “Not with bare feet,” Kostos replied. They were both well aware that an 
extruded nanocrystal’s edge was extremely sharp. 
 “Speaking of bare, what the fuck happened to our clothes?” Grigo stated 
again, with equal anger. 
 “They’ve got to be here somewhere,” Kostos said as he looked around. 
 Grigo leaned in to Kostos’s and whispered. “We’ll check every centimeter 
of this ravine. Keep an eye out. There’s no way we’re alone. We’re surely being 
watched.” 
 Grigo shouldn’t have gotten so close, Kostos realized. The swelling of his 



penis was completely out of his control now. He grasped even harder onto his 
genitals, and pinched his scrotum to cause pain. Maybe that would help. 
 “I’ll check this side, you go down the other,” Grigo told him as he pointed 
to the left side of the ravine.  
 Kostos was thankful for their nearly immediate separation. They walked 
toward the narrow end of the ravine. Both scanned the walls and rocky floor for 
their belongings, carefully avoiding sharp stones. They reached the far end about 
the same time. 
 “No clothes, no trap doors, no caves, no exits. What the fuck happened to 
us?” Grigo sounded exasperated. 
 “I was at my place and the next thing I know, I’m here,” Kostos told him. 
 “Did you have clothes on?” 
 “Of course. It was the middle of the day. I was just finishing lunch before 
heading back to work. You?” 
 Grigo averted his eyes. “I was headed back to work, too. I was just... 
walking.” 
 Kostos was left with no better understanding of their predicament. “Let’s 
yell. Maybe someone will hear us.” 
 “This is up slope. We need to go back to the other end.” 
 The boys turned around and headed back from whence they came. 
Halfway there was the circular fur they had woken up on. It had been strategically 
placed in a hollow, as if whoever their captors were, had intended them to stay 
together there. That’s just my imagination, Kostos thought. But what wasn’t his 
imagination were the two containers that sat on a nearby rock. Kostos didn’t 
remember them being there when they left. “Someone’s got some wicked 
technology to do that without us noticing,” he said. 
 They took the containers, which had stoppers in them. They pulled the 
stoppers off, smelled, tasted it tentatively at first, then decided it was water. They 
downed the contents. Kostos could have burst with desire as he saw tiny drops 
of water leak from the corner of Grigo’s mouth and fall onto his chest. They 
continued downward until they disappeared into his pubes. Kostos averted his 
eyes. Maybe this is just some sort of fantasy dream I’m having, he thought. 
 The boys replaced the containers back onto the ground, then froze. 
Standing two meters away, at nearly their height were what Kostos could only 
describe as life-sized flowers on their edge. The flowers weren’t attached to a 
stem. They were clearly alive and mobile. Their bright yellow disc-shaped bodies 
were a meter and a half in diameter. Along the eight-centimeter edge of the 
creature’s bodies were two clusters of four tiny black lidless eyes. The thick end 
of eight petals or arms were attached to the circumference of the disc and 
tapered to three thin appendages at the ends. There were no obvious joints in the 
arms. Perhaps the creature had no internal skeleton. Kostos couldn’t discern a 
mouth or nose. Perhaps they were located on the top or the bottom of the disc, 
but weren’t viewable due to them being edge-on. Their configuration of multiple 
legs allowed them to stand amidst the jumbles of rock while the disc-shaped 



bodies stayed horizontal. The petal-beings were apparently observing them. 
 “What the fuck are those?” Kostos asked. 
 “I don’t know, but I already don’t like this,” Grigo replied. 
 Their brief dialog seemed to have agitated the creatures. With the speed 
of an insect, the closest creature headed toward Kostos and pounced on him. 
Grigo was overcome by the other one an instant later. They struggled, but the 
creatures’ arms had them firmly in their grip. The underside of the petaled 
creatures’ arms were soft and ciliated. The boys could feel them ripple as they 
were held firmly by them. 
 Kostos used his arms and legs to fight its grip, but the arms changed 
shape and thickness in response to wherever he pushed, pulled, kicked or 
tugged. They were clearly being inflated or deflated from within. He couldn’t bite 
the creature because its skin was too thick to sink his teeth into. Seconds later, 
he found his legs held firmly. The creature pulled his arms up at his hands and 
held them aloft. Kostos was powerless to defend himself now. 
 It was quickly becoming clear that the creature wasn’t trying to crush him. 
Instead, he was being caressed. The multiple legs of the alien allowed it to hold 
Kostos immobile while continuing its touch scan. Finally, two of the petals 
reached Kostos’s crotch. It started caressing his penis, balls, his perineum and 
then his butt. One of the appendages at the end of a petal even probed his anus, 
going in several centimeters. Kostos realized the creature was deliberately 
sexually stimulating him. The stimulation grew so intense that he couldn’t stop 
himself from growing hard. He was fully hard seconds later.  
 Grigo shouted obscenities and tried his best to extract himself from the 
creature’s grip. He very quickly found himself totally immobilized while the 
creature passed two petals across every inch of his body. He too found himself 
growing hard as the creature finally started caressed his genitals.  
 It was no use. Kostos stopped struggling. Once he stopped his fervent 
movement, the creature lifted him and forcibly changed his position. It was facing 
the other creature. Kostos was now not only in full view of Grigo, but 
embarrassed as well being frightened. It was obvious to them that the creatures 
were sexually stimulating them on purpose. 
 The caresses became more and more deliberate. Kostos realized he was 
going to come and there was no stopping it. Just as he ejaculated, the creature 
used a disc-shaped object he had had at the end of one of the petals to catch his 
semen. Kostos groaned nine times, once for each spurt of come. Most of it 
splashed onto the saucer. Breathing rapidly from the shuttering orgasm, he let 
out a loud exhale on the last spurt.  
 Grigo’s penis, balls, perineum and butt were being fully stimulated by the 
other creature. Just as he was about to ejaculate, the creature tilted him and 
placed his disc so that his come would also land on it. Seconds later, Grigo let fly. 
He groaned as eight spurts jettisoned out. Grigo was struggling more and only 
half of his come landed on the saucer. 
 The boys were unceremoniously let go. They went to the sand on all fours, 



their penises still rigid, their orgasms barely finished.  
 With the saucers still in petal, the aliens quickly darted several meters 
away. A vertical black slit appeared in the air, which widened just enough for 
them to run into it. A second later they disappeared, as did the slit. Kostos had 
the presence of mind, despite his post-orgasm haze, to watch all of that take 
place. 
 

* 
 
 Tellas Lanorka awoke in Building Three, which was used for maintenance 
equipment in the fields behind the structure. He didn’t recall having taken a nap. 
Why was he on the floor of the building? He must have passed out. Behind him, 
Galik was sprawled out in the middle of the doorway. They had come to the 
building to look for a finectal, which had gone missing. Tellas shook his head and 
stood. This was mighty peculiar. Both of them had passed out? He helped his 
companion to his feet. At least Galik was alive. 
 Two hours later, the meeting Tellas called for assembled in the 
amphitheater. Tellas stood in the pit with his wife. Three-dozen people sat on the 
benches surrounding him. 
 “Everyone in this section of the village is accounted for except for your son 
and Kostos,” Helia, their senior doctor said. 
 Tellas nodded. It had already been determined that they were missing 
since they didn’t answer any hails. “Any clues to what happened to us?” 
 “Everything points to some sort of gas,” she told them. “No one was awake 
for a little over three hours.” 
 “Gas? Over an area that wide? We were separated by several blocks. 
Some of us were inside and some were outside.” 
 “That’s the only lead I have right now.” 
 “Any injuries?” 
 “One broken finger, a sprained ankle, a few bruises, a couple of cuts, 
nothing major. But it’s the disappearance of the two boys that worries me.” 
 As the leader of the colonist village, Tellas had many things to concern 
himself with right now, but foremost on his mind was his missing son and the 
other boy. 
 “I wasn’t aware they knew each other, but maybe they’re together,” Tellas 
replied, hoping they would turn up soon.  
 So far, they had nothing to be seriously concerned about since no threat 
had been identified and no one had died. They had to find two missing boys and 
figure out where that gas had come from. The geothermal energy system they 
used had never released any toxic gasses before. Perhaps the sensors missed it 
or malfunctioned, Tellas figured. “Where’s Narik?” he asked, referring to Kostos’s 
father. 
 Melfe answered. “He’s with his wife. They’re searching the places Kostos 
was known to go.” 



 
* 

 
 N’unlek touched his discover-mate For’nal to communicate that he had 
opened the dimensional slit to return to the ship. They were instantly transported 
from the enclosure that held the boys, to their cloaked ship some fifty meters 
away. The slit closed behind them. They re-emerged in the transport room. 
N’unlek checked the disc briefly and they headed toward their lab. Once there, 
N’unlek took the disc from For’nal and slid both into the scanning chamber. 
 It would take a while for the analysis to complete. 
 N’unlek placed the underside of his communication petal to the underside 
of For’nal’s and spoke. Their touch language, based on undulating patterns in the 
soft cilia, didn’t employ sound. “It was fascinating,” N’unlek told his companion. 
“Their bodies went taut, and their thin skin heated considerably. Its reproductive 
appendage gushed in pulses as material was ejected. It was similar to the larger 
animals that roam this world. But their body plan is different. I wonder how such a 
divergence occurred.” 
 “It may not be so much an evolutionary divergence as they are not native 
to this planet. Statistically, it’s possible. But the better question is whether they’re 
a good food source,” For’nal replied, almost dismissing his companion’s 
observations. 
 “Still, I’m curious about that. I’ll have the computer sequence their 
biological building material and compare it to other species we have on file for 
this planet. It will take some time.”  
 “Make sure the computer focuses on isolating their sex cells first. If they 
can be reproduced in abundance, we will herd a few more to get as much 
material as possible. They have just enough meat on them to make good meals,” 
For’nal said. 
 “It is bizarre that creatures do not reproduce through budding. This planet 
is filled with primitive species,” N’unlek 
 “It is indeed a wonder,” For’nal replied. “I do hope they’re tasty, though.” 
 

* 
 
 “What the fuck,” Kostos said. The whirlwind of being felt up and forced to 
ejaculate had taken less than five minutes. 
 “Holy shit,” Grigo responded. “They knew what they were doing.” He stood. 
His penis was just now becoming flaccid. A long streamer of come dangled from 
the tip then dropped toward the ground. “Come back here, you mother fuckers!” 
he yelled in the direction the creatures had disappeared. He was red-faced from 
yelling as well as having such a quick orgasm. 
 Kostos had had one of the most intense orgasms he’d ever had too, most 
likely because it had been in the presence of Grigo. But this was no fantasy. 
They had been kidnapped, trapped in a bizarre prison, and then raped by alien 



creatures that couldn’t possibly understand human sexuality, and yet they 
obviously did. 
 “I need to rest,” Grigo said. He headed toward the fur. “Quick orgasms 
make me tired.” 
 “I’m coming with you.” 
 “You already did,” Grigo said with a slight grin. 
 Kostos’s penis refused to become flaccid. He held his hand over it, but 
failed to hide his hard-on. He realized he shouldn’t bother. How could he possibly 
be embarrassed by a mere hard-on after what just happened? 
 “Man, you stay hard a long time,” Grigo casually said as they gingerly 
picked their way back to the fur. 
 “I’m not used to being outside naked,” Kostos said. It was no use ignoring 
it now. He had to say something. “Plus, I saw you come and it was… well… hot.” 
He was probing, hoping, wishing, all the while being mystified at their 
predicament, along with being relieved all the sudden that he had actually said it. 
 Grigo looked at him, trying to decipher what Kostos meant. “You’re gay?” 
 Kostos nodded. 
 Grigo stopped and studied Kostos’s face. “Really?”  
 Kostos felt even more violated now. But he was sure the stare was nothing 
more than intense curiosity. Kostos bit his lip. “You?” he ventured.  
 “Not so much.” Grigo said as he squeezed the last drop of come from his 
penis. He flung most of it away, then licked his finger. “But that’s not important 
right now. We have to find a way out of here.” 
 Kostos shook his head. What did ‘not so much’ mean? He noticed that 
Grigo seemed comfortable with his body. How could he not? Grigo didn’t have a 
particularly athletic build, but he had all the right proportions. He had an 
irresistible round butt and sexy hands. Maybe ‘not so much’ meant he simply 
admired a man’s body? 
 Although relieved beyond measure that he’d just outed himself, Kostos 
was equally uncomfortable about it. He’d been hiding who he really was for so 
long that saying it was a little odd. His parents knew, but that didn’t count. 
Someone outside his immediate family knew now. That changed everything. And 
he’d just confessed that he thought Grigo was hot.  
 Unable to take any of it back he threw his shoulders back, drew in a deep 
breath, and followed. It was difficult to keep his footing while watching those hairy 
butt cheeks. Moments later they reached the circular fur. The water containers 
had been refilled. Next to them were smaller containers with what looked like 
dough balls in them.  
 Kostos pulled the lid off one of the containers and smelled. “Food,” he said 
with disgust. “They intend to keep us here.” 
 “We are not staying,” Grigo told him firmly.  
 “Do you see a way out?” Kostos asked. 
 “No. So we’re gonna dig. And while we’re digging, we’re gonna shout for 
help.” 



 Kostos perked up. “Good idea. But first I have to sit down. I really need to 
recharge.” 
 Fifteen minutes later, both now completely flaccid, they headed back to 
the wider end of the ravine, keeping an eye out for the aliens. It was obvious they 
had been unconscious for several hours. It had been early afternoon before they 
woke up here. Now the sun was beginning to set and the entire ravine was in 
shade. 
 While the boys selected small flat rocks and short sticks to dig with, 
Kostos was happy that his penis wasn’t advertising his unrequited lust anymore.  
 It was sandy where the crystalline beams descended and crisscrossed in 
the middle of the ravine. They got down to their knees and started digging and 
shouting for help. They could see through the beams between the crisscrosses 
and looked down the canyon every once in a while, hoping to see someone 
coming toward them. Several meters outside their enclosure, the ravine took a 
left turn. They had no way of knowing where they were, nor did they have any 
idea how far up the ravine they were. Regardless, they continued to shout and 
dig. Eventually, they hit rock. The beams appeared to be fused with, or perhaps 
embedded into it. 
 Despite Kostos’ newfound confidence, he found himself sitting on the edge 
of despondency now. Their shouts had gone unanswered and they were not 
going to dig their way out of their trap. “Fuck,” he said as he angrily threw his 
stick against one of the beams. 
 “You can’t quit,” Grigo told him, puffing hard from exertion. 
 “We’re not getting out this way. I’m not gonna keep digging for nothing.” 
 Grigo let out a loud sigh. “It’s getting dark. Let’s go back. At least we’re not 
going to starve. We can try again somewhere else at first light.” 
 “If there is a tomorrow for us.” 
 Grigo looked Kostos in the eye and touched his shoulder. “There will be,” 
he assured his companion. 
 The boys stopped to pee. Kostos glanced at Grigo’s penis as they peed. 
He longed to hold it, to touch it, to caress it, as did the aliens. In fact, despite their 
bizarre predicament, Kostos couldn’t help but fantasize about Grigo’s hard penis 
in his mouth so he could suck the come out of it.  
 

* 
 
 Jorrold stood with eight other men and women. They had just joined back 
and reported what they’d discovered. “We’ve looked everywhere. No sign of them, 
Tellas.”  
 “At first light send out the aerial drone. Have it run in a winding pattern 
around the village starting from this section and working outward. They can’t be 
far.” 
 Jorrold placed his hand on the man’s shoulder. “We’ll find them. Don’t 
worry.” 



 Tellas forced a smile. “I know.” He looked at the crowd. They all nodded.  
 

* 
 
 The dough balls were savory at first, but had a sweet aftertaste, which 
seemed to entice them to continue to eat. There were eight in the container. They 
each ate four.  
 If not for the Cluster’s stars that lent a glow to the night sky, it would have 
been pitch black. Instead of laying in total darkness, light pierced the night above 
the crystalline mesh. The aliens hadn’t returned. They had been on edge for 
hours wondering when they would. Since nothing had happened since their initial 
encounter with the aliens, they felt a lot more relaxed. The boys lay on the fur, 
side-by-side. Kostos could feel the heat from Grigo’s body. He had tried, but had 
failed to stop from getting hard. 
 “I’m sure we’re being watched,” Grigo said. 
 “No doubt.” 
  Kostos wasn’t expecting Grigo to place his hand on his chest. Grigo didn’t 
say anything. He just rested it there. “Scared?” Grigo whispered. 
 Kostos hesitated at first, then reached up and grasped Grigo’s hand in his. 
“Fuck yeah. We have no idea what’s going on. We don’t know where we are. 
They might kill us during the night. We’re trapped. We’re naked, for fuck’s sake. 
And now you know I’m gay. So, yeah, I’m fucking scared.” 
 “Don’t be scared because I know you’re gay. Look. That’s the least of any 
of our worries right now.” He hesitated then blurted out, “I, uh, I’ve been with 
guys.” 
 “So, that’s what you meant.” 
 “When?” 
 “When you said ‘not so much’.” 
 “Yeah, not so much. But the opportunity’s come up before and I’ve, well, 
I’ve messed around.” Grigo scooted closer to Kostos. His hand moved from 
Kostos’s chest to his stomach to his crotch. He found what he was looking for. 
 Kostos knew that if it had been lighter out, Grigo would see his beet red 
face. “If we’d had our clothes...” 
 “Shh,” Grigo said. “But we don’t and I’m glad to know your story. I sorta 
figured about you, but wasn’t sure. You’re always in that bio lab and I’m working 
on the solar array across the compound. We don’t hang in the same social circles, 
but here we are. Together. Maybe I can make up for some lost time. Who 
knows? Maybe you’re right. We might be dead before morning.” Grigo quieted as 
he slowly caressed Kostos’s penis and cupped his balls. “I hope I’m doing this 
right.” 
 “You know exactly what you’re doing.” Kostos felt considerable frustration. 
This whole situation wasn’t fair. Grigo was just playing. If they had been clothed, 
he certainly wouldn’t have had Grigo’s hand at his crotch.  
 Grigo chuckled quietly, then properly grasped Kostos’s stiff penis. He sat 



up, straddled his companion’s legs, and slowly stroked it. He did that aimlessly 
for a few moments, but then abruptly he pulled himself off Kostos, fiddled with it 
for another moment, and then laid on his back on the fur.  
 Kostos reached out and found Grigo’s extremely hard penis right away. He 
quickly withdrew his hand though. “You shouldn’t have done that.” Kostos told 
him. 
 “You didn’t stop me.”  
 And you didn’t stop me either, Kostos thought. “It’s just going to make it all 
the more difficult when we get back.” If we make it back. 
 Grigo was quiet for a minute before he changed the subject. “I still can’t 
figure why they took our clothes.” 
 Kostos had no idea either. This intimate moment together somehow 
suspended the total concern he had about their predicament before it got dark. 
 To make himself feel better he slowly caressed Grigo’s stomach, finding 
absolutely no resistance. As he rubbed, the back of his hand bumped into Grigo’s 
penis several times, but Grigo didn’t ask to be stroked in return. Kostos was too 
new at this to know what to do about his raw mixed emotions. Exasperated, he 
quit, patted Grigo’s belly a few times, then snuggled up next to him. Still hard, he 
didn’t know when he fell asleep. 
 

* 
 
 
 A yellow-striped red ossichka flew overhead somewhere above the 
crystalline mesh. The clicking from its articulated wings woke Kostos. It provided 
the only clue he had to where they were located. Ossichka’s were insect-like 
creatures that lived in the eastern forest some five kilometers from the edge of 
the settlement. They often flew in groups of a dozen or so and were carnivorous. 
He listened more intently now. It was only one this time. 
 He noted they had slept undisturbed through the night. He had been hard 
from sexual desire as he fell asleep. Now morning wood greeted him. He and 
Grigo were on their sides. Kostos’s arm was draped across Grigo’s chest. His 
penis was pressed against Grigo’s butt cheek. Grigo was breathing quietly. He 
was clearly still asleep. Tears welled up in Kostos’s eyes as much from their 
plight as from the intense feeling surging through him. He was naked, with 
apparently no hope of finding anything to wear, which meant he was going to be 
subject to frequent hard-ons for the duration. He had slept with the most 
captivating boy in the colony. In his short life, he had never slept with a boy. He’d 
had furtive sexual encounters in the past, but they had been random and 
unfulfilling. Besides, he had been in his middle teens then and had been 
pretending that he was just experimenting. Grigo had turned out to be 
mysteriously non-committal about the sex issue, which added a bit of confusion 
to his relief about finally outing himself.  
 Regardless, in those brief moments after waking and taking in those 



emotions, Kostos felt a profound sense of renewal. The last day had been far 
more intense than the three weeks it took for them to arrive in this region and 
found their new colony. Maybe the fears that plagued him about being gay were 
completely imaginary. Compared to right now, there was no danger in coming out. 
None at all! 
 Kostos lifted his head. Grigo stirred then, too. Now that he was awake, 
Kostos lifted his arm from Grigo’s chest and turned away. Grigo rose up, wiped 
his eyes and sat upright. Kostos briefly looked back at him. He could just see the 
head of Grigo’s stiff penis from his position. Good, Kostos thought. He’s hard, too 
 “I gotta pee, Grigo said unceremoniously. He stood and walked several 
meters away from the circular fur. He peed in the crevice between two rocks. 
Kostos went in the opposite direction and did the same. He needed some privacy 
to dig a hole. Clearly, Grigo needed to do the same since he quietly rounded a 
tall rock.  
 Moments later, Grigo called out. “I’m gonna wash off in that waterfall.” 
 “You mean, water trickle,” Kostos called out. “I’m with you.” 
 During the day in this season it would reach as high as forty-five degrees. 
Today would be no different. There was no chill in the air and last night had been 
quite warm. The boys reached the narrow seepage. Grigo filled his cupped hands 
then splashed the lukewarm water over his head. He rinsed his hair, then rubbed 
his face and neck. Next was the rest of his body. 
 Kostos stood with him, keeping an eye out for the aliens. Despite not 
knowing if they would be pounced on while they were washing up, he snuck 
peeks at Grigo while the boy ran his hands over his body, wetting his armpits, 
washing his genitals, and running the side of his hand up and down his ass crack. 
 Kostos quickly discovered that his peeking wasn’t going unnoticed. Grigo 
was making a show of it and getting the reaction he wanted. Kostos made no 
attempt to hide his penis though, as he had done yesterday. He wondered how 
Grigo could be flirting in this situation. 
 Grigo stepped out of the water and shook himself off. Kostos took his 
place. He placed his palms against the stone in front of him then leaned in so that 
the water could fall over his head, across the back of his neck, and down his 
back. His erection nearly instantly disappeared. 
 While Kostos had his eyes closed Grigo stood behind him, reached out 
and kneaded Kostos’s shoulders. Startled, Kostos pushed himself away from the 
water and turned around. “What are you doing?” he asked, startled. 
 “Helping you.” 
 “Keep a look out!” Kostos said, quite annoyed. Last night, after Grigo 
touched him, Kostos was sure that would be the one and only time something 
like that was going to happen. Was this to be another frustrating moment, too? 
 “Sheesh, Kostos. Can’t a guy help a friend when he needs it?” Grigo 
replied. 
 “Seriously, keep an eye out,” Kostos told him. Despite their plight, despite 
the fact that they needed to escape these aliens, was Grigo completely ignoring 



that and flirting with him? 
 Grigo ignored his plea. He pressed Kostos back under the cascade, then 
rubbed his hair, his face, then his armpits, ostensibly to wipe him down. Finished 
with the upper part of Kostos’s body, he rubbed Kostos’s stomach, then ended 
with an obvious caress of his freshly hard penis and tight balls. For good 
measure, after Kostos was good and clean, Grigo deliberately pressed a couple 
of fingers against Kostos’s hole and rubbed up and down, pressing inward a bit. 
With no lube, it was difficult to get more than a few millimeters inside him. Kostos 
made no move to stop him. This was utterly unlike last night, which intrigued 
Kostos. Grigo wasn’t raping him and he was certainly no alien. He was playing 
around in a totally sexual way now. 
 Grigo was fully hard. He made sure Kostos noticed by poking him with it.  
 “Why are you doing this?” Kostos finally asked. 
 “I’ve not spent a lot of time naked with a guy before and I sorta like it. 
Besides, you’re penis isn’t, well, huge and scary; and I like brown eyes. I, uh, I 
guess I’m intrigued.” 
 Intrigued? Liar. We might die here and you want to explore your other side 
before you’re offed, Kostos thought. But he certainly wasn’t prepared for Grigo’s 
confession. He’d never heard of anyone changing their sexual orientation before. 
As far as he knew something like that wasn’t fluid, but rather fixed at birth. 
Perhaps, despite the fact that he had seen Grigo flirting with girls and had told 
him he wasn’t gay, Grigo was just pretending. But maybe, Kostos thought, he 
wasn’t the only one who had been keeping his true nature in check. The possible 
truth of that was as startling as having woken up in an alien cage. It would 
explain what Grigo did last night and what he just did. Perhaps Grigo was testing 
himself. Perhaps their bizarre situation had caused or allowed Grigo to edge his 
way out of the closet. What straight boy would want to deliberately touch a guy 
sexually, especially in this situation? 
 Kostos pulled himself out from under the water. He shook his hair, then 
ran his hands across his torso, arms and legs to shed water droplets. Was he 
right, he wondered? Was Grigo coming out of a well-concealed shell? 
 The boys returned to the norrid hide, while keeping an eye out for the 
aliens. At some point during the night, the food and drink containers had been 
refilled again. How that had been done without their awareness was a source of 
concern. They ate in silence. If these creatures had stealth technology, why were 
they being kept in this open cage? Kostos couldn’t help but consider that they 
were being watched, inspected, their behaviors being cataloged. Maybe the 
aliens didn’t have weapons and were looking for weaknesses they could exploit 
in the boys.  It was impossible to tell. 
 Kostos refused to engage Grigo in any sort of conversation about what 
had happened earlier. Grigo had given him mixed signals and sorting them out 
was confusing him. This wasn’t the venue to have that sort of conversation 
anyway. Still, Kostos observed Grigo’s body. There were a few water droplets left 
on Grigo’s shoulders. They begged Kostos to lick them off, but he restrained 



himself. The boy’s face had darkened from a day old growth of beard. One of 
Kostos’s favorite things was several days of beard growth.  
 To divert his attention, Kostos scanned the crystalline lattice above them. 
It was far too high to reach. The sides of the ravine were nearly vertical, so they 
certainly weren’t going to climb up either. Digging had gotten them nowhere. 
Breaking the thin crystal barrier was impossible. A nanocrystal matrix was 
indestructible without a laser cutter. 
 And the boys were still naked. 
 “I figured it out,” Kostos said between bites. 
 “Figured what out?” 
 “Why they took our clothes. They must know we’re tougher if we have 
clothing. They took our boots so we couldn’t climb up and find one of the larger 
holes in the crystal matrix. They knew we would cut our skin if we tried to 
squeeze our way out, too. I don’t know why they made us come though. That 
was just plain... weird.” 
 “Maybe it was an accident. Maybe they only communicate by touch. You 
felt those little fingers or whatever they were on the underside of those petals?” 
 “Uh, yeah,” Kostos replied. 
 “So, maybe they don’t really know too much about us and were trying to 
figure us out.” 
 “I think they figured us out pretty quickly,” Kostos said as he glanced at 
Grigo’s genitals. “They made sure we came on those plate things. Maybe they’re 
sensors. Maybe they were looking for DNA. What if they don’t know if we’re male 
or female. Our body structures are totally different from theirs.”  
  “If that’s true, they’re going to be surprised to find we don’t make sperm,” 
Grigo offered. 
 Kostos chuckled, realizing where Grigo was going with that thought. But 
that chuckle quickly disappeared. “What if they’ve got women in another canyon? 
Or on their ship, or wherever they are?” 
 Grigo bit into his doughy ball before responding. “They came to the wrong 
planet. They’re gonna find that human women have no eggs.” 
 Their discussion got them no further than where they were before, Kostos 
thought. Maybe he hadn’t figured it out. The aliens knew how to make them 
ejaculate, and had been prepared for it. That meant they’d done something like 
that before. But why? Was it merely to determine sexual characteristics of 
creatures they were unfamiliar with? There was no way to know. The beings 
were too alien to know what they were trying to accomplish. Regardless, it was 
highly unlikely that they didn’t know human males couldn’t produce sperm. 
Random reproduction had been edited out of human DNA before the genome 
had been encoded into the Seed Ships’ data libraries. Couples applied to have a 
child created for them from stem cells. That’s one of the things Helia did back at 
the colony. She programmed the NextGen computer for contracted couples. 
Births were popular, a matter of great importance, and were well attended by 
family. It was a serious ritual. Kostos knew it. Grigo knew it. But the fact that that 



neither males nor females could produce sex cells was most likely unknown to 
the aliens. 
 Grigo finished the last bite, licked his fingers and stood. They headed 
toward the water again to wash their hands. 
 “No prison’s perfect,” Grigo said. 
 “This one looks pretty tight,” Kostos replied. 
 “Well, unless everyone’s been killed, which I doubt, our people will find us, 
those aliens will make a mistake, or we’ll find a way out of here. Don’t ever give 
up.” 
 “It’s not looking good so far,” Kostos told him. 
 Grigo shook his head. “Have you never read a mystery story?” 
 “I’m not much into them.” 
 “Well, you should. If you’re kidnapped, you never give up. If you’re 
imprisoned, you never give up. If you’re cornered, you never give up.” 
 Kostos was suddenly embarrassed that he hadn’t kept a positive attitude. 
But, moment-by-moment his resolve was strengthening. He was quiet as his 
thoughts swirled, changed and coalesced differently than just a few moments ago. 
He snapped his finger. “Okay, then. We, uh, we can sharpen sticks and-and pile 
up rocks. When the aliens return we can try to stab them or throw the rocks at 
them.” 
 Grigo cracked a smile and high-fived Kostos. Kostos cataloged every 
square millimeter in that split second while Grigo’s armpit was in full view.  
 Half an hour into their endeavor of finding fist-sized rocks, Kostos found 
Grigo all the more enticing once a sheen of sweat covered his body. It was all he 
could do to keep himself from getting fully hard again. But he also noted that 
Grigo was checking him out more now, too.  
 Finally, they had a pile of rocks near the fur, then looked for long enough 
pieces of wood so that they could sharpen the ends. But after an intensive search, 
they could find nothing adequate or strong enough to use to stab the creatures. 
Rocks would have to do after all. 
 

* 
 
 Tellas stood in the maintenance hut watching a monitor, as did three other 
men and two women. They watched the visual display as the aerial drone ran its 
course, and read the informational display as data scrolled down the screen. 
 “What’s that?” Jorrold said.  He pointed at the display. 
 “Whatever it is, it’s not natural,” Tellas replied. “Ame, guide the drone a 
little closer to it.” 
 “That’s definitely not a natural formation. It looks constructed,” Jorrold said 
moments later.  
 “Do we have any building projects that far from the periphery of the 
settlement?” Tellas asked. 
 “None that I’m aware of,” Norres, the man to his right, said.  



 “Well, then we have our first clue to what’s going on here. Have either of 
you seen that material before?”  
 Everyone shook their heads.  
 “I’ll have the AI do a database search on it,” Jorrold told them. “Scanning it 
now.” 
 “How far away is that ravine?” Tellas asked. 
 “Six point two kilometers, south by southwest,” Ame replied as she read 
the telemetry. 
 “Any word from Helia yet?” he asked. 
 The door to the hut was open. Dola saw movement outside, which caught 
her attention. “She’s coming now,” she told them. 
 Helia entered the hut with the group. “It wasn’t gas,” she told them. “Gas 
would have produced telltale by-products in blood. No one’s blood turned up 
anything unusual. At this point, all I can do is assume it was some sort of neural 
shock that conked us out. It had a limited range though. It only affected twenty-
three people and all animals in this part of the village. No one else seems to have 
been affected.” 
 That drew looks from a few of the assembled group.  
 “We have to assume we were attacked,” Tellas said. 
 Helia nodded. “I tend to agree. But by whom?” 
 “That’s unknown, too,” Tellas replied. 
 Helia looked as exasperated as the rest of the group. “What did you all 
turn up?” 
 They told her what they had discovered. Just then, the computer signaled 
that it had finished analyzing the material in the ravine. They listened in as it 
spoke from one of the monitors. “The structure is a nanocomposite of crystalline 
tungsten-carbon, extruded as a mesh. Artifacts of that nature were discovered on 
Cadden Prime shortly after colonization. The composite was not a building 
material used by humans though. Lengthy research speculated that it was used 
to corral animals by an unknown species. No evidence of the beings that made 
the structures were found at that time. No other artifacts were found either. It was 
concluded that an alien culture had a small outpost for a short period at that 
location. Later, several images of these aliens were cataloged. The aliens were 
dubbed Azenki.”  
 Cadden Prime was their neighboring star system two light years distant. 
The ships that had brought humans here had seeded Cadden Prime sixty years 
previous to Nyhavn. Along with seeding Nyhavn, an archive of Cadden Prime’s 
history up to that point had been left for them. Once the seed ships left Nyhavn’s 
orbit, a history of the settlements here would be sent to the next planet and so on. 
Such a method helped the next colony that the ship would invest time in.  
 “Aliens?” Jorrold exclaimed. “Images? I’ve never heard anything about 
that!” 
 “Me neither,” Tellas said. “AI, display the images.” 

Images of the Azenki appeared on the displays as the computer narrated. 



“The Azenki are starfish-shaped beings that hail from an unknown sector of the 
galaxy. It is believed that this species is space-faring despite no evidence of their 
ships. Almost nothing is known about the species since no permanent colony, 
encampment or outpost of these beings was ever found on Cadden Prime. On 
the other hand, a portal, which appears to be their method of short-range 
transportation, was recorded by automated devices on two occasions. This is 
how images of live Azenki were obtained. It was later inferred that this portal is 
dimensional in nature and not locational.” 
 “Explain dimensional versus locational,” Tellas said. 
 “Authorities on Cadden Prime investigated the origination point of the 
portal’s energy signature. No location on the planet was ever found. It was 
concluded that its origin was dimensional, which is to say that it originated 
outside the boundary of space time normally accessed by humans.” 
 From the group, Rence spoke up. “Humans access alternate space time. 
We have FTL ships.” 
 “True. But looks like they use this portal to make instant travel possible,” 
Tellas replied. 
 “I thought the Seed Ship scanned planets before colonization,” Rence 
added. “Wouldn’t we have known about them if they were here?” 
 “I know a thorough scan was done,” Tellas told him. “One possibility is that 
they weren’t here until after we arrived. Maybe this is their first appearance.” 
Then to the AI. “AI, what data do you have on that transport frequency?” 
 “Little. We do know that it operates within the standard EM spectrum. This 
frequency can be duplicated.” 
 “Display that frequency.”  
 The AI displayed the data.  
 “It’s the only clue we have so far,” Tellas told the group. “AI, display 
anomalous EM readings that fit this pattern before we were knocked out.”  
 On every block of the settlement there were kiosks. In them were sensors 
that monitored and recorded weather and other atmospheric conditions, provided 
communications, supplied power, and provided data. Wraparound screens 
allowed anyone who walked up to them to get instant information. 
 It took a few moments, but the AI replied to the hushed crowd. “Thirty-two 
minutes before this section of the village’s population fell silent, this frequency 
was recorded at the edge of block A9.” 
 Tellas spoke to the shocked group. “For the time being, we should assume 
these Azenki have stumbled on us and that the boys either went looking for them 
or have been captured by them. I’m certainly hoping it’s the former, but we have 
to leave all the possibilities open.  
 “Have one of the skiffers prepped. I want everyone to have laser rifles.  
We’re going to take a little trip to that ravine,” he added. He was as aware as 
everyone else the nanocrystalline structure could only be penetrated by great 
heat or laser.  
 Tellas spoke to the engineer standing beside him. “Kor, can you modify 



one of your scanners to emit a frequency that can jam or interfere with their 
transport device? If those aliens have taken refuge in that structure, and if the 
boys are with them or nearby, maybe we can jam it and prevent the Azenki from 
getting away. Or-or, I don’t know, prevent them from coming back if they’re not 
there.” 
 Kor nodded. “It’s worth a try, but it’s going to take at least an hour to make 
the modifications.” 
 Tellas nodded. 
 Kor took off. The other men and women exited the hut and headed to their 
assignments, gathering together the items they figured they might need to 
recover the boys. That is, if they could be found. 
 Tellas’s heart ramped up a bit. Since no one had been able to raise either 
boy on their comms, he had a terrible feeling about what might have happened to 
them. 
 

* 
 
 “I think they’re studying us,” Kostos said as he rubbed the fur beneath him. 
 Grigo nodded his agreement. “But there’s no way to know when they’re 
going to do more than that.” He eyed the pile of rocks next to them. 
 “I know.... Hey, did you hear that?” Kostos asked.  
 “What?” Grigo looked around for the aliens, yet saw nothing. 
 “It was a humming sound.” 
 Grigo listened for a moment. He shook his head. 
 “Maybe it was an insect,” Kostos offered. 
 They were quiet for a moment more, listening. The sound didn’t return. 
 “Why do you think they only have two of us here?” Kostos asked. “This 
cage, or whatever it is, could hold dozens of people.” 
 Grigo ventured a guess. “I was walking by your place when I was knocked 
out. It was the last thing I remember before waking up here. Maybe they 
happened to, I don’t know, materialize nearby and took us because it was 
convenient. Maybe we were just the first. Maybe they plan to get others.” Grigo 
didn’t meet his eyes for a moment, then looked at Kostos again. “I have to admit. 
I pass by there on occasion, wondering if you’re in there.” 
 Kostos sat up, crossed his legs, and looked at Grigo. He cracked a slight 
smile as he studied the boy’s face. “Just wondering? You didn’t want to stop in 
and say hello?” 
 Grigo looked confused for a moment. “I thought it would be a little weird 
since we didn’t really know each other. I didn’t want you to think I was, I don’t 
know, coming on to you.” 
 Kostos tried to interpret what that meant. “What does it matter? You’re not 
gay.”  
 “Since the day we met in that tent before we headed out this way, I 
thought you were good looking. I tried to stay away from you so I wouldn’t be 



tempted to, uh, do anything I might regret.” 
 “Regret?” Kostos decided he wasn’t going to have any of that. He was just 
about sure now that Grigo was harboring the same feeling of rejection he felt 
himself. Kostos found himself grinning now, empowered like he’d never felt 
before. 
 They were suddenly distracted by a loud humming sound, but only for a 
second before it faded away. 
 “That’s the noise. It’s a transport!” Kostos said. “They’re looking for us!” 
 They both barely dared to breathe as they strained to hear more, but there 
was nothing. 
 “They’ll find us,” Grigo said as he nodded. “They’re close by.” 
 Kostos continued to wonder about Grigo. These last few hours were such 
an enlightenment that he felt nearly blessed to be trapped here with him. 
 

* 
 
 N’unlek’s communication petals was pressed against the underside of 
For’nal’s, discussing the results of the analysis with him.  
 “Their biological code is entirely different from the rest of the life forms on 
this planet. I think they’re not native.” 
 “Agreed. Perhaps they are from one of the nearby stars in this cluster.” 
 “Perhaps. But this is far more important. The fluid contains lubricating 
liquid and some random animal cells, but nothing that could be considered part of 
their reproductive process.” 
 For’nal studied the images before responding. “Perhaps we didn’t get a 
large enough sample.” 
 “We retrieved almost the entire volume of the reproductive fluid from both 
of them.” 
 “Perhaps their species require more than two to mate successfully. Or 
perhaps they mate repeatedly before sex cells are introduced. We’ve seen that 
before.” 
 “True. We’ll get another sample to find out.” 
 “Their body designs are nearly identical. I think they are of the same 
gender. We need to find the complimentary gender, too.” 
 “And more of this gender. These could be drones. We have examples of 
drones in certain species that are sterile. We’ll go back to their outpost if the next 
sample is equally void.” 
 “Are you not concerned that they are sentient?” 
 “When has sentience prevented us from harvesting flesh?” 
 “True. I will prepare new sample discs.” 
 

* 
 
 Kostos saw motion from the corner of his eye. He turned his head and 



watched a thin vertical black slit as it grew in the air ten meters from the fur. The 
slit reached its maximum height then quickly widened. Both Azenki stepped from 
it into the ravine. 
 “Oh, shit. They’re back,” he said, alarmed. 
 Grigo reached for a sizable rock from the pile next to them as he stood. 
 The Azenki deftly picked their way across the uneven ground and rapidly 
approached them. The boys saw the same plate-like objects the aliens had had 
the day before. Kostos glanced at Grigo when he realized what they were up to. 
He had no interest in being raped by the aliens again. He reached for a rock, too. 
 Grigo tossed his first rock. The alien closest to him ducked. The rock 
smacked heavily to the ground further on. “Damn it,” he said. He quickly threw 
two more. They missed their target, too. 
 Kostos tossed his first rock at the other Azenki. It raised one of its arms, 
caught the rock as it sailed toward him, then used its momentum to deflect its 
trajectory. The creatures’ multiple arms were certainly to their advantage, he 
observed. That doubled his resolve as he picked up another bigger rock. He 
aimed and threw. The Azenki was already two meters closer. This time the 
Azenki moved out of the way instead of deflecting the rock. They were just too 
agile. 
 Grigo wasn’t about to give up. He launched a barrage of rocks. Only one 
managed to hit its target, but it bounced off the alien’s tough hide. 
 Suddenly, the Azenki heading toward Grigo stumbled, emitted a loud 
wailing sound, then crashed heavily to the ground. Orange liquid splashed the 
ground in front of it. It was so close to Grigo by that time that some of it splattered 
the front of his body. A second later, the other one blew up in mid-stride. Its 
forward momentum caused it to crash a meter in front of Kostos. The tip of one of 
its petals flopped toward him, smacked his shoulder and caused him to land 
backward on the fur. Grigo hesitated for a second, then stepped back to help 
Kostos get to his feet. 
 From high above them, they saw the barrels of two laser rifles poking 
through the crystalline roof. 
 

* 
 
 It took another twenty minutes for the rescue party to climb down toward 
the mouth of the canyon and find a spot to laser a hole through the mesh. 
Blankets were retrieved from the skiff and the boys donned them. The big 
questions came after they were released. ‘How did you get here? Where are your 
clothes? Did the aliens harm you?’  
 By that time, Kostos was sporting a nasty-looking red spot on his shoulder 
where the dead Azenki’s arm had smacked him. 
 Kostos didn’t know how much to explain. They had been violated sexually. 
Otherwise, no physical harm had been done to them, so perhaps it didn’t matter 
how much their rescuers knew.  



 
* 

 
 The boys had been told to take a few days off from work to decompress 
after their ordeal. Two days later they were in Helia’s office where she was going 
over the results of their physical exams with them. The boys hadn’t seen each 
other again until now. Kostos noted that it seemed strange to see Grigo clothed.  
 They had told her they hadn’t been physically harmed, but she had wanted 
to make absolutely sure nothing unusual had happened to them without them 
being aware of it. Her main concern though was their emotional state. She had 
managed to extract out of them that samples of their semen had been what the 
aliens were after. They could only speculate why, but it seemed the creatures 
were on a discovery mission and knocked out those in their section of the 
settlement to prevent them from following or finding out where they had taken the 
boys.  
 It was going to be embarrassing when what had happened to them was 
released to the others, but everyone needed to be on guard now in case other 
Azenki showed up.  
 “I’m scheduling separate follow ups with you both in a few days,” she told 
them. “Oh, Grigo. Your father wanted to see you right away after we’re done 
today.” 
 “Which will be?” Grigo asked. 
 “In fifteen minutes.” 
  

* 
 
 Kostos returned to his quarters directly after seeing Helia, satisfied that 
her report had proven they had a clean bill of health. He spent the next thirty 
minutes answering more vidmails. The news had spread about their rescue, and 
he and Grigo had become minor celebrities. An interview for the colony news had 
been scheduled for the next day, without his authorization. He thought about 
protesting, then realized that it really didn’t matter. He didn’t feel particularly 
traumatized and had already gotten two good nights’ rest. An hour later he 
received a call on his comm. It was Grigo. His interest suddenly piqued. 
 “Hey,” Grigo said. There was a smile on his face. He was walking outside. 
 “Hey,” Kostos returned. 
 “My dad had some interesting news about what they found. Can I, er, 
come by and tell you?” 
 Kostos shrugged his shoulders. “Sure.” 
 “See you in ten minutes.” 
 Kostos pressed the end icon and looked around. His four-room apartment 
was already Spartan and picked up, but he felt compelled to find something to 
straighten. Good god, Kostos, he thought. It’s not like we’re dating.  
 Minutes later, he heard a knock at the door. Kostos opened it. Sunlight 



streamed in, bathing Grigo in an interesting glow. 
 Grigo had an awkward look on his face. “Hey,” he said again. 
 “Hey yourself,” Kostos replied.  
 Grigo held his arm out. He had a bag in his hand. 
 “What’s this?” Kostos asked as he took the bag. 
 “Your clothes and boots. Our rescue team found a cloaked Azenki ship,” 
Grigo told him. “It was near the ravine. They were able to disable the cloak and 
open the hatch. Our clothes were in one of the rooms.” 
 “Wow,” Kostos said as he opened the bag and looked inside. Yesterday, 
he had read the data about the Azenki from Cadden Prime and recalled that a 
ship had never been found before. 
 “I’ve got some shots of it,” Grigo told him. He placed the pad he had in his 
hand down onto the kitchen counter and pressed an icon. There were a few short 
vids and some stills of the interior. “Kenu finished the autopsy on the aliens, too. 
There wasn’t much to look at. They deflated when they were lasered. They were 
mostly gel and water. But we’ve learned more about the Azenki in the last two 
days than ever before. Plus, we know how to jam their cloak and their 
dimensional transport now. We’ll know how to deal with them if they show up 
again.”  
 Kostos noticed that Grigo seemed suddenly uncomfortable. He didn’t have 
the confident demeanor he had sported while they were trapped in the ravine. 
Grigo’s body language told him that. But then again, it might be because Grigo 
was fully clothed and Kostos was lacking cues. 
 “A-about what happened between us out there… ,” Grigo looked away. 
 “Don’t you mean ‘to us’?” 
 “I, uh, I have a confession. I wasn’t exactly honest with you.” 
 “Oh?” 
 “I come by here a lot. Sometimes I stop and touch the wall outside, 
thinking I can get you to come out by using my mind.” 
 “Huh?” 
 Grigo shook his head. “I know it sounds stupid. I should have just knocked 
or called all those times. But I was afraid. And now that I know you’re gay and out, 
I, uh, I wanted you to know that I’m, uh, I’m gay. I’ve never told anyone. I-I 
wanted to pretend it wasn’t true.” 
 Kostos didn’t know what to say.  
 Grigo seemed to be fighting for words now. “I’ve been playing a stupid 
game. I thought I had a reputation to uphold. I thought I couldn’t be the only 
colonist here I was aware of who’s gay. I’ve been with girls and I liked it. Now that 
I know you’re gay, too and that... you and I... well... we were, fuck, forced to be 
naked and have orgasms together. It wasn’t the way I expected it to happen… 
between us. Being kidnapped with you was the best thing that ever happened to 
me. It brought out a side of me that I wanted to stay hidden. But I can’t keep it 
hidden anymore.” 
 Kostos was wholly unprepared to hear this. “Seriously?”  



 Grigo nodded. “Here’s what’s even more serious. I like you. Being in that 
ravine was, I don’t know, a real eye-opener. I may be dense about some things, 
but I can tell you, uh, you want me, too. Look, I’m not so good about relationships 
but I wanted to show you who I really am. Will you…?” He was drawing closer to 
Kostos as he spoke. Without another word, Grigo placed a hand on Kostos’s 
shoulder, then softly kissed his lips.  
 Kostos melted into his arms and kissed back. This couldn’t be happening, 
Kostos thought. But it was. No longer held in that bizarre alien trap, they were 
together in a proper way. In each other’s arms. Kissing. Blood pounding in their 
heads. Safe now, and clearly delirious for each other. It was more than a minute 
before they pulled away from each other.  
 “I wanted to finish you off that night,” Grigo whispered. “But I was too 
freaked out about our situation.” 
 What irony, Kostos thought. Grigo has all his clothes on and he’s more 
vulnerable than he was when we were naked. “You can finish me off any time 
you want,” Kostos whispered back breathlessly. 
 Grigo didn’t hesitate. He went to his knees and unbuckled Kostos’s belt. 
He unzipped the fly, slowly slid Kostos’s pants down, then his underwear. He 
kissed the head of Kostos’s rock hard upturned penis. Grigo placed his hands 
around Kostos’s buttocks then breathed in heavily as he buried his nose in 
Kostos’s balls. He pulled back, then took the shaft deeply into his mouth in one 
quick motion.  
 Kostos’s head involuntarily tilted back as he moaned. It didn’t take long 
before he gushed into Grigo’s mouth. Even while reveling in orgasmic bliss, the 
thought bubbled to the surface. I love being a pioneer!  



Act Two 
The Menu 
© Scott Galister 
 

I’m Tak-Shaan Kolo, the younger of Atu-Jorma Kolo’s two sons. My father 
is the well-known owner of Kolo Minerals in Eluria on Arvukus. Eluria is the name 
of the continent and the province where I was born. Arvukus is my home planet. 
Kolo Minerals is the largest mining conglomerate on the planet, with 
headquarters in the capital named Rown. That’s where I work. 

I was the vice-president of production and inventory control. I oversaw ore 
storage facilities on the continent and monitored shipments of high quality ore to 
manufacturing companies on our planet as well as to most off-world customers. I 
had lots of control, lots of responsibility, and lots of influence in my industry. At 
twenty-nine, I was at the top of my game, but I was becoming increasingly 
desperate.  

Our culture is unusually conservative. At least, those who rule our 
government and most of my family are. My culture comes from what was called 
Nordic stock, whatever that means, on Old Earth. What I do know is that we’re 
mostly light-skinned, hearty people. I would say that I’m an average Arvukan in 
that I’ve got fair skin, fair hair, blue eyes, a medium build and little body fat. I 
stand just over two meters tall. I don’t have bulging muscles, but I’m filled out 
where it counts. I particularly like the fact that genetics endowed me with nice 
upper arms and shoulders like my father. 

I’ve known I was different in a culture that doesn’t like differences since I 
was fourteen years old. Most of Arvukan society, of which my family has 
significant influence, has fixed ideas about who’s good and who’s not. So, I 
couldn’t tell anyone in my family about my true nature and expect to stay in good 
graces with them. So, for a very long time I hid that true nature from myself and 
from others in a desperate attempt to fit in.  

For the last one hundred sixty-three years, since Arvukus was settled, the 
planet of my birth has been no different than the majority of the worlds in the 
Cluster. Each planet is inhabited by a monoculture. For some worlds, the lack of 
cultural or racial diversity allowed them to thrive, like it did on my home world. For 
some, it didn’t. I had heard that the reason the Seed Ships used that algorithm 
was because of the constant fighting humanity did with each other on Old Earth. 
Differences, although important for a society to progress, were apparently a 
problem for most of them on that planet. 

Now that you know about my home planet, you should know we have a 
sister world, named Sedara. Our planets orbit each other in the middle of our 
sun’s habitable zone. We’re each other’s moon four point eight light seconds 
apart, and growing further apart by two centimeters a year. Although in proximity 
of each other, the planets couldn’t be more different. We have a vast planetary 
ocean with two large continents. We were very lucky to have struck it rich with 
heavy metal ores on the Elurian continent right away; then later on Toinen, our 
other continent. Sedara on the other hand is a stormy world, with a few large 
unconnected seas; deep ice caps on each pole; a spotty magnetic field, which 



results in bizarre storms, an unpredictable climate; and a smothering taiga forest 
that stretches across one of the limited temperate zones. Their wealth is in their 
incredibly fertile soils. So, they became an agrarian society, living in an 
egalitarian web of peaceful farming communities. They’re focused on tradition 
and family, and are steeped in a lore born from a farming culture. They grow 
more than enough food for themselves despite their odd climatic zones. 

The Seed Ships settled Arvukus and Sedara at the same time. Their 
people were from a land called The Arab Shield on Old Earth. I don’t know what 
that was or where it was located on that planet, but that’s the culture Sedara 
ended up with. For over a hundred years we barely spoke to each other, despite 
having interplanetary communications. Despite that, we’re the only planet in this 
system that developed interstellar transportation. The Seed Ships had provided 
the plans for such systems for every culture in the Cluster.  

The Sedarans were perfectly happy being left alone. But fifty-three years 
ago their isolation came to an end. Did anyone think that the populations of two 
worlds that orbited so close together would stay away from each other? Those 
who programmed the Seed Ships failed to take into account. 

After contact was made an agreement for exchange was worked out with 
various population groups. Those agreements worked for decades. Their 
agricultural centers supplied us with some foods we couldn’t or didn’t grow on 
Arvukus, and we supplied processed ores and some semi-finished goods for 
their light industry. But that cordial relationship came to an end several years ago 
when one of our orbiting probes discovered minerals there that we wanted. More 
specifically, what my company Kolo Minerals wanted and was going to get. 

It finally came down to a paramilitary occupation by a company 
euphemistically called Black River Management. They had been hired by my 
father several years ago to lead a campaign to quell an act of civil disobedience 
there. That well-coordinated uprising had led to hundreds of thousands of 
soltakas worth of destroyed equipment, tens of thousands of soltakas of lost 
profits, and skewed schedules. I’ll explain that in much more detail later on. 

It’s ironic that I had never been there, yet it was visible in our sky. On the 
other hand, I had been to Nephora twice, which is our largest trading partner, a 
planet a little over two light years away in an entirely different star system. I had 
been focused on overseeing a profit center, and had been fighting my own 
demons. I didn’t have time to concern myself with a neighboring planet’s human 
rights. 

For my thirtieth birthday, I was going to end my self-imposed sexual 
frustration. Let me back up a moment to explain what that means. At nineteen, I 
accidentally discovered a seedy part of the capital, where I grew up. There, I had 
had clandestine rendezvous with men in alleyways, in underground clubs and in 
ridiculously dirty rooms. In every one of those encounters I was mostly clothed 
and standing up. I had six furtive encounters with men before I was almost 
caught by a local vice sweep. I vowed never to go again. I carefully squashed my 
feelings, ignored my true calling, and generally focused my attention on other 
things. But two years ago, when I attended a conference out east, near one of 
the mining towns, I found myself in the awkward position of being hit on by one of 



the managers there. The conference was over and I was at the bar having a few 
drinks with some other executives when they decided to leave for different 
entertainment. By that time I had had three drinks, one over my limit. I wasn’t in 
any condition to accompany them, yet still had enough presence of mind to make 
sure I didn’t. I found a booth and was drinking a soda before returning to my hotel 
room, when he sat down opposite me. He immediately hit on me. I have no idea 
how he knew I would respond the way I did, but it was as if I knew the secret 
language he was speaking to me. I brought him back to my hotel room where he 
had his way with me. I can’t believe I let him fuck me. Frankly, I’m pretty sure if I 
hadn’t been drinking I would have said yes anyway.  

I woke up the next morning with him gone, my ass sore as hell and a note 
saying I was just what he needed. Dried come had matted the hair on my chest, 
so I apparently hadn’t even cleaned myself up. I remember how empty I felt 
because I didn’t remember having an orgasm. I only remember that his penis 
was a rare treasure. 

I had the same girlfriend since I was twenty-six. We’re the same age and 
her name’s Janika. She was trim, feminine, yet assertive and aggressive in bed. 
It was easy for me to respond to her because I was used to her and felt 
comfortable in her presence. Yet, our relationship felt hollow to me. Whatever 
imprint men get about them simply hadn’t worked on me. So, I was pretending. 
Once we turned twenty-nine, she started pestering me to visit the clinic and have 
our stem cells genned. Our union would be very good for her. She would become 
a very wealthy woman once we signed a marriage contract. But I had no 
intention of fathering children with her. She became more and more exasperated 
with me, but only to her girlfriends, never to my face. How did I know that? 
Women can be persuaded to talk about things they’d rather keep secret if you 
ask them the right way.  

I was scheduled to give a presentation in three months at a mining 
conference in the Toinen capital called Yarros. 

The week after that conference hit my calendar, I found something that 
sent me on a treasure hunt of a lifetime. I had found an ad for a resort in Toinen’s 
far west that was, shall we say, exotic. I came across it while looking for smut on 
our planetary data network. As I scrolled through the ad, I noticed a certain way 
the wording was written. A certain way the phrases were obfuscated. I 
recognized it as that secret language I was mysteriously able to understand. So, 
in the course of my investigation I discovered that the noteworthy nature of the 
resort was that it was exclusively for men. Men who enjoyed the company of 
other men. For the cost of a suite, one could choose a young man for a five-day. 
Really? Right here on my home world? How did I not know it existed until now? 

It was a good thing I was sitting down when I finally discovered that little 
nugget of information, because I nearly passed out. I had found my dream resort. 
It was clear across Toinen and only accessible via rail. Yes, rail. I couldn’t find 
any commercial air transport on their west coast. The west was still sparsely 
populated and had limited access to the rest of the planet. After all, that end of 
the continent marked the end of the world for all intents and purposes. It’s over 
twelve thousand kilometers from there to the east coast of our continent across a 



very rough planetary ocean. So, what I decided to do was to give the 
presentation, then head west to the resort.  

I found out how to contact them. There was actually a secret password 
one had to use before they would say they had vacancy. Well, I had that damn 
password by that time. I had to make up a persona because I certainly wasn’t 
going to tell them my real name. I’m not exactly famous, but I’m well-known in my 
industry. 

I’m not an expert on our social media systems, but I knew how to use 
them. It took three five-days to create a new persona and have it established on 
PlanetNet. I became Mr. Tel-Jonn Koznetzken, one of the nouveau riche in Rown. 
I had no connection whatsoever with Kolo Minerals.  

Yarros is the continental capital on their east coast. It’s a major seaport, 
conference center, and the terminal for Kolo Minerals mining interests there. 
Unlike the heavy metal ores we extract on our continent, Toinen’s value is in its 
extensive lithium and beryllium deposits, and other light-element compounds. 
Toinen is mostly desert, and thus, the main towns are along the coast. That 
exotic locale? The place was called Palal Seaside Resort.  

One evening over dinner a couple of weeks before I was set to leave, I 
told Janika that after the conference I planned to take a five-day and visit some of 
the mining facilities. I told her it would be rather boring and dusty. The continent 
is sparsely populated and there aren’t a lot of things for tourists to do. She 
decided she didn’t want to take the time off to traipse around with me.  Perfect.  I 
had planted the correct seed and it had taken. 

 
* 

 
Once the conference was over, I left Yarros at eight the next morning, and 

hopped the train for the five-hour ride. Along the way we snaked into the Central 
Mountains and stopped in a small alpine town there. There were no other large 
towns until we reached the coast again, whereupon we passed through five 
towns, all of which we stopped at. None were very large either. The train picked 
up goods and passengers and dropped both off at each town. 

The closer we got to the end of the line, the more nervous I felt. I had no 
idea whether my fake ID would take, whether someone would recognize me on 
the train, or whether we’d be raided once I got to the resort.  

Sundown is the terminal stop and where I exited the train. Baggage claim 
was under a huge roof held up by six tall pillars in the open air. It was warm with 
a distinct lack of humidity. The breeze was steady, which made the elevated 
temperature comfortable; and the air clear. The climate was just about perfect.  

Sundown is on the Blue Coast of the Neponic Ocean. One of the 
distinguishing features of this end of the continent is the deep blue color of the 
water, the bright white chalky cliffs that face it for hundreds of kilometers up and 
down the coast, and nearly year-round sunny skies. There are no ports here due 
to the lack of deep harbors. But, no wonder it’s a resort area with this sort of 
weather. Our planet has a population of only a little over eighteen million people. 
It would take many decades, if not another century, before the place was fully 



developed.  
I had been sent instructions that a driver would be waiting for me. I picked 

my bags up and set them on a cart. I pushed it to the sidewalk to look for my ride. 
I felt as if I had a sign on me that said ‘Looking for Dick’.  

Out on the sidewalk, the covering did only a partial job. Most of the shade 
was over the roadway. I found my driver right away. He was holding up a 
handwritten sign with my fake name on it. I waved to him, then presented my ID 
card. He took it and tapped it against his reader. The indicator light turned green, 
and he nodded. He opened the side door of the luxury vehicle, then took the cart. 
I got in while he loaded my bags.  No words were exchanged between us.  

As we pulled out from the station and onto the cliff top road I suddenly felt 
foolish. Here I was, nearly at my destination, and I was beginning to fear that I 
had gotten myself into a mess. But I ignored that fear. Biology had won long ago. 
I had already lost that battle. I was closer than ever before to scratching an itch 
that had never ceased. 

We passed by four other areas that looked like they might be resorts, but I 
wasn’t sure.  I asked my driver.  His only words to me the entire twenty-five 
minute ride were ‘Palal Seaside is the last stop on this road’. There didn’t appear 
to be any other construction currently taking place. This must be it for the time 
being. The roadside stands and shops petered out five minutes before we 
reached my destination. A long stretch of sand and scrub lined both sides of the 
road. To my left, the ocean beyond the cliff stretched to the horizon. To my right, 
undulating hills with scrawny clumps of desert foliage flew by.  

We stopped at a gate that punctuated a high metal fence. It stretched all 
the way to the cliff and went off to the right as far as I could see. The place 
appeared to be well-secured. My driver handed a bot guard something, which 
was scanned, then we were waved in. Several meters ahead, the ground sloped 
downward. We reached a dark tunnel entrance and went through it. Twenty 
seconds later we reached the other end of the tunnel and another gate. The bot 
guard there waved the driver through. The vehicle came out into bright sunlight 
again.  

I was in awe. We had arrived in the center of a semi-circular area at the 
foot of the cliff. If the high walls of the cliff hadn’t been chalk, I would have sworn 
we were inside a volcanic crater. The resort appeared to occupy every square 
inch of space here. Mesmerizing white cliffs, dozens of meters high, stood 
majestically behind us like a high curved wall. All around us was lush, well-
maintained foliage. We were a bit higher in elevation than the rest of the grounds 
so I could briefly see a wide crescent-shaped area of beach. Foliage took up 
much of the area, but left a nice wide beach area along a shallow bay. As we 
leveled out and got closer to the reception building, I saw two bots cleaning up a 
pile of freshly trimmed leaves and branches. Another bot was washing a window 
on a small detached room. I suspected there were plenty of bots here doing all 
sorts of work due to the considerable acreage. 

We pulled to a stop on a semi-circular drive beneath a high portico. There 
were only two other cars nearby. Both were parked and without drivers. I hopped 
out and my driver unloaded my bags onto a cart. I handed him three ocels, the 



local currency. He unceremoniously drove away. A bot took the cart and pushed 
it toward the main entrance through double frosted-glass doors. Please follow me, 
sir, it said. 

I entered the reception area. It was airy, flooded with light, and had lots of 
tropical plants in pots and permanent areas. A nice breeze flowed through the 
lobby. The bot took my cart to the side of the reception counter then departed. I 
approached a man about my age behind the counter. He had a pleasant smile on 
his face.  

“Welcome to Palal Seaside Resort, Mr...” 
“Tel-Jonn Koznetzken,” I said. I handed him my fake ID. 
He tapped it against his reader and looked at a display screen 

momentarily. “Ah, your first visit. And I see you have one of the deluxe suites. 
Very good. The menu with a deluxe suite is exceptionally wide-ranging.” 

The menu. I couldn’t wait. 
The host continued. “No external personal communication or recording 

devices are allowed while checked in. If you need to make any last minute calls, 
please do so now. They’ll be held for safe-keeping in a vault here.” 

I didn’t have any last minute anything to do. I was nearly breathless to get 
to my suite and get to that damn menu. I handed him my comm after I shut it off 
and locked it. 

“Here’s a resort comm, sir. It will only connect to our office.” He handed 
me one on a lanyard and showed me how to use it.  

It took a few more minutes for him to check me in, then he slid a brochure 
across the counter. “We’re an exclusive resort, and as such, to make your stay 
as pleasant as possible, we have a rather strict list of rules. We ask that you 
familiarize yourself with them before you can access the menu. Your luggage is 
being sent to your suite. Once the brochure acknowledges that you’ve been 
through the rules, a boy will be here to take you to it. There’s a sitting area 
through there.” He pointed to frosted glass doors off to the right.  

I went through them and spied several couches, chairs and tables in a 
lovely sitting area. To the left was a wall of thick glass. Behind it was a kidney-
shaped pool, which was surrounded by more lush foliage and a few tables with 
umbrellas over them. Four rotund men were standing in the shallow end around 
a table that was held up by a pole from below. The men wore thongs that were 
far too small for their large frames.  

Standing up to his calves in the water was a dark-skinned teen boy 
serving them drinks from a tray. He was completely naked except for some 
transparent object that covered his genitals. I was several dozen meters away 
and couldn’t quit tell what it was. That was my first shock of the day, actually. But 
what was even weirder was that I had just barely arrived and already I thought I 
recognized one of the men. The silver-gray hair. The ears a little too large. The 
bulbous red nose. The square-set jaw. And his barrel chest. There was no way I 
could possibly recognize anyone here though. I shook my head and returned to 
the task at hand. I peeled my eyes away from those people, changed my position 
so I could no longer see into the pool area and pressed the begin icon on the 
brochure. 



A vid started, showing some of the vistas from the various rooms. Security 
was discussed, which was strict and had no exceptions. Guests were not 
permitted to leave the grounds without permission and no boys were to 
accompany them. The next item was discussion about how the menu was 
prepared. The boys had been specially selected using several criteria. They were 
all healthy and had all their teeth. The boys were of three specific body types, 
short and thin, taller and thin, and short and stocky. All of them were circumcised 
and had both testicles. Penis lengths were no shorter than fifteen centimeters 
when fully erect. None had unusual curves. All of the boys that fit those criteria 
had been rigorously trained to please men sexually. 

I didn’t realize they would describe the escorts with such specifics. I was 
already getting a bit hard. 

A rather long list of rules was then presented. I couldn’t go any further until 
I agreed to each one. The first one raised my eyebrows in reaction because of 
the wording: The guest’s boy is to address the guest as master at all times. Boy 
and master? That wasn’t something I expected. Regardless, I touched the ‘I 
acknowledge’ icon. I read the rest of the rules. No biting, no fists, no punching, 
slaps or spankings that drew welts. No scat, but pissing was allowed. Breath 
control would not be tolerated. The boy is to be kept clean, bathed and douched. 
The boy will tell the guest the best time for elimination to accommodate sexual 
activity. The guest will not interfere with the boy’s hygiene but will not allow him 
to masturbate while cleaning himself. The boy will prepare all in-suite meals 
when asked, order entertainment, and make reservations in the common eating 
area at request. The boys were trained to prepare many different meals. The boy 
will sleep with the guest. The boy will shave himself if the guest desires, and 
shave the guest and/or cut the guest’s hair, if requested. It was noted that the 
boys were learned groomsmen and barbers. The guest will not let the boy go 
hungry. It was encouraged that meals be eaten together to create an atmosphere 
of calm and delight. All boys are to wear a sheer loincloth tucked into their 
waistbands when preparing food, serving food and drink, and when dining with 
the guest publicly or privately. If the guest leaves the suite for any reason for any 
length of time without the boy, the penis cage will be put on him; otherwise, it is 
to stay off for the duration.  

Penis cage, I wondered. What the hell? That might explain what I saw on 
the boy at the pool.  

The boy will be med-scanned daily for health and fitness. If, for any reason, 
the boy is found to be abused in any way, the guest will be checked out and will 
not be allowed back. Ever. On the other hand, if for any reason the guest wants a 
different boy, the stable master was to be called.  

Stable master, I wondered. This whole thing was highly unusual. 
The rules seemed endless. But clearly, the escorts were expected to be 

treated well by the guests. That was perfectly okay with me. I had no intention, 
nor any desire, to mistreat anyone. I was here for one reason, and one reason 
only: to have as much sex as possible. 

I had pressed the last ‘I acknowledge’ icon and was watching another 
informational vid when I heard someone in sandals approaching. A smiling dark-



haired boy, who couldn’t have been more than fifteen stopped in front of me. His 
pure white teeth contrasted with his light brown skin. He wore absolutely nothing 
except for a thin metal chain around his waist, one around each wrist, and a 
transparent covering that fitted fully over the shaft of a circumcised penis and 
pointed downward. A transparent circular ring was attached to it and tightly fitted 
around the base of his shaft and scrotum. The ring was thick enough to lift the 
boy’s testicles seductively. The penis cage, I quickly realized. Despite the boy’s 
youth, he had a man’s endowment.  

“Master, I am Essam. I will take you to your suite,” he said in heavily 
accented Arvukan.  

“Uh, sure,” I replied, trying to keep my eyes averted from the boy’s penis 
lest I embarrass myself.  

Essam reached out, grasped my hand, and pulled me to standing.  
“Are you Sedaran?” I asked. That was the only explanation for his brown 

skin. I had considerable ignorance of their people and culture. I suddenly felt 
awkward. 

“I am, master.” 
“How old are you?” I asked.  
“Why do you ask, master?” 
“I was just... wondering.”  
“I am fifteen.” 
“Fifteen?” I asked, astounded. A naked fifteen-year old boy was standing 

in this lobby with me. Why? 
“Do you desire me?” the boy asked. 
Whoa. I had never been attracted to someone his age. “Uh, no.  You’re far 

too young for me.” 
There was a momentary shocked look on his face. “Master, men far older 

than you have chosen me from the menu.” 
Despite the extensive discussion about rules and how the menu was 

prepared in the brochure, not a word was mentioned about them being Sedaran. 
It also said nothing about boys this young either. I suddenly felt extremely 
uncomfortable. How could a boy of his age be an escort and how did he get to 
Arvukus? 

Perhaps I misunderstood the nature of this place. I expected the resort to 
have companions who would explore my desire with me. I have a pretty specific 
preference. They need to be hairy males close to my age. All of my sexual 
fantasies and holo-liaisons had been with Arvukans between twenty-five and 
thirty, and with slightly more hair than me - and I only have hair on my chest, a 
trail of hair from my navel to my pubic hair, and hairy legs. I realized I needed to 
look closely at that menu once I got to my suite. 

Essam held my hand as we walked through the sitting area, through more 
double frosted-glass doors to an outside walkway, away from the pool where the 
men were drinking. Tall, skinny edil trees with their wide red fans waved in the 
wind as we continued on our way along a breezeway. Well-sheltered walkways 
led in the direction of the beach, which I couldn’t see from here. Foliage was 
strategically growing in front of outdoor spas. I could hear voices here and there 



as we walked, but the overgrowth was too thick to see where they were coming 
from. 

Finally, we reached my suite. A shaft of sunlight was illuminating the 
frosted glass front door from the inside. Essam placed my palm briefly on a 
sensor next to it. A quiet beep sounded and the door unlatched. He pushed the 
door inward and we entered a short entryway. Both sides had three false 
windows, more like alcoves, framed by stone arches and potted plants. The 
alcoves were covered with ornate wrought iron bars. Directly ahead was a wide 
staircase that led upward to what appeared to be the roof, since I could only see 
sky from where I was standing. That explained why so much light emanated from 
behind the front door. A slight breeze flowed through the entryway before the 
door clicked shut. The place had lots of open windows.  

Before going anywhere on the first floor, Essam led me upstairs. Turned 
out it wasn’t the roof, it was the master bedroom. It had transparent walls and 
roof. Essam stood in the middle of the room while I took it all in. I was 
immediately captivated with the place. The bedroom was huge. The large bed 
was against one of the walls and overlooked a wide semi-circular balcony, which 
had entrances to it from both sides of the bed. The bed coverings were 
transparent. Tables in two places held baskets of sex toys, lubricants, creams 
and other items, along with folded towels and cloths. Wastebaskets were next to 
them. On a non-transparent inner wall was the opening to a large walk-in closet. 
A small table just inside the closet held a similar basket of sex toys, lubricants 
and cloths. My luggage had been brought in, since the bags were sitting on a 
raised bench inside it. Next to the closet was a spacious bathroom with two sinks 
and a walk-in shower with half a dozen heads placed in various positions. Three 
of its walls, along with the ceiling, were also transparent. The shower stall was 
filled with sex toys and lubricants in various nooks. Mechanicals were hidden 
inside ornate pillars that looked like architectural features. A toilet, bidet and 
douching station were in a separate stall.  

“You control the transparency of the walls and ceilings from this panel, 
master.” Essam pointed to the nearest one. He placed his fingers on the controls 
and showed me how it worked. “You adjust here for light and heat.” I looked up at 
the sunlight streaming down. The room was flooded with light but not much heat. 
I immediately felt the heat though, as Essam pressed one of the other controls. 
He pressed again and the heat from the sunlight returned to its previous level. 

Essam led me back downstairs. The kitchen, dining room, sitting room, 
living room had baskets of sex toys, lubricant, creams, incense, perfumes, and 
sprays of all sorts, which were labeled with their various uses. I picked up one of 
the spray bottles from the basket in the smaller balcony. The label said Aroma. 
Underneath it said, This essence will last one hour with a single spray and takes 
effect in fifteen seconds. 

“What is Aroma?” I asked him. 
The boy closed his eyes briefly, as if trying to stave off a powerful feeling. 

He leaned in toward me and whispered. “If you breathe in the vapors, you or your 
boy will be very hard.” 

Essam then stepped back into the kitchen and opened the cold box, then 



pulled open the pantry doors. “The kitchen is fully stocked.” He then closed those 
doors.   

He reached over to the counter and picked up a display paper. He 
pressed the glowing icon and my assumed name graced it. The boy handed it to 
me then placed a hand around my waist and smiled up at me. “A list of boys that 
are available this five-day is on your menu. You may select a holo-intro in the 
living room.” I glanced at the circular tile in the center of the room. “The boy of 
your choosing will be brought to you right away. Is there anything I can do for you 
before I go, master?” 

“Uh, no. I think you pretty well covered everything.” 
Essam released his arm from around my waist, bowed and scooted 

backward a few steps. He then let himself out. I had to admit that he had a cute 
ass. 

The door clicked shut and the suite was quiet. I nervously looked at the 
menu, went to the living room and sat down on the plush seylit-skin couch. I 
faced the round tile in the center of the floor, then pressed the ‘Begin’ icon. 

A vid started. A forty-something Arvukan man spoke. ‘Your menu contains 
an exclusive list of boys available this five-day for guests of the deluxe suite.’ He 
reiterated the rules as they scrolled downward next to him. The admonition 
against any sort of harm to the boys was stern this time. ‘You may begin by 
filtering by age.’ 

A simple database, I noted. I touched the filter icon and scrolled through 
the ages. Uh, oh. The filter ranged from fourteen to eighteen. I tried several times 
to find an older age filter. It quickly became clear that there was none. “Shit”, I 
said under my breath. I was already faced with my first disappointment. The 
scant information I had found about this place wasn’t specific about the age of 
the boys available here, only that they would do my bidding. I was sure that the 
word boy was merely a euphemism. Clearly, that wasn’t the case. So, now that I 
was sitting here, perusing the long-mysterious menu, I came to a shameful 
conclusion. This was no escort resort. There weren’t high-class companions here. 
This resort catered to a clientele who wanted teens. That wasn’t me. 

I sat there for a good five minutes. My penis tented my shorts the entire 
time. I was so horny I could have screamed. I couldn’t go. I had to stay. This 
wasn’t fair but I was going to make it fair. I had had to manufacture considerable 
subterfuge, endure massive inconvenience traveling on a train, and had waited 
months to get here.  

I pressed the eighteen filter.  
Two faces popped up on the screen. Another disappointment. I expected 

more of a selection at this age. Just to see what would happen, I filtered for the 
lower age ranges. There were far more available younger boys. Six fourteen-year 
olds. Five fifteen and sixteen-year olds. Three seventeen-year olds. And two 
eighteen-year olds. The numbers were the opposite of what I expected. And, 
without exception, every single one was Sedaran. The pattern was disturbing. 
There was not a single Arvukan on the menu. Good god, where were all these 
boys being kept? How did so many of them get here?  

But that was the extent of my bothering to think about it. I pressed the icon 



for the eighteen-year olds again. I then pressed the icon for the first one. The 
holo-tile in the floor illuminated. A life-sized dark-haired boy immediately 
appeared. He was smiling and fully erect. In fact, it looked as if he were just 
about to ejaculate from the look of his engorged penis. But overall, he didn’t have 
the right features. Disappointed once again, I hit the next icon. 

The small portrait icon had done him no justice. When his life-sized image 
appeared, I couldn’t believe my good fortune. His short, shiny, black hair was an 
instant draw. His profile had a certain indefinable sensuous quality to it. The 
curves of his chin, nose and cheeks were seriously sexy. His lips were thick and 
so suckable that I had to do a double-take. And this boy was able to shave. His 
light caramel-colored skin had a sheen to it, most likely from oil or lotion. His 
teeth were as white as Essam’s. He was just shy of two meters tall and looked to 
be perhaps eighty kilos, ten less than me. He was nicely filled out, with an upper 
body slightly wider than his hips. He had nearly no body fat. His taut youthful 
muscles were well-defined under his tight skin. His nipples were dark, barely a 
centimeter in diameter and flat against his chest. Lower down was a barely 
visible six-pack. His rigid circumcised penis looked like it was on the edge of 
ejaculation. It was easily seventeen centimeters in length and thicker in the 
middle than at the tip. He was so hard that his magnificent arrowhead-shaped 
glans looked near bursting. His generous balls were perched tightly inside a 
hairless dark scrotum. His penis was the same light brown as the rest of his body. 
A small patch of black pubic hair above the shaft was well trimmed and traveled 
upward to his navel. There was a patch of dark hair that spread across his chest. 
As the image slowly rotated, the boy’s firm, well-rounded buttocks came into view. 
The holo-text next to him showed what hair would be shaved off, if desired. I 
hoped this was a recent holo-scan. As far as I was concerned, none was to be 
removed.  

The image of him standing faded and was replaced with one of him on all 
fours, his legs spread apart, his head lifted up and his erect penis and tight balls 
perfectly visible. I placed a finger on the directional icon and tilted the image so 
that I could see from underneath, and zoom in as well. Already harder than I 
been in, well, a day, I could have come at that moment because of the delightful 
line of dark hair that filled the boy’s butt crack and ran upward to spread across 
the top of his cheeks in a classic welcome mat. His inner thighs were dark with 
short hairs. Surprisingly, he was an interesting blend of youthful-looking above 
his waist, but all man down below. 

Without a moment’s hesitation, I pressed the ‘Order’ icon and specified 
that nothing be done to the boy except to present him. 

The vid told me that if I hadn’t already put my clothing away, to do so now 
as the boy was being prepared for the five-day – actually the remainder of the 
five-day – in my suite. My heart ramped up. I found my hands shaking in 
anticipation as I unpacked.  

 
* 

 
Thirty minutes later, I heard a knock at the door. I was at the balcony 



looking out over the tops of the trees two stories below, and headed downstairs. 
There were two dark shapes standing on the other side of the frosted glass door. 
I opened it. 

“Hello. I’m Ho-Lag Jellim, one of the stable masters,” the man said. “I’ve 
brought the boy you selected.” The boy’s head was down, looking at his feet. A 
penis cage with scrotal enhancement ring was firmly in place.  

 
Clearly, I thought. My heartbeat nearly doubled. He was impossibly 

handsome in the flesh.   
“May we come in?”  
“Of course.” I ushered them in. The boy was brought over to the holo-tile, 

where he stood with head still bowed. 
At first I thought he was merely holding his hands together behind his back. 

As they strode past me I saw that bracelets held his forearms firmly in place 
against two points of his waistband. The backs of his hands rested on his 
buttocks. 

“The boy’s name is Kadir. If accepted, I will hand over the cage key,” Ho-
Lag told me. 

“I accept,” was my immediate reply.  
Ho-Lag used another device, which he first touched to my hand, then to 

the comm attached to the lanyard around my neck. “The comm is a multi-
functional device. It’s bio-electrically coded. You can use it to open the penis 
cage. The boy can not operate it.”  

“How does it work?” 
The comm’s display showed several virtual buttons. “Press here to release 

his arms from the waistband locks. Press here to unlock the cage. Press this one 
to re-lock the cage after it’s been fitted back on, and here to lock his arms again. 
He is not allowed to resist when you put the cage back on. There are... penalties 
for doing so.”  

“If there are any problems, you merely need to press here when in comm 
mode. The menu is continuously updated, so you may select another boy that 
pleases you. There will be no penalties for the boy if you do so within a day.” 

“I don’t think there will be any problems.” 
Ho-Lag turned to go. The door clicked shut behind him. 
I stood with Kadir for a moment. My head was swimming. The stiffness in 

my shorts was impossible to ignore. 
“Kadir.” 
“Yes, master.” 
“Look at me.”  
Kadir raised his head and straightened his shoulders. His demeanor 

immediately changed as he stood there proudly. This was the first time I got a 
good look at his flawless face in person. As good as a holo was, it was nothing 
compared to what was standing in my suite. Kadir was at that transition age of 
what I call a man-boy. It didn’t matter now that he wasn’t older or more hairy. 

“Do you have a last name?” 
He nodded. “It is S’tisi, master.” 



I felt a bit relieved. Kadir’s voice had a resonance to it that sounded 
mature for his small frame – well, small compared to me. “Kadir S’tisi,” I said. I 
pressed the icon on the lanyard. Kadir’s arms fell away from his buttocks. I 
pressed the next icon and the molecular bonds of the transparent cage split in 
two from the top. Kadir stepped toward me. I realized it was because I was 
expected to pull the cage off. 

“Why do the boys here wear this thing,” I asked as I removed it and 
casually placed it on a table next to the couch. I looked at the boy’s hands. His 
fingernails were perfectly manicured.  

“It is forbidden to masturbate.” Now that he had spoken a complete 
sentence, I was enamored with his voice. His accent wasn’t as thick as Essam’s. 

“Forbidden?” 
“It is a rule. When we are not with a guest we are not allowed to have an 

orgasm unless given permission.” 
I glanced back at the cage. It didn’t seem possible that he could get hard 

with it on. “Not even a hard-on?”  
“The cage changes shape when we are asleep to allow our penises to be 

dream hard. When we are awake it will not move. Boys not with guests are 
allowed to dance and sing and play without the cage at dinner in the common 
area. We are allowed to be hard then. There is much entertainment here. You 
will see. And we are holo-imaged the day we can be on the menu again. I was 
hard two days ago.” Kadir’s penis was lengthening since he was scratching 
himself as he spoke. 

“When was the last time you had an orgasm?” 
“Seven days ago, master.” 
I felt extremely uncomfortable knowing that. I was sure most boys needed 

a minimum of two orgasms a day just to stay sane. That was certainly the case 
for me at eighteen. How was it possible that they could cage up these boys and 
prevent them from having even one a day? But the discomfort of knowing that 
quickly turned to pure lust. I had a good-looking completely naked boy in my 
room, who was going to do my bidding for a five-day, and that boy’s penis was 
getting harder by the second. I realized my sexual adventure had really, truly 
begun. It was time to start exploring that adventure. I knew exactly what to do 
next. “Come with me,” I said. 

Kadir followed me to the bedroom. Kadir was fully hard by the time he got 
to the top of the staircase. I was fully hard, too. His erection was visible. I still had 
on shorts, which only bulged the front.  

I stopped him once we got to the edge of the bed. 
My hands slightly shaking, I grasped his shoulders, making sure he was 

real and not a holo. The solidness of his flesh and the warmth of his body 
assured me right away. This was a real live boy. I glided one hand down the 
boy’s back and the other down his chest at the same time, feeling every contour, 
every sinew, just to be absolutely positive; and to allow myself a feeling of 
indescribable joy at actually touching a real live hard, naked boy. I found my 
breathing already difficult to catch. My hand finally got down to his firm buttocks. I 
lightly touched the dark hairs that grew across them. My other hand was at his 



pubic hair, where I turned it and grasped his upturned penis. Kadir sucked in a 
deep breath and his eyes involuntarily closed. 

I let go, then turned down the covers. I patted the bed. “Lay on your back,” 
I instructed. 

Kadir did as told. I adjusted the pillows for him. 
“Seven days since you last had an orgasm, huh?” 
“Yes, master.” 
“I want you to masturbate and I’ll watch to make sure you come,” I 

breathlessly told him, as I pulled off my shirt. 
Kadir’s eyes widened and a huge smile lit up his face. “Yes, master!” he 

said with such enthusiasm that it felt infectious. Without a moment’s hesitation, 
he spread his legs and started to feel himself up. He started with his nipples, 
which he pinched, then quickly went to his penis, then his balls, then his 
perineum. He raised his legs up, inserted one of his fingers into his mouth to get 
it moist, pressed it partway into his anus and dug around there for a moment. 
Done with that, he lowered his legs again, then started jacking off. His breath 
rapidly became ragged.  

I could barely believe this was happening. This was the first time I had 
ever seen anything like this in real life. I had given a simple command and the 
boy had run with it. The holos I had participated in before were close, but they 
were a sad, sad reminder that I was missing out on real life.  

Kadir worked on himself unabashedly, his body responding as if I weren’t 
there. I watched his every move, his every breath. I have to tell you that in that 
instant the initial embarrassment I felt at being at the resort completely melted 
away.  

I quickly kicked off my sandals, then dropped my shorts. Naked myself 
now, and penis aimed at the ceiling, I crawled onto the bed. My knees were 
against his hip and torso. I felt up his chest, his shoulders, his deltoids and his 
neck, then tweaked his nipples as his breathing became more and more 
irregular; hell, as my breath became more and more irregular. His penis was the 
most splendid thing in the universe, I decided, as he jacked himself off with relish 
with one hand and clutched his balls with the other. His chest was heaving, his 
head was thrown back. A couple of tears spilled out of the corners of his tightly 
closed eyes and fell down the sides of his face. He was making all sorts of 
guttural sounds and little moans, which by itself, was an amazing turn on. Barely 
a minute and a half later, his penis exploded. 

Time seemed to slow down. My mouth dropped open in awe as he shot 
ten squirts of semen onto his face, neck, chest, abdomen, and the sheets. More 
oozed out after the explosive squirts ended. It was as if he had no control over 
his vocal cords. He moaned so loudly, so many times, that I was sure someone 
would come running to see if I had killed him. Surely the noise had carried out 
over the property and had been heard by someone, since all of the windows 
were open. Finally spent, his body went limp as he sighed loudly. It seemed 
impossible that that much semen had come out of only one penis. Seven days 
indeed. 

That fleeting thought of someone coming running ended as soon as it 



began because I ejaculated as well. It took a moment before I was able to open 
my eyes. Most of my come had arched up so high that it had missed his body 
and ended up on the floor. But two short streaks had crossed his stomach at right 
angles to his own thick spurts. 

There was a dreamy look in his eyes as he looked at my still-stiff penis. A 
string of semen trailed downward from the tip to his hip. He placed a few fingers 
under it, gathering it until he reached my frenulum. He licked his fingers clean. 
He scooped more of the semen up from his chest, licking all of it from his hand.  

“Thank you for letting me masturbate right away, master,” he said, still 
catching his breath. 

“Seven days, huh?” 
“Yes, master.” 
“What’s the longest you weren’t allowed to have an orgasm?” 
“Fifteen days.” 
“Fifteen!” 
“That was a long time ago. Before I learned the rules.”  
Oh my god, I thought. That’s torture! The aroma of fresh semen had 

permeated the room and filled my nose, distracting me from the thought. Kadir 
was still on his back, looking drained and refreshed at the same time. I was still 
hovering over him on my knees. Neither of us had gotten soft yet.  

I scooted around to between his legs, bent them at the knees and pushed 
them down toward his chest, then held them apart. Kadir accommodated my 
every action. I raised his ass up so that I could get a good look at it, then to get a 
good whiff. No unpleasant smells anywhere. So, I stuck my tongue out and lightly 
brushed it against the dark hairs. I figured I would be hard for the entire five-day 
with that simple action, as my penis seemed to grow even more rigid. All of this 
was going to be a new experience for me because this time it was with a real 
person, not a holo-image.  

I ran my tongue up and down the length of his ass crack, stopping only to 
press it against his dark hole. I lingered there, poking my tongue in a centimeter, 
groaning at the surge of sex hormones that threatened to make me 
spontaneously ejaculate this time. It didn’t seem possible that I could still feel so 
horny after having such an intense orgasm, but I figured out why the resort 
existed now. It was for this.  

I lowered his legs and continued my way to his penis. Semen was still 
oozing out of the tip. I kissed the shaft, cupped his loosening balls and kissed 
them, too. I went back to the shaft and licked the glans clean. I swirled it around 
in my mouth, enjoying the taste of another male’s semen for the first time. It had 
a distinct sweet flavor. Mine was never this sweet. Another first. There would be 
so many firsts this five-day. So, so many. 

I worked my way to Kadir’s side and lay next to him. I scooped up much of 
the semen from his abdomen and chest, then wiped it all over his shaft until it 
glistened. I could barely catch my breath now as I slowly jacked his still-hard 
penis covered by the silky smooth liquid. The feeling was indescribable. 

Kadir took my hand by the wrist and spit into my palm. I took his penis 
again, the silken smoothness renewed by moisture, and continued to work on it 



until the goo turned frothy. Despite being hornier than when I started, I stopped. I 
needed to pace myself.  

Kadir took the lead and pulled me from the bed. He brought us to the 
shower room and adjusted the water temperature. On his knees now, he washed 
my penis and ass. Finally, he washed himself off. He stayed mostly hard the 
entire time. I could only figure that it was because the boy had been denied sex 
for so long that he wasn’t sated yet. Perhaps that’s why they weren’t allowed to 
have orgasms when not with guests, I thought. Maybe that way, they stay 
perpetually horny. 

Kadir took a fresh towel and wiped me dry. I did none of the work. I stood 
there mesmerized, enjoying the attention and feeling an intense desire for him as 
I looked at the water drops on the boy’s face, his torso and his genitals. His wet 
hair seemed to glow in the bright sunshine streaming down through the ceiling. 
Kadir dried himself off afterward. Only then did he finally grow only somewhat 
soft. 

“Your journey to get here must have been long, master, and you have not 
eaten yet. I will prepare food. Please sit on the balcony.”  

I was still amazed at what had just happened that I just did as I was told. I 
headed to the balcony again after finding a gauzy robe in the closet. I thought I 
shouldn’t have bothered since it was basically transparent. I looked out over the 
railing as I did before, this time with more attention. Most of the beach was visible 
from here. In fact, I was sure I had the best view. I should have. I had paid a 
small fortune for the suite. On one wall of the balcony was a side table, with the 
same ubiquitous basket of various sex toys and other items. Plenty of towels and 
folded cloths were neatly stacked underneath on a shelf. Apparently, having sex 
everywhere was expected. 

A few minutes later, I heard sandaled feet behind me, then a tray being 
placed on the glass table. Kadir had returned from downstairs with a pitcher of 
dark liquid. Aromatic felisk tea. It smelled delicious. Two glasses with ice in them 
were on the tray. Kadir had a transparent loincloth draped over the front and 
back of his waistband. Given that it was transparent, I couldn’t imagine why he 
bothered. 

“Why the loincloth?” I asked as he poured the tea. 
“It is a rule, master. When preparing food or drink and when at a master’s 

table, we are to have our genitals perched upward.” 
Indeed, the way the loincloth was draped, his balls were pulled up more so 

than when he was wearing the penis cage.  
“Oh, that’s right,” I replied. I rather enjoyed this particular rule.  
“I will return with a snack,” Kadir said as he bowed. 
Several minutes later, he returned with fruit sliced and diced in a large 

bowl. He ladled some out into smaller bowls, then sat in the chair next to me. The 
glass tabletop did its job, I realized. I could see Kadir’s body with no obstructions. 
I tried not to stare, but it was impossible. Regardless, I dug in.  

I recognized the red niurt, the yellow gerst and the orange wass fruits, but 
had never tasted the purple berries before. “What are these called? They’re the 
best.” 



Kadir grinned. “They are called zatikberry. They make semen taste sweet.” 
Well, that explained it! I ladled some more from the serving bowl into my 

smaller bowl, then dropped some into his. “Eat ‘em up, boy.” 
“Yes, master.” 
There was an odd look on Kadir’s face, I noted. Like he was curious all of 

the sudden.  
“This is your first time here, master?”  
“It is.” 
“We are not expected to dine in the common area this evening. Masters 

like to have us to themselves the first day. It is understandable. I will make dinner 
for us whenever you ask.” 

“Uh, not expected?” 
“Sometimes it takes several days before a master feels like leaving the 

suite.” 
Suddenly, I wondered how many men had fucked this boy. I almost asked, 

then thought better of it. “Where are your clothes?” I asked instead. “The stable-
master didn’t bring any.” 

“We are not allowed clothing except for the sheer,” he said referring to the 
loincloth. “We have only sandals. Some boys wear necklaces.” 

“No clothes?” 
“No, master.” 
“Ever?” 
“I haven’t owned clothing since the day I was brought here.” 
I nearly choked as I chewed. “You don’t have any clothing?” 
Kadir shook his head no. 
“How is that possible?” 
“It is warm year round, master. I have been told that seasons elsewhere 

are harsh. The temperature here rarely changes. If I feel a chill I can wear a 
sheer over my shoulders.” 

But it was his other statement that gave me pause. “You were brought 
here? How long ago?”  

“Many questions, master.” 
“Well?” 
“Almost three years ago.” 
That would have made him fifteen! I thought. I was totally confused now. 

In the back of my mind I assumed all those younger teens were runaways or 
homeless. But now I realized that wasn’t possible. Sedaran children didn’t run 
away to Arvukus. “How did you get here?” 

Kadir looked pained as he cast his eyes to the floor briefly. “Enough 
questions, master. You need to eat. Then I will please you more.” 

I dropped it. I was clearly treading on forbidden territory.  
The fruit, although chilled to perfection, and served properly, wasn’t 

completely filling. I asked Kadir to cook something more substantial. My body 
had told me it was dinnertime anyway because of the several hours time change.  

Kadir was indeed multi-talented. He called the main kitchen for a nonga 
lizard, which was delivered by a bot to the suite. It was already skinned and 



gutted. He roasted it. He whipped up some mashed tillen roots, then browned 
some thick moru leaves garnished with wonderfully sour gantis spice as a side 
dish. Everything was delicious. 

Afterward, the kitchen bot took over and cleaned up. He returned to the 
bedroom, removed the loincloth, brushed his teeth, then ran the water for a 
shower. The shower had no door and was spacious enough to accommodate five 
people with room to spare. I watched his every move. It was like watching a song 
performing, or perhaps a live sculpture. I was still stunned that I had been able to 
get such a cute boy, despite my initial reticence about his age. He soaped 
himself up seductively, making sure he was good and clean below his waist. 
While he was drying off, he grew noticeably hard. I beckoned him with a finger. 

Kadir hung the towel up and smoothly glided into my arms. Regardless of 
how horny I felt, I simply wanted to hug him. I knew I was supposed to be totally 
in control of this situation, since the purpose of a ‘guest’ here was to be a master. 
But when he looked at me with those deep brown eyes, I knew he was the one in 
control. It was as if he had some sort of spell over me. I kissed him sensuously, 
our erect penises pressed tightly against each other. The heat of his body and 
his freshly-washed scent was heady. But despite the need to kiss him, I had a 
greater need for him to suck my penis. I slowly pressed him to his knees. He 
grasped my balls and held them tightly as he plunged his mouth onto the shaft. It 
was the first time I had ever been expertly deep-throated. Almost immediately, I 
had to pull his mouth off. He was way too much of an expert. He quickly pressed 
his fingers tightly behind my glans to kill my desire. He knew exactly what he was 
doing, because within seconds it worked. He waited a few moments, then began 
again, this time much more slowly and with less gusto. 

“Yeah, just like that,” I said as he reached up, found my nipples and 
pinched them lightly. 

Kadir seemed to know that the bed was a better venue, since he stood 
and pulled me to it. He did all the work again by pushing me onto my back, then 
hovered over me in a sixty-nine position. That way he had more control as he 
gave head. 

I again felt overwhelmed and inept. The boy was truly an absolute expert. 
He knew precisely how to control the situation, which direction to move, and 
when to speed up and slow down. It was as if he could read my body. But I 
wasn’t naive. Anyone who had had as much sex as this boy would be an expert. I 
felt thankful that Kadir had been on the menu and was mine for the entire five-
day. I needed an expert to guide me. Any thought I might have had about being 
in control, when this was totally new to me, was ridiculous. 

While Kadir sucked on my penis, he lowered his ass enough to let me lick 
and slurp his back end and those succulent fat balls. The base of his penis was 
as hard as concrete, making it easy to lick his perineum, too. Finally, he reached 
for the bottle of lubricant and applied it generously to my penis, then to his anus. 
We flipped and this time he lay on his back. He raised his legs and held his shins. 

“Please orgasm inside me, master,” Kadir whispered. 
I could barely catch my breath and was sure I’d ejaculate before I even got 

the head in. None of the three women I’d been with, not even my girlfriend, had 



ever been this lusty, sensuous or eager for sex. All of those furtive experiences in 
the back alleys or clubs with men when I was younger had been filled with fear, 
were fumbled, were totally unsatisfying, and were absolutely nothing in 
comparison to this second. None of the holos I’d participated in had been this 
filled with sight, sound or smell of pure sex. All of that was comical compared to 
this moment. I had a totally naked male with me. His penis rigid he was ready to 
explode, and his ass ready to be plunged into. So, I plunged. 

My palms were flat on the bed on either side of his upper arms. He slowly 
stroked his penis while I sank into him. I had just barely gotten my entire length 
into him when I came. I moaned so loudly I was afraid someone would come 
running to see if I’d been assaulted. My orgasm was so intense that I stopped 
breathing for several seconds. My arms quaked as I spurted deeply inside my 
stunning dark-skinned boy. I really don’t know how much time had passed. Ten 
seconds. Twenty. Perhaps thirty. When I opened my eyes and looked down I 
saw white blobs on Kadir’s cheek, his neck, and his right pec. A small pool of it 
had settled into his navel. Some was on his left hand.  

“Do not pull out, master,” Kadir whispered. 
I didn’t dare. Instead, I bucked my hips until well beyond when I felt no 

more orgasmic pulses and was beginning to soften somewhat. Finally, my arms 
protested too much. I had to pull out. Kadir lowered his legs. The smile on his 
face seemed etched there. The creamy pools contrasted quite noticeably with his 
skin. For a split second I felt something I’d never felt before: total satisfaction, 
total sated lust.  

The blob of semen on Kadir’s cheek was slowly dripping downward. I 
reached out, scooped it up with a finger and fed it to him. He took it onto his 
tongue, then sucked my finger. I pulled it out and scooped another blob. This 
time I brought it to my own mouth and swallowed it. More of that sweet semen, 
with just a hint of saltiness. I really needed to eat a lot of those berries. 

So many firsts today. So many. 
I dropped to Kadir’s side, reached out and placed my hand over his 

genitals. His penis was still hard. For another instant, its warmth and the 
afterglow of sex sparked that feeling of perfect satisfaction inside me again.  

“That’s the first time I’ve ever done that,” I whispered. I didn’t have to say 
that. It just spilled out of my mouth. Perhaps it was because I was so proud of 
myself. After all, I had finally truly lost my virginity. 

“I know, master.” 
“How could you know that?” 
“A master has a certain look when he is with a boy for the first time.” 
He meant I didn’t last long at all, I thought. And, at this rate, I’d be empty in 

no time. So, I’ll be lasting a great deal longer later on! “Up. Onto your knees,” I 
told him. 

We were a mess. I was covered in sweat. The semen on Kadir was 
starting to liquefy. I wrapped my arms around him, the semen squished against 
our chests. I stroked his hair; reached down and glided my hands over his 
wonderfully round buttocks, kissed him sensuously; then pulled away just enough 
to feel his just-now softening penis and his balls with both hands. The smell of 



sex from my still-slick penis rose and filled my nostrils. I never imagined this day 
would be so remarkable, or that I would be swimming in so many feelings. I had 
no words to properly describe the experience.  
 We headed once again to the shower to clean up, then returned to the 
bedroom. 
 Kadir wasn’t tired, of course, being only eighteen. In fact, he had barely 
started. On the other hand, I found myself getting sleepy far faster than I would 
have liked. Too much hard work behind me, too many hours on a train, the time 
zone shift, an excellent meal, and two orgasms had worn me out. I needed some 
sleep. 

Kadir knew exactly how to handle the situation. I lay on my back while he 
snuggled up against me, draping an arm across my chest. He avoided touching 
my penis. I figured it was so I could un-focus from it. His trick worked. I fell asleep 
right away.  

Some hours later, I awoke from a dream of being on a high rollercoaster 
with no end. To my side was Kadir’s warm body. He was snuggled into the 
pillows, breathing softly. The glow of the myriad bright stars of the Cluster 
overhead illuminated the room through the transparent ceiling. I went to the 
bathroom to relieve myself. I didn’t return directly to bed. Instead, I went through 
one of the open doors of the bedroom to the balcony, and looked out over the 
quiet dark foliage.  The leaves below me reflected the glow from the starry sky. 

As I got to the railing I heard what sounded like moaning somewhere 
below and to my left, which grew louder the longer I listened. I wasn’t sure at first 
whether I was hearing an animal or whether someone was hurt. Seconds later 
though, the sound came to a crescendo and I was finally able to discern that it 
was one of the younger boys moaning. I was becoming concerned though 
because it went on for some time. The sound finally came to an end when I 
heard him cry out much more loudly five times with the distinct sound of an 
intense orgasm. It was followed by a barely audible deeper voice that said 
cheerfully, ‘Good boy. Three in a row!’ 

I should have gone back inside right then, but it was too late. I was hard as 
a rock and already a voyeur, if only for sound. A few minutes passed. I heard 
nothing but an occasional breeze in the foliage below. Then from another 
location I heard a deep voice groaning a couple of times, then a loud exhale. 
That was a man’s voice. I heard a boy say ‘Thank you, master.’ Apparently, there 
were no closed windows or doors here. I was sure now that our moans had been 
heard, too. No one would bother to come running to see if anyone had been 
killed or assaulted, I realized. A grin crossed my face. These sex noises might go 
on all night, I realized. Actually, it was beginning to be a game to figure out where 
the next sound might come from. I had to wait a while to hear anything else and 
had already turned around to go back to bed. But out of the quiet night, the rich 
sound of an older boy’s voice cried out six, seven, then eight times. This one was 
more intense than either of the others and much closer. Perhaps he was below 
on one of the walkway trails to the beach or in a hot tub next door.   

I was getting sleepy again though and went back to bed. Kadir had shifted 
position and was facing me on his side, still asleep. The transparent sheet did 



nothing to hide his loose balls. His penis was rock hard. I climbed in and 
caressed his shoulder. He stirred. 

“Master,” he whispered. “Do you wish me to pleasure you?” 
“No, Kadir. Go back to sleep.” 
He stretched then snuggled up against my side, pressing his hard penis 

against my hip. 
I still found it totally unbelievable that I had pulled this off. So, I intended to 

sate myself the likes of which would probably never be equaled again. I was still 
hard from all the sexual activity I had heard. I thought briefly about making Kadir 
suck me off anyway, but despite that desire my eyes had grown heavy. I 
reminded myself that I had plenty of time left. There was no need to try to cram a 
five-day into just one. Pace yourself, man, I told myself. Satisfied that I would be 
spent by the end of the day tomorrow, I fell back asleep, my hand grasping my 
extremely hard penis. 

 
* 

 
The glow of early morning sunlight woke me as it began to fill the room. I 

reached out and touched the sensor next to the bed to opaque the walls and 
ceiling a little more. There. Half the illumination disappeared. Kadir wasn’t in bed. 
Concerned that he had run away, I sat up and listened. I heard a noise. He was 
just exiting the hygiene station in the bathroom. 

“I am ready for the day, master,” he whispered when he approached the 
bed. 

An involuntary smile drew across my face. There didn’t seem to be a 
single angle on the boy that wasn’t stunning. 

“Come here, puppet,” I said. 
“Yes, master.” 
Kadir placed a knee onto the bed, then crawled toward me, his ample balls 

hanging nicely under his tumescent penis. He pulled the sheet off me and 
immediately plunged his mouth onto my penis. He scooted to my side, not 
missing a beat, pushed my arms upward, and with one hand felt up my armpits. 
That drove me wild. With the other he held onto my penis, placing his thumb 
against the dorsal vein to make me even harder.  

I stopped him from trying to make me come right away and pulled him off 
me. 

“Have I displeased you, master?” he asked, sounding truly concerned. 
“Hardly. I don’t want to come just yet.” 
“You do not?” 
“Later. I-I just want to be with you right now.” 
He seemed confused by that. I had no idea if I would have this sort of 

experience ever again and was cataloging everything. I just wanted to, well, be 
with him; to absorb every sight, sound and scent so that I could imprint 
everything into my brain. 

I had him lay down on his back. He rested his arms across his chest, not 
quite getting what it was I was trying to do just yet. His balls had drawn up tight 



and his stiff penis was pulsing at every heartbeat. Indeed, mine was still hard and 
yes, I craved an orgasm. But I held myself back. I just wanted to look at his horny 
naked body. I tugged on his thigh and he spread his legs slightly. I took his hand 
and inspected it. His skin was nearly flawless. His fingers were long and slender. 
There wasn’t a hint of dirt under any of his fingernails. It was as if I had never 
looked at a boy’s hand before. Actually, I couldn’t recall ever having inspected a 
boy’s hand so intently before. I couldn’t help but run my fingers over them, 
squeezing his hand, feeling a rush from something so simple. His eyes had been 
open but he closed them now, a huge smile on his face, as if he had settled into 
a reverie and welcomed my exploration. 

I pulled his arms up and placed both of his hands over his head. He 
grasped the pillow to keep them there. I ran my hand up and down the arm 
closest to me, then snuggled a little closer to breathe in his pit smell. The dark 
hair there was just a patch, and the same color as the hair on his head and 
pubes. I felt myself on fire. There had been so many times I had wanted to do 
this with a boy and had never been able to. He hadn’t showered yet, just 
douched, so there was a wonderful raw organic scent from his underarms that 
made my breath lurch. I took another deep whiff, then another, seemingly unable 
to draw his scent in deeply enough.  

I caressed his chest, feeling every contour of his lean pecs, lingered to 
pinch his flat nipples, which made them erect and caused his penis to bob up and 
down even more now. I was delighted to discover that he gasped when I did that. 
I didn’t know whether they were sensitive or not until that moment. I plucked at 
some of the short tufts of hair across his upper chest. I could tell it had been 
shaved off recently and that this was probably only a few weeks worth of growth. 
I preferred far more, but this would have to do. At least his relatively hairy legs 
made it seem he was more mature. Done with that, I felt up his stomach. 
“Tighten your abs,” I said. He did so a couple of times, which exposed his slight 
six-pack on each squeeze. The little squares of muscle were so enticing that I 
leaned over and kissed each of them. My exploration continued to his belly 
button. His penis was long enough so that the head rested just above it. I glided 
my hand under it and caressed his neatly trimmed pubes. Next, I just barely 
touched his penis. He gasped when I did that. But I still didn’t want us to come 
just yet. I cupped his tight balls, kneading them, and rolling them around in his 
sac. They drew up even more tightly. I caressed his inner thighs, then adjusted 
myself so that I could kiss them, then his balls, then the shaft of his penis.  

“Turn over,” I said. He did so. I placed one of the pillows under his waist so 
he would have something soft to grind into. He gathered another pillow under his 
head and wrapped his arms around it. Still to his side, I continued my caresses 
as I touched his shoulders, his lats, the small of his back, then his luscious round 
buttocks. As I caressed his buttocks, he spread his legs out more so that I could 
touch his hole. I sorely wanted to plunge myself into him right then. But even 
more so, I wanted to continue my inspection. I felt up the back of his thigh, 
reveling in the dark hair that graced the back of them, then slid my hand down 
one of his well-defined calves. I scooted down to touch his feet, which I kneaded. 
His soles were several shades lighter than the rest of his body. By this time he 



was slowly humping the pillow. When his butt went up, it exposed his hairy hole. 
On his down stroke, two perfectly honed mounds of muscle gathered together. I 
hovered over his back and whispered in his ear. “Don’t come. You’ll get your 
chance.” 

His voice was muffled. “Please, master. Do not make me wait too long.” 
“Don’t you even worry, Kadir. Today we’re going to have plenty of sex.” 

But just to make sure, I turned him over again and pulled away the pillow. There 
was a small wet spot on it. It was only pre-come. His eyes had an interesting look 
in them: curious, sad, yet extremely horny.  

My stomach rumbled. He heard it. Without hesitation, he told me what was 
next. “We shower, master. Then I will make breakfast.” 

We got up, hugged, and I took his hand as he led us, both hard, to the 
shower. I can’t believe I just up and followed him when my penis was still calling 
my attention. But I knew there was plenty of time to have orgasms today.  

 
* 

 
“What do you call those little sauce-covered medallions,” I asked at 

breakfast. Kadir was in his required loincloth. I was in that nearly transparent 
robe, had just finished off my cup of hot felisk tea, and was fully awake now.  

“Jenki. They give you energy. You will need it today, master.” He was 
grinning. I grinned back. 

“What do you suggest we do today?” I asked. 
Kadir blinked, surprised at my question. “I will pleasure you, of course.” 
“Of course. I mean, things to do.” I could have easily looked at the 

brochure more closely. It had information on all the facilities and amenities. I 
wanted him to tell me instead. 

Kadir thought for a moment. “We will go to the beach today.” 
“The beach, it is.” I didn’t care what we did because it would involve us 

being naked and me fucking him several times.  
Kadir activated the bot to clean up the kitchen then led me to the bedroom 

again. He slowly pulled off the loincloth while standing on the bed and thrusting 
his hips seductively. He felt himself up while watching me, getting hard while 
doing so.  I still had on my robe and by the time he was done, the loincloth had 
been tossed to the floor somewhere and I was pushing the fabric of my robe 
away.  

I pulled him off the bed, then sat him down on the edge of it with his feet 
flat on the floor. Our penises pointed skyward, I dropped the robe, then pulled 
myself close to him in a hug. He turned his head into my chest. I lowered my 
head so I could breathe in the scent of his hair, my penis digging into his sternum. 
I was sure that if I stayed like this for much longer I would spontaneously 
ejaculate on him, so I let go.  

I noticed that my initial reluctance about his age, his ethnicity and his lack 
of enough hair for my personal taste had totally disappeared now. I pulled away, 
realizing that all these hard-ons were going to put a damper on us getting outside. 
It was perfectly okay with me to be hard in the privacy of my suite, but not 



outdoors, where I hadn’t been naked except for briefly in the past.  
Finally, we ended up downstairs again after brushing our teeth. Kadir took 

a shoulder bag out of the kitchen pantry and stuffed several large water bottles 
and bags of prepared snacks into it.  

I hadn’t bothered putting on a swimsuit. In fact, I was still totally naked. 
When I opened the door to the small patio where the trail to our private beach 
location was, I realized no one could see us because the foliage was too thick. 
We took off down the trail, Kadir holding one of my hands. Ten meters into our 
walk I stopped him, removed his shoulder bag, then turned him toward me in 
another hug. I couldn’t help myself. I had this bizarre craving that I couldn’t seem 
to satisfy. It was the warmth of his body, the beauty of his face, the fact that he 
was naked and could get hard so quickly and easily. We spent several minutes 
this way and, of course, I got fully hard. He dropped to his knees and looked up, 
his penis rigid, his ball sac hanging low. “Do you wish me to pleasure you, 
master?” 

“Not here. Once we get to the beach, we’ll have all sorts of fun.” 
Kadir stood and dusted off his knees. “Yes, master.” He picked up the bag 

again, having to get it out of the way of his still-hard penis. 
A dozen meters further, we reached an area that was hollowed out of the 

foliage. Flexible rods in a dome shape crisscrossed each other; their ends 
planted in the sand. They held up branches, vines and leaves, making a foliage-
covered cave. An open archway faced the surf. Our private covered area had 
outdoor furniture, pillows and other items for spending time here. The ubiquitous 
sex toys, lubes and cloths were in a basket. There were a few storage boxes in 
our enclosure, along with a small wooden platform over a metal grate, which had 
been placed directly on top of the sand. There was a small showerhead above it. 

Kadir dropped the bag onto one of the lounge chairs. I stuck my head out 
of the archway and observed a totally empty beach. It was easily a kilometer long 
in a gentle arc, with us being nearly in its center. I figured everyone would be 
here. I was surprised the beach was devoid of people. I assumed the guests 
were in their rooms fucking instead.  

Toward the resort a wall of foliage stretched the entire distance up and 
down the beach. This far from the mouth of the cove the water was tame. Only 
gentle waves lapped the sand. 

“Master, I will be back shortly.” He kicked off his sandals. He had a bright 
look on his face, like this was one of his favorite venues and he was glad to be 
here. After all, he had suggested it. 

“Where are you going?” 
“There.” He pointed to a hut some distance up the beach.  
“What’s in that?” 
“Toys.” 
I figured he meant toys other than the ones I saw in the basket. I nodded. I 

noted that so far he didn’t seem to need them to get or stay hard. Neither did I. I 
was sort of afraid of that Aroma spray, too. I had no idea what was in it. I would 
use it only if my penis failed to respond. I hardly thought it would though. Not with 
how horny Kadir got me. 



I watched him as he took off. His ass and his lean back muscles rippled as 
he walked barefoot across the sand. He was a true marvel.  

He returned minutes later with buckets in both hands. In them were 
various digging tools. I didn’t see a sex toy among them. 

“What’s all that for?” I asked.  
“Sand sculpture.” 
“Oh,” was all I had to say.  
Kadir dropped the buckets, then went to one of the storage boxes. From it 

he pulled out long flexible poles with brightly colored rolled up fabric on them. He 
selected several of them, took them to just outside the archway facing the beach 
and pulled cords in the rods. That opened the fabric into stiff panels. He poked 
the ends into the sand. He didn’t do this to hide the beach from our little private 
area, but rather to create more shade outside the tall archway. He had clearly 
done this many times from how quickly and efficiently he handled the panels. He 
placed some strategically in front of the opening that led us here, too, effectively 
hiding us from anyone who might stray down the path behind us. I sat and 
watched. He was a work of art in motion. 

When he was done, I leaned back on the lounge chair. He straddled me, 
sitting on my crotch. I was all smiles as he touched my face, then sort of felt me 
up, like I had done him earlier. His penis swelled to half-mast as he did so. Mine 
got fully hard.  

He leaned forward and whispered in my ear. “Master, I need to please you 
now.” 

I could tell that was as much for him as it was for me because when he 
leaned back he was fully hard.  

He pulled the basket from the little table and rummaged through it briefly. 
He quickly pulled out a tube of lubricant and flipped the top open. He applied 
some to his anus, then slicked up my penis. I was going to explode quickly once 
again. I was sure of it.  

“Go slow,” I told him. 
“Master, even if you come quickly, we will be here a while and you will 

want me again. You will last longer.” 
He was right, of course.  
He held my penis upright and slowly aimed himself onto it. He flexed his 

knees just enough for me to barely poke into him. Then up he went, pulling 
completely off me. He went down slowly again, this time sinking halfway onto my 
full length. Again, he slowly pulled back up, but this time he didn’t pull completely 
out. On the third down stroke he sank completely onto my full length. He sat for a 
moment like that. My eyes were closed, my head went back and my mouth was 
agape. It was when I opened my eyes that I saw this huge smile on his face, his 
balls loose in a pile on my pubes, and his rock hard penis sticking straight up. He 
leaned forward and whispered in my ear. 

“My master will have an orgasm inside me this morning, then many more 
times today.” 

I could only nod my head and grunt. 
He chuckled.  



I wasn’t a master. I was his thrall, and he knew it. But at that moment, I 
didn’t really care. I only wanted him to start flexing his thighs. As if he read my 
mind, that’s exactly what he did. 

“My master cannot wait to come inside me.” He continued to bounce 
slowly up and down. 

“I... can’t... wait,” I whispered. 
He tweaked my nipples. That did it. With all that attention focused where it 

counts, I exploded on a powerful down stroke. At least I lasted a good thirty 
seconds longer this time. 

I took his waist in my hands and pulled him up and down, trying to get him 
to go a little faster, but he countered my attempts. I briefly opened my eyes even 
while coming deeply inside him. He was grinning, knowing how intense it was for 
me that he didn’t oblige my desperate need to make him go faster. Finally, I was 
done. My penis pulsed a few times as he clenched it with his talented ass 
muscles.  

“Master, jack me off,” he whispered. 
He squirted some lube into my hand and I got his seriously hard penis 

well-lubed. His scrotum had gone from a pile of loose flesh to a firm hard ball. I 
slowly jacked him off with one hand while fondling his tight ball sac with the other, 
getting everything well-lubricated. While I did that, he raised and lowered himself 
on my still-stiff penis. 

I alternated stroking him quickly, then slowly. His breathing was becoming 
more and more ragged. He was crying out quite a bit, making all sorts of sexually 
excited sounds.  He was spending more time pinching his already-erect nipples. 
He sucked in a huge breath then let out a sound like a wounded animal. His first 
spurt draped over my hand. In quick succession, five more spurts shot out, 
landing on my chin, my chest and my abdomen. As his cries fell away, the last of 
his come oozed down over my thumb. He fell forward, his hands on my 
shoulders, sweat all over his face, his breathing rapid. 

“Do not pull out yet, master. I want to feel you inside me for a while.” 
That did it. I wasn’t going to go limp until he decided to pull off me.  
He pressed his ass downward to make sure I didn’t pop out of him, then 

licked a blob of come off my chin. I had never experienced such joy. This was 
exactly what I needed. 

It took a while, but he pulled off me only after his penis fell over. He led me 
to the shower, then cleaned his rear by himself, not letting me help. I saw him 
expelling my frothy come as it ran down his leg. We glided towels over ourselves. 
Kadir alternately had that same smile on his face, with an occasional look of 
curiosity, like he’d not been with someone like me in a while. Again, I was afraid 
to ask what the real interpretation of his facial expressions was. I didn’t want to 
know how many men had actually fucked this boy.  

Once dry, Kadir pulled some sunscreen out of one of the storage boxes. 
We sprayed each other with it. It made his skin shine as if he were a light source 
all his own. It made me want him again already. He took a few more sunshades 
from the storage box, along with some sunglasses. I took two of the buckets with 
the sand sculpture tools in them, some folding chairs and towels, and we headed 



toward the surf. The shadow we were in because of the cliffs behind us, crept 
from the right side of the beach and started to disappear. By mid-morning, the 
entire beach would be ablaze in bright sunlight, the temperature modified by the 
relatively cooler ocean water. I still didn’t see anyone else except for two people 
walking away from us some distance to the right. They looked like a large man 
and a shorter boy. They were naked, walking away from us, hand in hand. I was 
sure it was a man older than me, and a boy younger than Kadir. I didn’t look at 
them for very long.  The thought if it sort of creeped me out. 

Kadir determined where the sun would strike us, then strategically placed 
the sunshades, bent them and built us a semi-shaded spot in the sand. I dropped 
the buckets, then set up the chairs and draped towels over them. After we were 
situated, I watched as he started digging. He crawled around in the sand as he 
worked, bent over deliberately so that I could see his anus and his balls hanging 
down, or stood with his tumescent penis and loose balls as beacons to my 
otherwise wondering eyes, as he mulled over this or that while he worked the 
sand.  He looked quite cute with his dark shades on. 

It took him a good hour and a half, but when he was done, he had finished 
a larger than life-sized rounded face of a man who looked like he was emerging 
into the air from underground. He had added a neck with one shoulder tilted 
upward. He had fashioned both hands up to the wrists. The hands were sticking 
upward.  The detail on the fingers was exquisite. Instead of being gruesome, like 
it was some sort of undead creature clawing his way out of a grave, it was 
whimsical. The man looked surprised, like he didn’t know what he was expecting 
to find when he emerged into the air. I was looking at professional skillful artwork.  

“Where did you learn how to do this?” I asked, truly astonished.  
“Here.” 
“On this beach?” 
“Yes, master.” 
“You’re an artist. I-I didn’t know.” 
“I can make another one if you like, master.” 
Before I let him do so, I took him by the hand. We headed to the water and 

got down onto our knees in the surf. We hugged as it washed over us, cooling us 
down.  

I didn’t know what Kadir’s normal temperament was, but it seemed that 
here he was in his element. I was happy about that since that would certainly 
make it easy for him to respond to me sexually. Huh.  I was the one responding 
to him sexually.  Here I was on a deserted beach, with a lean handsome naked 
boy who was making sand sculptures. Who would ever believe I was doing this? 

I turned him around in front of me, both of us facing the ocean. We were 
still on our knees. I wrapped my arms around his chest from behind, kissed his 
neck, then ran my hands up and down his taut stomach. He was semi-hard when 
we started. I was, of course, totally hard. I pressed my erect penis against his 
buttocks as I felt up the sides of his torso, then raised his arms over his head and 
ran my hands up and down his armpits. He dropped his arms as I reached down 
and felt up his hard round butt, then ran my hand underneath and felt the root of 
his now-extremely hard penis.  



I turned him around to face me. “Take me,” I told him. 
“Master?” 
I shook my head. “Nothing,” I said, somewhat mystified at how that had 

just spilled out of my mouth. Someone other than me had said that, someone ten 
to fifteen years younger. Someone I once was.  

A wave crashed over us. When it passed, we shook our heads of the 
water. I wiped my face. Something changed at that moment as I looked at Kadir’s 
radiant brown face with pure sunlight beaming down on it, the reflection of 
sunlight on the water droplets magnified by the sunscreen on his skin. We had 
shed our sunglasses before reaching the water, so I was able to see the minute 
details of his long black eyelashes. His perfectly shaped full thick lips. His balls 
just barely touching the surface as the surf moved to and fro. His penis bobbing 
up and down with his heartbeat. I hugged him tightly.  Before I knew it, I was 
sobbing.  

“Master!” he said, alarm thick in his voice. 
As quickly as it began, I composed myself. I hid my eyes with my hand, 

turning my head away from him, embarrassed at having become so quickly 
vulnerable. I was the adult here. He was a teenager. This couldn’t happen. We 
didn’t have any sort of rapport that could have allowed me to feel so unguarded. 
But even while I was denying that rapport, I knew that his presence was bringing 
up long-suppressed feelings of myself at his age, longing to do this very thing 
and never having the chance. I was feeling overwhelming emotion at finally doing 
something denied me – that I had denied myself – and realizing that he had 
probably done it a thousand times.  

Despite my embarrassment, I felt an unexpected sense of release, of joy, 
that seemed foreign, yet familiar. It was pure feeling. I was pure feeling, 
unfettered by the filter I normally had in place to keep from being exposed. I was 
an expert at pretending I was something and someone other than who I really 
was. Yet here, that filter had fallen away by its own volition.  

I knew at that moment I could no longer sustain that filter anymore.  
 

* 
 
The sun had long since sunk below the cliff. The sky was streaked with 

orange and red due to low clouds on the horizon. Our reservation for dinner in 
the common area was half an hour from now. We had returned from our day at 
the beach an hour before. 

Kadir went through the shirts and shorts in the closet and picked out what 
he wanted me to wear. “These, master”. He hadn’t put on his loincloth yet. 
Freshly showered yet still naked, I reached out and pulled him close in a hug. I 
ran my hands through his short soft hair. Kadir’s eyes were closed. I found 
myself bewildered and thrilled at the same time. Kadir was able to draw affection 
out of me with no effort. There was an intensity to the way he returned affection, 
too, that seemed far more than mere obligation to be with me.  

I had heard a phrase somewhere that I had never forgotten. ‘Even the 
most beautiful person in the world can still be lonely.’ Was he lonely? Perhaps he 



craved affection as much as I did. Perhaps that’s why he was able to draw it out 
of me so quickly and easily. Despite my newfound heightened sense of feeling, I 
was still wary of them. Feelings were scary. They caused problems. They led to 
back alleys. They could turn my entire life into a nightmare. I hadn’t even 
considered that he might have feelings the first day I was here. I had only thought 
of him as a paid consort. Now I felt ashamed thinking of him that way. The boy 
was from a different race, culture and even from a different planet. But he had 
feelings. 

Stop it, Tak-Shaan. Stop it! I shook my head, wishing thoughts like these 
would stop intruding. I pulled away, and at the same time wanted to hold him for 
a lot longer.  

I tried to distract myself.  I pulled a t-shirt out of a drawer. “Here,” I said. 
“Try this on.” 

Kadir looked horrified as he backed up a step. “No, master.” He vigorously 
shook his head. 

“Why not?” 
Kadir looked to the ground. He whispered. “I do not wish to displease you, 

master. But I... cannot.” 
I felt and saw it. True fear was on his face. I was unprepared for such a 

reaction after having spent all day with him being so light-hearted. I dropped the 
shirt onto the island in the middle of the closet. “It’s just a shirt. I wouldn’t say 
anything.” 

“It is not allowed. I do not want another fifteen day penalty.” Kadir’s eyes 
were pleading with me. “It is impossible to not have an orgasm for that long. That 
is why we need guests.”  

That’s why we need guests, I repeated to myself. Of course, they would 
crave to have the cages off and thus, would be eager to please no matter what.  

“Master, you are different. Please... stay that way.” 
I dropped the issue, but knew now that there was far more going on at this 

resort than I first realized. 
 

* 
 
We stood in the entryway of my suite before heading to dinner. Kadir 

adjusted the loincloth for maximum effect. I couldn’t help myself. I placed my 
hand on his basket and felt him up, then knelt in front of him to admire his 
tumescent penis. “I could get real used to this,” I told him.  

Kadir had a wide smile on his face. “Dinner now, master,” he reminded me. 
“Of course,” I said as I stood back up. 
He led us through the resort’s myriad open passages. This was my first 

good look at the lush well-tended foliage in the interior of the grounds. Finally, we 
arrived at the covered common dinner area. It was an outdoor space under a 
huge palapa held up by thick wooden beams. Around the edges of the dining 
area were lit ornamental torches. I noted that there were six and eight-tops only. 
There were no twos or fours.  

“We don’t get to sit by ourselves?” 



“No, master. This way you can meet others. And it is fun when the 
entertainment starts.” 

“Like, sex with people at dinner?” 
“No, master! Sexual pleasures are not allowed in the dining area. They will 

sing, dance, and tonight they will act in a play.” 
“A play?” 
He nodded. “It is one I made up.” 
“You made up a play? That they’re going to perform?” 
“Yes, master.” 
Enter another dimension of this boy. He had written a play, if he could 

write. But he had told me he couldn’t read nor could he write Arvukan. Apparently, 
few of the boys did. So, how did he do it? He must have a brilliant memory. 

“Is there any other interesting thing you can do that I don’t know about?” 
Kadir grinned. “Master, have I not already done interesting things with 

you?” 
I chuckled.  
I wasn’t in any mood to meet anyone else. But I certainly wasn’t anti-social. 

It’s just that this was a peculiar venue to enforce a dinner rule to speak to others. 
The host greeted me, but ignored Kadir. He led us to a table straight away. 

There were eight tables, most of which were filled. Only one table we passed by 
to get to ours wasn’t filled yet. 

The host led us to a six-top. Two men and their boys were seated already. 
The larger of the two men had his back to me, but I knew right away it was the 
man I had seen in the pool during check-in. When we were seated, I was 
immediately horrified. I knew that face. It was Nom-Bescu Gorral. Nom-Bescu 
was the owner of Black River Management. I’ll explain about that company in 
great detail later.  I quickly searched my memories. Officials and other executives 
often visited our offices. Had I formally met the man before? 

He didn’t so much as bat an eyelash as we sat down.  I had passed my 
first hurdle with no problem. 

“Your waiter will be here shortly, gentlemen,” the host said before he 
scurried back to his station. 

The boys were ignored as we exchanged greetings. It was apparently 
protocol to leave them out of the conversation. I was, of course, Jonn, the social 
name for Tel-Jonn. The man introduced himself as Besc. I was even more 
nervous that he felt safe enough to use his real name, even if it were a shortened 
form of his social name. It was indeed Nom-Bescu Gorral. What was he doing 
here? The other man at our table, who was about the same age as him, but 
much thinner and tired-looking, introduced himself as Sinal. I had no idea what 
his honorific was, since it wouldn’t have been used in this setting. I wondered if 
Sinal was his real social name anyway. 

During the course of the dinner, no one discussed their personal life in any 
way. I was relieved when I realized they talked about everything else but those 
things. I wasn’t sure whether the other two men would have offered anything that 
might have identified them, yet still surprised Nom-Bescu had used his name. 
Instead, the climate was discussed. We were all enamored with the fact that the 



temperature hardly changed between day and night. We talked about the 
amenities, and how relaxing it was here. But most of the chitchat centered 
around the food. We were served an eight-course dinner that ended with two 
desserts. The boys weren’t included in any of the conversations, but had been 
served the same items as the rest of us. I was relieved to know they ate as well 
as we did.  

Eventually, cups of hot spiced hinnet were delivered to the table after the 
dessert plates were taken away, and Besc changed the subject to the boys. By 
that time, I was far past wanting to get out of there. Within the first fifteen minutes, 
I despised him. He was pompous, haughty, talked over both me and Sinal often, 
and was quick with his opinions. I couldn’t wait for the evening to come to an end. 

“I quite enjoy this fifteen-year old. He has such stamina,” Besc said after 
stirring cream into his hinnet. “This one had a special day yesterday. Right, 
Nadim?” 

“Yes, master.” 
“He prodded me all morning and afternoon to let him pop. Of course I 

obliged, but only after edging him for hours late last night. Then I made him pop 
three times in a row for my trouble. He was magnificent.” The man put an arm 
around the boy, then kissed him full on the lips. “He’s resting today because we 
have another big day tomorrow. Nadim needs time to reload.”  

I was mortified. He spoke as if he had conquered some previously un-
scalable height. What was worse, was that what I heard last night from the 
balcony in my suite, was them. Of the scant information I knew about him, I knew 
Besc had a son only a little older than this boy, along with two daughters.  

Sinal to my right, not to be bested, added his own boast, which he directed 
to me. “Mine is sixteen. I told my boy he couldn’t pop today until after I had had 
him twice. I finished him off just before dinner. He still has that freshly-spent look 
on his face that I enjoy so much.” The man issued a smile of his own and kissed 
his boy on the forehead.  

Again, I was mortified. These men talked as if they often had these 
conversations.  

“How about you, Jonn? Tell us about your boy,” Sinal prodded. 
“We, uh, we spent the day on the beach and I had him a few times,” I said, 

embarrassed we were having this conversation. No one else seemed the least bit 
embarrassed though. I glanced at the boys. Clearly, they were listening in, 
although none had said a word. 

“Well, I’m sure that as the five-day progresses, you’ll have plenty of 
interesting things to tell your dinner mates about your fine... older boy,” Besc said. 

That was an obvious deliberate jab. Apparently, the man didn’t care for 
older boys. And he seemed to enjoy the open disrespect of his. My initial 
reticence in partaking in this place reared its head again. Yet, I was happy to 
have Kadir. He was far more than I expected. I had no interest in degrading him. 
Besc could fuck himself.  

Despite the near sneer he gave me, I laughed it off and shot back my own 
jab. “I enjoy experienced boys. Their mature response has so much to offer.” I 
left it at that, sipped my hinnet and eyed the man. 



Besc didn’t say anything else to me after that. It was irrelevant anyway, 
since the entertainment was starting. 

Mics were being set up on a round stage by some of the younger boys. 
The stable master on duty un-caged their penises. The five boys positioned 
themselves on the stage, then held each other’s shoulders in a choral line. They 
sang The Stars at Night, a well-known anthem about colonization in the Cluster. 
They dipped and swayed in unison as they sang.  

After that, one of the boys went down on bended knee as they sang a 
different song, singing to the four remaining boys. On the second verse, the four 
boys went down on bended knee and sang to the lone boy. It was well past 
sunset, but their brown oiled skin shone in the lights aimed at them. After three 
more singing numbers they did some sort of modern dance thing that did nothing 
for me. I did enjoy watching their naked bodies frolicking about though.  

In the end, they did a group hug where they rubbed against each other. It 
was done so that they would all get hard. They bowed to the audience, all with 
full erections. All-in-all, I was impressed with the show, although their voices 
were too high-pitched for my taste. Plus, they were nearly hairless, which sort of 
put me on edge. At least all of them had pubic hair.  

There was a short intermission while they changed the stage a little, 
adjusted some of the lights, and the last of the dessert dishes were whisked 
away by bots. The lights went down low and they began.  

A lone boy arrived on stage.  He narrated at first, about how he longed for 
the man of his dreams, yet was having a difficult time finding him because there 
weren’t any men around for him to choose. He had tried girls but found them 
aloof. He tried boys his own age, but found them flighty. Then a group of military 
men came to town. It wasn’t particularly clear what they were doing there, but 
five naked boys portrayed their roles. Then a sixth arrived with a full hard-on and 
a fake mustache. He assumed the role of a man whom the narrating boy fell in 
love. They feigned sex a couple of times, the narrator getting hard to show how 
much he craved the man. The other naked boys watched their interaction, as if 
making sure they lusted after each other.  

The play was over in a half hour. The dinner guests, including myself, 
clapped when the narrating boy and the mustached boy walked off stage hand-
in-hand, both with fully erect penises. The acting was pretty good. I was amazed 
that it was Kadir who had come up with the idea. I reached out and touched his 
shoulder at the end to get his attention and gave him a thumb’s up. He seemed 
self-conscious because everyone at the table noticed me doing it. 

The play was followed by yet another event. This time it was a wrestling 
match. The older boys participated in it on soft mats with no penis cages. They 
were pretty aggressive about it. Kadir told me later that the winner was allowed to 
have two orgasms later in the stable, where the boys not with guests slept. That 
was the perk. The loser would be allowed only a single one. I found this to be an 
interesting allowance of the rules. Both boys could have at least one? Perhaps 
their restrictions weren’t as horrible as I first thought. 

The entertainment over and the dinner long behind us, I told the men we 
were headed back to my suite. We all rounded up our boys and headed away. I 



didn’t say goodbye to either men.  
We stood in front of my door and I slowly pulled the loincloth out of Kadir’s 

waistband. I stood with him there before we entered the suite and kissed him, 
licked his lips and felt him up. He got fully hard from me doing that.   

Once inside, I stripped and we brushed our teeth. I laid him on the bed on 
his back, then shut off the lights. Sedara was two days away from being full. It 
was going to rise in a few hours and brighten up the sky. For now, though, 
dozens of stars lit up the night and made the room glow. I straddled him, looking 
down at this charming boy underneath me. I reached down and stroked his face. 
He stared up at me in the dark. I couldn’t help myself. I felt him up again. Once 
he was good and hard, I turned him onto his stomach, stroked his buttocks, then 
pressed a finger a little way into his tight hole. I then raised his ass up and buried 
my tongue in it while I felt up his rock hard penis and tight balls. I wasn’t sure I 
could muster another orgasm, but I wasn’t done playing with him yet. He was 
easily good for a couple more orgasms.  I could have accommodated him and 
made him come, but I decided that I wanted him to keep pace with me instead. 
So, neither he nor I was going to come tonight. We were just going to sleep 
together.  

“You can wait until tomorrow before we have sex again, right?” I asked. I 
should have just told him as a proper master would have, but that still wasn’t a 
role I was willing to step completely in to. Perhaps it was because my emotional 
self had taken over and I was remembering what it was like to be his age, maybe 
younger, and simply wanting to be with a boy. Naked. Feeling him up. Letting 
pure lust overwhelm me.  Experiencing my true self. 

“Of course, master,” he said. We tongue-kissed for a while, hugging each 
other tightly as we rubbed against each other. I don’t remember when I fell 
asleep, but I do recall Kadir’s leg draped over me, his hard penis pulsing away 
against my thigh, and him breathing softly next to my ear. 

 
* 

 
When I woke up the next morning, something was different. I looked 

around and realized nothing had changed in the room. I quietly went to the 
bathroom and looked in one of the myriad mirrors, observing myself. I looked the 
same. Inside though, I felt different. I felt liberated. Liberated?  

I glanced out at Kadir, still asleep. He was on his stomach. The 
transparent sheet was draped over his buttocks and only one of his legs. His 
arms were underneath one of the flat pillows. His face was to the side. He looked 
as stunning as ever.  

Realizing that what I was feeling wasn’t physical, but rather purely 
emotional, I returned to bed. He roused, turned onto his side facing me, rubbed 
his eyes and smiled. A genuine smile. As much as I welcomed it, I realized he 
had no choice. If he didn’t express himself as one hundred percent available to 
me, he was as good as back in that stable, with the penis cage on and me with 
another boy. 

I so wanted him to like me for me though. How could I possibly express 



that while being the ‘master’? I had no idea. But our penises certainly responded. 
Maybe this was how I could tell he had a certain affection for me? No. I 
remember being eighteen. My penis would respond to the wind blowing in a new 
direction. So, that wasn’t a good indicator. Regardless, I pulled the sheet 
completely off him and started sucking him. He tried at first to pull me off, telling 
me he wasn’t ready for the day.  

“I’m not going to fuck you. Just lay there and let me do this.” 
I suspected he might not often get this sort of treatment. I figured he was 

expected to do all the work all the time. Well, I was feeling generous. Plus, I 
wanted to practice as much as I could while I was here. I knew I wasn’t going to 
get a chance like this any time soon after I was back on that train. Feast now, 
famine only when I had no other choice. 

I didn’t stop until after the quiet morning was broken by multiple cries from 
his cute lips. The cries of Kadir having an orgasm. Because of me! I felt so proud. 
I kept at it long after his penis stopped pulsing and I had swallowed every drop of 
his rich honey. Those berries were the real deal. I kept it up even after he told me 
his post-orgasmic penis was terribly sensitive.  

I decided right there that this was to be a day for him to enjoy. “Go get 
ready for the day. We’re headed to the beach again after breakfast,” I told him. 

“Again, master?” I could see the brightness in his eyes, the joy on his face. 
Of course I was going to enjoy it, too. Even more so once we had sex out there.  
But really, I wanted him to enjoy himself. He proved to me the day before that it 
was something he really liked.  

We headed to the bathroom together. 
“Don’t shave your face. Just your balls,” I told him. 
“Yes, master.” 
He douched, then we showered, had breakfast, then took a shoulder bag 

filled with food and water to the beach again.  
His first sculpture was a large dragon-like beast with huge claws and a 

maw that could have swallowed my head. He spent hours on it. The detail was 
exquisite. I praised him for it. He ate it up. It was unlike last night when he 
seemed put off by me acknowledging him with others present.  

I jacked him off as a reward for being so creative. We were facing each 
other in the sand on our knees. I poured plenty of lubricant onto my palm and 
onto his upturned penis.  I started slowly, watching his face change expression, 
basking in the sexual energy as his vocalizations became more intense; as his 
chest heaved more and more. Finally, he spewed come all over my belly. I was in 
heaven, and clearly he was. Kadir was incredibly vocal with every orgasm. 
Apparently, all the boys were. I guess they were trained to make noise or 
perhaps they were like that naturally. I wasn’t sure. I licked his sweet come off 
the side of my hand. 

Later, after we napped on the lounges, he made another sculpture. It was 
a series of several ornate buildings along a street. I had never seen that sort of 
architecture before and asked him where he came up with the idea. 

“It is my home, master.” 
Afterward, Kadir gave me a massage on a table that had been folded up in 



a storage box. He placed it in the middle of our private area and poured oil all 
over me. He worked on my entire body for an hour. Despite the fact that I was 
like jelly, I had no choice but to fuck him. He had deliberately made me hard 
anyway. We came at the same time. I didn’t let him jack himself off. Instead, 
while he sat on top of me, I did all the work for him again. We were covered with 
oil, then his come. 

We retreated back to the suite in the late afternoon for another short nap. 
Later, he prepared a meal and finished it off with a small bowl of gelato made 
from those berries. I made him eat two extra scoops. Once the sun set I told him 
we were going back to the beach. Sedara would be nearly full tonight and would 
be coming up shortly. We took a couple of flashlights, then I grabbed a bag 
where I added a few bottles of water, two large beach towels, a tube of lubricant 
and a few small clean up towels. We headed down the path.  

I discovered the path stones were luminescent. Clever. Getting to our 
private hut was a cinch. We went right through it though, found a spot above the 
surf, and laid the beach towels out. I had two purposes for doing this. One, was 
that I was going to let him fuck me. Two, was that I was going to get some 
information from him whether he liked it or not.  

“What, master?” he asked when I told him what I had in mind. 
“Well?” 
“I, uh, I have never done so before.” 
“Never?” I was astonished. 
“No, master. I have always been the boy.” 
It took me a second to decipher what he meant. “Well, it doesn’t matter. I 

want you to.” 
I had him lay on the towel, whereupon I lubed up his already hard penis, 

then my ass. I wasn’t used to having large objects in my ass, and his penis is 
thicker than mine. But I was willing to get it inside me.  

We fucked for a good five minutes, with me bouncing up and down on his 
penis like a pogo-stick. I upped the tempo while I pinched his nipples. Finally, he 
clutched my forearms and yelped loudly as he came.  

Another first happened that night. I had barely touched myself and came, 
too. I didn’t let his penis slide out of me until his breathing returned to normal. I 
expelled most of his come, then wiped my ass with one of the cloths, cleaned up 
his stomach and chest, and then his penis. We lay on our backs and rested. I 
grasped his hand and just held it.  

A feeling of ecstasy ebbed and flowed through me with the surf. I didn’t 
imagine it. It was palpable, tangible. It was real. I, too, felt more real than I had 
ever felt before. Maybe I needed to get out of that office more often. No, I needed 
to shed the fake persona I had projected to hide myself. I needed to lie on this 
beach, naked, with a naked boy with me, in the afterglow of sex, with the sky 
glowing with dozens of bright jewels above us.  

I needed to feel connected to someone like this all the time.  
“Did you enjoy that?” I asked. 
“Yes, master.” 
“That’s all? Just, ‘yes, master’?” 



“I would do it again if you ask.” 
He was too trained to say anything other than that, I guessed. 
Finally, Sedara rose up above the cliff top. I pointed to it. “Look,” I said.  
I watched him stare at it. He glanced my way briefly, then turned his head 

away. He rose up to a sitting position and refused to look at me. I got up, sat in 
front of him on my knees and held his chin in my hand. For the first time, I saw 
sadness in his eyes. And this time they were filled with tears, too. Not the single 
teardrops of relief like the first day we met and he had jacked off for me, but 
rather full-on tears. “How did you get here, Kadir?” I asked quietly. 

“No, master.” He shook his head several times. 
“No? What does that mean?” 
“It is time to go back. You can take another boy now.”  
“Stop it. We’re not going anywhere. How did you get here? How did all 

those other boys get here? Tell me. I swear I won’t say a word to anyone.” 
Kadir wiped his tears and sat there, his eyes pleading for me to shut up. 

He looked up at Sedara again, then back at me. I was still feeling the warmth of 
him having fucked me. I had hoped that would gain his trust. 

Suddenly Kadir’s entire demeanor shifted. He reached up and grasped my 
biceps. “Please, master. Please do not tell anyone I said anything. Please keep 
me for the rest of the five-day.” 

“I swear it, Kadir. You’re not going anywhere.” 
So, he told me, using halting and simple Arvukan phrases. But I 

understood him. What I learned shocked and dismayed me. 
 
“I grew up in Bac Eschall, a small town in Nem Hakir province. When I was 

fourteen, your people landed outside of town in a starship and asked to speak to 
our leader. It was a huge event. No one I knew had ever met an Arvukan before. 
Talks between them and our counsel went on for several days. After they were 
over, they told us that there was an agreement between a mining company on 
Arvukus and our town. There were minerals in our ground that they wanted. We 
were promised jobs and great wealth. There was much excitement. My friends 
and I watched as they set up camps and surveyed the area with their bots. 
Finally, the Arvukans discovered exactly where to start mining. That was the first 
problem. They wanted to start underneath North Point. It is a ceremonial place. 
Many important events happen there. That is where many marriages are 
performed. Important announcements are held there. Festivals are held there. 
Boys are circumcised there in a great yearly ceremony. North Point is sacred 
ground in all Sedaran towns. But the Arvukans didn’t care about that. 

“My parents were angry about this decision, but they said that the wealth 
the Arvukans offered was too great to ignore.  

“It took several months for all the equipment to be delivered. My friends 
and I would watch the ships come down. We went to the fence at the site and 
watched that, too. We had never seen so much construction activity. Finally, they 
started the blasting and began to dig the ore. I turned fifteen the day after the first 
blast. 

“That went on for many months. Many of the men in our town left their jobs 



to work in the mine. They had plenty of bots, but certain jobs couldn’t be done by 
them. My parents were still not happy about where they started digging, but they 
said that maybe it would turn out right in the end.  

“But it did not turn out right. It got worse. Instead of a small hole in the 
ground, they made a huge one. Many bots and vehicles worked day and night. 
As the mine expanded, they demanded that our people work longer. But we 
could not. We are not bots. The Arvukans told us we were lazy.  

“One night I woke to a huge explosion. I remember being scared. My 
parents told me not to worry and to go back to sleep. It was not until much later 
that I realized they knew it was going to happen. 

“The next day my friends and I were told not to go to the mine area; that 
bad things had happened and that we were not to get involved. But we quietly 
asked around and found out for ourselves. Some of our people had blown up the 
main support building the Arvukans had built. The mine could not operate without 
the computers it contained. The next day, I heard from many people that the 
Arvukans had had a huge argument with our leader. Our leader told them they 
should leave. Later, the soldiers came. It was after they arrived that my penis first 
awoke.” 

“What does that mean?” 
“Master, I am like you,” he whispered. 
He had an odd expression on his face, like I should know exactly what he 

meant. Granted, we had been having sex, but how could this boy know I was ‘like 
him’? He was just a prostitute. Or was he? It seemed he was no mere rent boy. 

Kadir grinned when it became obvious I knew what he was talking about. I 
was terribly embarrassed for a second before I carefully dismantled that feeling. 
He wasn’t just a prostitute. He was gay. Apparently, the other boys weren’t. 
Perhaps they were just paid to have sex with men.  

He continued. “There were hundreds of soldiers. They spread out among 
our neighborhoods. Four of them were assigned to ours. They walked around our 
streets day and night with weapons. At first I was afraid of them, then one of my 
friends told me that some spoke our language and he could talk with them. So, 
we would follow them around. At first, they told us to go away, but then later they 
didn’t care. They had money and wanted food and drinks. We got money for our 
service. One of the four used to take off his helmet a lot. When I saw his face the 
first time, I remember feeling like I had fallen down. I thought he was the most 
handsome man I had ever seen. He had light skin and fair hair, like yours, 
master.” 

“Most Arvukans have light skin and fair hair.” 
“I know that now.” 
“He told me to call him Sergeant. I would talk with him every time I saw 

him. He spoke Sedaran in a funny way and told jokes. I would laugh with him 
even when he made no sense. Then he kissed me behind a house one day. I 
knew he wanted to. So, I let him. Then I touched him. It was the first time I had 
an orgasm with a man.”  

Kadir had a far-away look in his eye, like he was recalling a very pleasant 
memory. “It became almost daily with us for a month. I would bring him food and 



drinks. I would take him to places I knew were private. He would fuck me or 
make me suck him. Sometimes I would just jack him off. He would always pay 
me money. 

“The company put up a tent with new computers and opened the mine 
back up. But my people were really angry now. My parents were scared and 
angry all the time, too, and I hated it. They told me that the company was making 
our people work more for less money. I could not tell them what I was doing with 
Sergeant because they would be angry with me. I was confused because I liked 
him even though he was there because of the mining company. I could not think 
and was having a difficult time concentrating on my lessons.” 

“Lessons?” 
“School, master.” 
“Of course.” 
“A week later there was another explosion and a riot. I did not know it was 

going to happen. I was outside with a group of my friends. People ran 
everywhere. The soldiers shot into crowds and I had to hide in a barn for hours. 
But they found me and other boys who were hiding with me. We were taken to a 
tent and told to stay there. Sergeant was there and I pleaded with him to let us go, 
but he just laughed. He said we would pay for everything we destroyed. But, 
master, we did not do anything. 

“They gave us food and water, then the next thing I knew I woke up here 
at Palal Seaside. I was with four other boys. One was a close friend. We all had 
the bracelets, the waistband and penis cages on us. None of us had any clothing. 
We were told that that we were being held due to crimes we committed. If we did 
as we were told we would be released and allowed to go back home. We told 
them we had nothing to do with the riot or the explosion. We were told that we 
were found guilty and the sentence had been carried out. New boys still come 
here every once in a while. They are told they are guilty of riots, too. All of the 
boys like girls except one. But everyone quickly found out that being with guests 
is the only way to keep the penis cage off. Saying no means the cage, no 
orgasms and extra work. Sometimes if we disobey, we are kept in small dark 
rooms for days. No one knows which punishment they will get.”  

I was absolutely astounded. “This-this is a prison?” 
“Yes, master. I was innocent. I did nothing. Every one of the boys I’ve 

talked to has never done anything either. I only had sex with Sergeant. I never 
told anyone about that though. I think he told his commander. Maybe that is why I 
am here.” 

“Didn’t you protest?” 
“Of course. But I had no clothing. I had a penis cage, which was not 

removable. I did not understand anyone at first. Most adults here do not know our 
language. I was told what to do and when to do it. We begged to have the penis 
cages removed, but that only happens when a guest takes us. I had no choice. 
But I will be sent home in a few months.” 

“Are you sure?” 
“We were told that if we stayed in service with the guests that we will be 

sent home when we turn eighteen.” 



“But you’re eighteen. Why aren’t you home yet?” 
“It does not happen on our birthday. Only sometime after.” 
“So, others have been sent home?” 
“Yes, master. Five, so far. I may be next. Or it might be Hensa. We are the 

only two eighteen year olds right now. Neither of us knows. But we do not believe 
it actually happens.” 

“What do you mean?” 
“There is a rumor that men will buy us instead. The rumor says that no one 

is returned home.” 
That couldn’t be true. Or could it? 
I searched my memory for anything that corroborated his story. I came up 

with only bits and pieces of anything useful. I was aware of the tonnage of ore 
that came from Bac Eschall, and was aware that a riot had occurred there, which 
disrupted shipments for a while. I recalled that we had hired Black River 
Management to stop the riot and that they still patrolled Bac Eschall today. That’s 
how I knew Nom-Bescu Gorral, the owner. But that was the extent of what I knew. 
I had none of the details and certainly knew nothing of what Kadir told me. I was 
entirely unaware that the occupation had resulted in human trafficking. I figured 
that at least one of the other resorts nearby probably dealt in girls, too.  

I suddenly felt sick. I had willingly reserved a guest suite at a resort that 
took possession of illegally detained boys who were forced into prostitution. My 
extreme horniness simply prevented me from understanding why there would be 
so many naked teenagers here. I had been so focused on my selfish interest in 
getting laid that I had been ignoring the obvious. I should have realized what was 
going on the instant I was being led to my suite by Essam. 

But things were far worse than that for me now. My face was known. What 
was worse was that Nom-Bescu was here, too. He was personally involved in 
this illegal business. It’s entirely possible that he was the one who originally 
started the venture in the first place. I realized he must be well connected to 
some very powerful people. I suspected he was staying here for free. No wonder 
he didn’t bother to use a fake name at dinner. I could have kicked myself. He 
would recognize me now. If he ever came to our offices or if I ever had to 
personally meet with him, he would know who I was: the son of the owner of Kolo 
Minerals. The blackmail potential was serious. 

What had I gotten myself in to? This wasn’t supposed to happen! I was 
supposed to have a thoroughly enjoyable five-day, all to myself, and get laid. 
Now, I was inexorably wrapped up in a horrible nightmare that had been 
spawned because of my very own company. Fuck, it was even likely that I was 
one of the prime causes of Kadir being here! I recalled being on the committee 
that discussed, at length, the sending of a private security force – Black River 
Management – to Bac Eschall. I had been terribly concerned about quotas. Each 
day the mine had not been productive, the operation was a cost center instead of 
a profit center. Spending money on security to get the mine back open was worth 
it to continue long-term profits.  

“Stay here. I’ll be back in a few minutes,” I told him. I walked until I was a 
good fifteen meters away along the surf, then sat down on the sand. I was far 



enough away now that the surf made enough noise to prevent him from hearing 
me. The brilliant glow of Sedara was still climbing to zenith. It and the Cluster’s 
brilliant twinkling stars were making the surroundings shine with a nearly 
transcendent beauty. This exquisite moment should have been my sole focus. 
But that’s not what I was focused on. Kadir had been kidnapped by men 
employed by my company, whisked off his planet, brought to mine in his new role 
as a prostitute, kept from owning so much as a stitch of clothing and imprisoned 
here. He must be making a mint for the resort owners. Indeed, they got a mint 
from me. I couldn’t believe I was a part of this sordid mess from beginning to end. 
I sat there, with my head in my hands, racked with guilt, and wept. 

 
* 

 
I awoke the next morning with Kadir’s arm draped across my chest. He 

was sleeping soundly. I pulled his arm off, turned to my side and just looked at 
him. I saw the head of his morning erection peeking out from under his thigh. He 
looked magnificent, as usual. As I looked at him I did a mental comparison. Kadir 
was of a different race. He spoke my language with an accent. He grew up in a 
different culture. He was from an entirely different planet, albeit one viewable 
nearly everyday in our sky. His dark skin, his nearly jet-black hair and the fact 
that he had had a ritual circumcision were an erotic and exotic combination. He 
had facial features missing from my race. Features I found extraordinarily 
handsome. There was so much about him that was entirely different from 
anything I was used to. It was those differences, and possibly much more, that 
had caused the seed ships to colonize us onto separate planets.  

But Kadir was exactly like me in one important way. We were of the same 
tribe. The ships missed that important attribute when running its algorithm. Our 
tribe preferred the same sex, not the opposite one. As Kadir had explained to me, 
most of the other boys here were like all of the other men I knew. They were 
attracted to females. Not Kadir. Not me. That made us more alike than any of our 
outward differences. At least to me it did. We were more alike than anyone I 
knew on my entire planet. How could that be? 

I reached out and brushed his cheek with the back of my fingers. A three-
day growth of beard had darkened his already dark face, making him look a few 
years older. The hair on his upper chest had darkened, too. It had been growing 
out since I had taken him. One of his arms was pulled aside and I could see the 
dark tuft of his armpit hair. His mere presence in my bed was enough to make 
me want him. That, and my detailed mental assessment of him had gotten me 
hard.  

I slid myself a little closer and touched the shaft of his penis with mine. My 
stirring woke him. He opened his eyes. There it was again. That genuine smile. 
Not one born from obligation to a guest. That much I could tell.  

“I swore to you that I wouldn’t tell anyone what you told me last night. And 
I’m keeping my promise,” I told him. 

He just nodded, then ran his hand across my hair. “I will prepare for the 
day, master.”  



He went to the bathroom for his morning ritual. I lay on my back with my 
fingers locked behind my head and awaited his return. I decided that the rest of 
my time here was going to be for him. It’s not like I was going to be his slave and 
he the master, but rather, I was going to treat him to as much sex as he needed, 
wanted or craved. After all, that was the single most important biological 
imperative he was being denied on a semi-regular basis: simple sexual pleasure. 

“Lay on your back,” I told him once he returned to the bed.  
He did so. 
I spread his legs and proceeded to suck him until he was good and hard. I 

pinched his nipples, then raised his ass off the bed to caress his round bottom, 
then lick his freshly-cleaned hole. I jacked him off a little, clutching his balls with 
my other hand. I went back to sucking him until he gushed into my mouth. His 
totally uninhibited moaning pierced the quiet morning and made me so hard it 
took only a couple of strokes to get myself off. I spewed all over his balls, then 
licked all of it up. I was totally used to this now. In only a few days I had 
completely shed any insecurity I had about my ability to give or receive sexual 
pleasure with a male. 

Our spent penises grew soft while I straddled his abdomen. I pushed his 
arms up over his head so I could see his armpits, then ran my hands up and 
down them and his lats, tweaked his nipples a few times and leaned down 
several times to kiss him. I wasn’t worried about my breath now although I hadn’t 
brushed my teeth yet. Zatikberry-flavored semen had washed my mouth out. 

“Master, I will make breakfast,” he told me, then yawned.  
“Make sure you add plenty of zatikberries,” I said, then yawned in 

response. 
“Of course, master.”  
I let him up, then showered. I hadn’t shaved for a couple of days either 

and wasn’t going to until I left. Kadir was going to prepare all meals until I was 
out of here, too. We weren’t going back to that dining area. I had no interest in 
being seen by Bescu or anyone else who might somehow recognize me. I had no 
interest in bragging about how many times I had fucked Kadir either. 

Kadir seemed different. It was as if he’d been liberated, if only emotionally. 
I scooted close to him during breakfast and whispered it. “Last night. Was 

that the first time you ever told a guest how you got here?” 
“No, master,” he whispered back. “I told another man before you.” 
“What did he do when you told him?” 
“He fucked me.” 
“He fucked you.” 
Kadir nodded. “He told me never to speak of it again or he would ask for a 

different boy.” 
“When was that?” 
“I had been here three months.” 
I figured he was about fifteen and a half then. I thought I would be numb to 

this by now, but I wasn’t. I felt a rising anger instead. Yes, I was still partaking in 
his false imprisonment. But I was also doing him a favor by not turning him away. 
I was well aware he would get the cage and be allowed only sporadic orgasms if 



I did. So, it was for the best while I was still here to simply go along with it. 
“I can’t believe they don’t let you have regular orgasms. I remember being 

a teenager very well.” 
“If a guest gives us an excellent review, the stable master will take the 

cage off for a few minutes so we can masturbate during our rest time - and when 
a guest does not choose us for a while. We are not to speak of it to anyone. The 
stable masters have told us they will tell the owners we broke a rule and will keep 
the cage on for longer. And, I always win the wrestling matches.” With that, he 
issued a grin. 

Despite his bizarre imprisonment, at least there were perks here and there.  
I suddenly wondered how this place had survived so long without being 

exposed for what it really is. I figured the other guests wouldn’t dare say anything 
because it would implicate them, of course.  Plus, they would lose their sexual 
outlet this place provided for them if they said anything. Maybe the local 
authorities were paid off.  Hell, they probably got a boy here and there 
themselves. I was sure the majority would choose a girl though.  The revenue 
stream from here must be sizeable, I figured. 

Yet, shouldn’t I do something about the fact that these boys were being 
falsely imprisoned?  If I told any officials back in Rown about the resort, what 
would they do? This province had its own officials. We had no jurisdiction here. 
When I returned to Yarros, I could raise a stink, but there was no way to know 
whether someone there that represented this region was in on the secret. There 
was a clear line directly to the company we hired that was still occupying Bac 
Eschall. If it were discovered who had exposed Palal Seaside, Kolo Minerals 
would be scandalized, there would be a price for my head, or I might be outright 
killed in an ‘accident’. I tried to stop thinking about it.  The risks for saying 
anything were just too great. 

After breakfast, we played 3D games in the living room while sitting on the 
large floor pillows and listening to music. The suite had an exquisite sound 
system. Without thinking, I started tickling him. He tentatively attempted to tickle 
me back at first, then realizing I was all for it, he nearly attacked me with all 
smiles and probing fingers. I was enamored with his rich laughter. And all that 
touching got us hard, of course. I felt like a kid again. Only this time I imagined I 
was having sex with a friend I had invited over. Indeed, I fucked him twice. The 
first time was with him on all fours. He jacked himself off. The next time was on 
the couch. This time he laid on it upside down with this ass up. I straddled the 
back of the couch and pressed my semi hard penis into his upturned hole, 
fucking him like that for a while. Before I came though, I pulled out. We 
maneuvered into sixty-nine position and sucked each other off.  We came in 
each other’s mouths.  

I asked him to make lunch. I told him under no circumstance was he to put 
his loincloth on.  

“How many times have you come in one day,” I asked as I leaned against 
the counter. He was preparing sandwiches. Both of us were naked. Despite 
having come already a few times, I was tumescent. I couldn’t get over the fact 
that I had a newfound fondness for someone so young, and it showed. And, this 



was my last full day. I wanted him to have as many orgasms as he could muster. 
“Eight times, master.” 
“Only eight?” 
“Is that not a lot?” 
“I was kidding. That’s a lot. Think you can match it today?” 
“I do not know, master. I was sixteen then and nothing came out the last 

two times.” 
“Well, I’ll see what I can do.” I took him in a hug, then kissed him slowly. I 

rubbed his nose against mine. I ran my hands through his short soft hair. It had 
grown out just enough in the last day for me to tell now that it was wavy. He 
responded to my touch by growing semi-hard. But I didn’t want to fuck him just 
now. It was lunchtime and we had the rest of the day to continue the count. 

That afternoon I fucked him on the balcony. I started out with him bent 
over, his hands grasping the railing. This time, while I was completely buried 
inside him, I stood him up, and told him to jack off.  I watch from behind him, 
feeling his entire body stiffen as he ejaculated. I’m sure someone was able to 
recognize his voice, because he has a distinct timbre to it when he orgasms. And 
this time his vocalizations were directed clear out into the open.  

“Please don’t come inside me, master. Let me suck your penis instead,” 
he said after he caught his breath. 

When he had come, the clenching I had felt on my penis from his ass 
nearly made me come, too. I was so close it was nearly impossible not to just 
thrust the last several times I needed to unload. But I pulled out anyway. He 
turned around, dropped to his knees, grasped my penis and sucked. It took all of 
ten seconds for me to shoot. I was pinching my nipples as I came. It was so 
intense that I ended up on my knees with him. He held on to my penis as I slowly 
regained my composure. Out there on the open balcony made that experience 
another first. 

Large puffy clouds had been gathering overhead. “Master, one of the 
squalls comes off the ocean,” he told me. “It will last only a few minutes. Let us 
go to the beach so it can rain on us.” 

I had never deliberately gone out into the rain before, but was instantly 
enamored by the idea. I was so used to his company by now that no matter what 
we did, I wanted to do it with him.  

There was a little bit of pure white goo on the tip of his penis where the 
last of his come hadn’t liquefied just yet. I took it onto my finger and sucked it off 
into my mouth. Damn, I really enjoyed its berry taste! My penis was still slick with 
semen and his saliva, but we didn’t bother to clean up.  

We took nothing except for our sandals, and headed down the path toward 
our foliage-covered hut by the beach. The wind had picked up considerably, but 
the temperature had only dropped a degree or two. We sat on the sand just 
above where the highest waves were coming up, and leaned back on our hands. 
Large raindrops started just about that time. Pretty soon, it started raining like 
mad, soaking us. I felt so free that I started laughing and couldn’t stop. Kadir 
scooted behind me and wrapped his arms around my chest. He held his wrist 
with one hand, his knees planted on the wet sand.  



“This is another one of my favorite things to do, master.  We do not have a 
huge ocean with storms like this where I am from. It is like your world is alive,” 
Kadir told me.  

He had such a simple way of viewing this moment. Yet, it was me that was 
feeling alive, more so than I had ever felt in my life. I felt my heart beating despite 
the constant drumming of the rain on my body. I felt Kadir’s warmth against me. I 
reached up and held on to his other wrist. I wasn’t just with him physically. I was 
communing with him. I had discovered my true self here. How was that possible? 
It wasn’t fair that I felt so liberated, while in less than a day Kadir would be 
shackled into his penis cage, then set aside for at least a five-day, only to be 
used again. I was nothing but an ogre for partaking in that, for feeling alive and 
liberated while he was still a prisoner through no fault of his own. 

I shook my head. I’m sure Kadir thought it was just to get the water out of 
my eyes, but it was really to shake those thoughts out of my head. I wanted to 
continue to experience this incredible feeling of release without them intruding. I 
had tried several times to come up with some plan to release him, but there was 
literally nothing I could do to remedy his situation. Besides, he would be returned 
home shortly. He said so himself. 

I pulled his arms off me and made him lie back in the sand. I spread his 
legs apart and crawled up to his crotch. I plunged my mouth onto his penis, then 
played with and sucked on it until he was good and hard. I pulled him up to his 
knees, with us facing the crashing surf, the rain still pounding down on us. I went 
behind him. I pinched his nipple with one hand and jacked him off with another. 
Sooner than I expected, his head went back into the hollow of my neck as he let 
out several loud moans. They filled the air even over the exploding surf in front of 
us. I looked down at his penis while it bucked and lurched in my hand. Nothing 
had come out. If it did, I couldn’t tell. Perhaps the rain had washed it away. 
Perhaps he was already shooting blanks. 

It was impossible to track the amazing feelings surging through me as I 
held him, as his chest heaved up and down against mine, as his cries of ecstasy 
carried across the empty, rainy beach.  

 
* 

 
In the morning, after he douched and stood on the holo-scanner for his 

daily med check, I lubed up my finger, and explored his hole. I then gave him a 
thorough blowjob. It would be his last orgasm for a while, so I wanted it to be a 
good one. Only a few drops came out, which I swallowed. We kissed as his penis 
slowly softened in my hand. I had had enough orgasms to last me at least a five-
day. I didn’t need another one this morning. That was a first. I couldn’t think of 
any time in my life recently that I didn’t crave to have an orgasm. I had never felt 
this sexually sated in my life.  

Check out was before noon. My train back to Yarros would pull out of the 
station at Sundown terminal an hour later. I checked the display screen in the 
living room to make sure my ride would be there. 

There were no tears or discussion as I packed. I had paid money for a 



transaction. He wasn’t my boyfriend and we weren’t parting after a whirlwind 
romance. Yet, I had been rewarded far beyond my expectation, despite what I 
had learned about myself, Kadir, and the resort. Unfortunately, I was left with 
lingering unresolved feelings. I tried my best to squash them. I had trained myself 
very well to do that. Somehow though, it didn’t quite work as well as it had in the 
past. 

“How do I reserve a five-day with you again?” I asked him. 
“You can’t, master.” 
“I can’t? Why not?” 
“Boys are put back on the menu when our rest time is over. A guest 

gambles when he arrives. There is no way to know when a guest will be back 
and there is no way to make sure a specific boy is available for him then.” 

“So, you’ve never been with the same guest twice?” 
“Oh, I have master, many times. But as I said, it is like gambling. The 

guest never knows who will be on the menu when they arrive. I have been told it 
is more exciting that way.” 

“And you never know who you will be with either.” 
“Never, master.” 
We had breakfast, with him wearing that damn loincloth. Finally, at the 

appointed hour, I pulled it off him, and made him stand there as I looked him over. 
I was dressed and my bags were mostly packed. I glanced over at the penis 
cage, which I hadn’t touched since I pulled it off him. The stable master would 
arrive to take him back before I could check out. I drew him close, hugged him, 
then kissed his lips, his neck, his nipples, his armpits, his penis, then went to my 
knees and nuzzled his balls with my nose. I turned him around and bent him over 
so I could lick his tight brown hole. I did that until the hair in his ass crack was 
sopping wet. I made myself hard doing all that. He got only slightly hard. I wasn’t 
surprised after all the orgasms he’d had. I dried his ass off and tossed the towel 
into the basket. I turned him around and hugged him again. That moment turned 
into something than just his naked body against me. It became more than my 
frenzied last minute pawing. In that moment I experienced a connection that 
lingered far longer than it should have. His breath was alive. His skin was warm. 
His brown eyes were the deepest I’d seen in days. As I pulled away I felt as if I 
had been with a real human being for the first time in my life. No words were 
spoken, but something passed between us as I dropped his hand. That 
something was the culmination of every moment I had been with him, 
compressed into a nanosecond. I hadn’t been with a prostitute. I had been with a 
master and I was definitely the student. 

Only moments later there was a knock on the door. It was the stable 
master. I let him in. Kadir looked to the floor, then placed the backs of his hands 
on his buttocks. I handed the key to the man. He used it to magnetize Kadir’s 
waistband. His wrists were locked in place. The straightened shoulders he had 
nearly the entire time he had been with me, sagged noticeably. No longer the 
bright-eyed Kadir, standing before me was a boy who clearly had submitted to 
subjugation again. I felt awful about that. The stable master then reattached the 
penis cage.  



“Good day, Mr. Koznetzken. Your review of his service will be added.”  
I had chosen excellent in every category on the exit questionnaire. I 

wanted him to get the special favor of being able to jack off soon. 
They left the suite and I went to the bedroom to stage my bags. Someone 

would be there shortly to take them to the portico. I then went to the main office 
to give up my resort comm and retrieve my personal one. 

The Tak-Shaan Kolo that arrived at this resort a five-day ago was no 
longer here. In his place was a fully acknowledged gay man, if only to myself, 
who would have to re-enter a society that didn’t care for him. And it made no 
sense.  

The fact that not a single person on this planet could reproduce except by 
way of a NexGen, should have long ago made every type of sexual orientation 
perfectly acceptable. Instead, what it had done was help our culture continue the 
conservative cleaving and dividing of the House of Man. In fact, what that cultural 
quirk had done was to create a clandestine industry where boys, and certainly 
girls, were being kidnapped and sent to facilities for the pleasure of affluent men. 
At least that was the case for me. As for Nom-Bescu and those like him? I think 
it’s a power issue. He feels powerful being in control of a boy’s sexual pleasure. 
Or maybe he’s just like me. Maybe he’s hidden or trapped in a relationship. I 
couldn’t know and, frankly, I didn’t care. 

I was beginning to hate Arvukus for what had been built here. I was 
beginning to hate the fact that all of this had been hidden from me until I 
accidentally found out about it, and had to sample it illicitly. I laughed at the irony 
of what had transpired here during this five-day. I was wealthy, well-connected 
and smart. But until I had arrived here, I was nothing more than a naive man, 
hidden behind a façade, a façade that no longer existed. 

 
* 

 
I found myself, at first, refreshed and ready to return to work when I 

reached Sundown terminal. I gave my bags to the attendant and boarded the 
train. There were four stops along the west coast, roughly ten minutes from each 
other, before our very long journey through the mountains that divided the 
continent from north to south. There was a single stop at high altitude, and then 
the final stop would be Yarros. 

I had reserved a luxury cabin. It had a center table with a pop-up holo-
entertainment and data screen, a day bed and a private bathroom. A large 
picture window faced the stations. We pulled out of Sundown, I caught up on 
some vidmails, then nodded off on the day bed.  

I didn’t rise again until we reached Oxide, which was the last stop along 
the coast. I got up and aimlessly looked out the window. A light mist was in the 
air. There was an outdoor bazaar next to the train station. The bazaar was so 
close that I saw heaps of fruits and vegetables on tables under colorful tent 
awnings, people coming and going with baskets, and how all that contrasted with 
the reddish hue of the hard packed soil. The mist was thick enough to make it 
difficult to make out more than a couple of blocks of the grounds, and made the 



area seem like it was a surreal holo instead of a real place. I recalled when we 
stopped here before, it had been bright and sunny; and that there were several 
blocks of tents. I had noted that the bazaar was a pretty popular place, since it 
was filled with people just like last time.  

We pulled out of the station and our speed started to ramp up for the long 
leg to the interior.  

I hadn’t had any alcohol the entire time I had been at the resort. I had 
deliberately refrained from it because I’m particularly sensitive to its effects, and 
had wanted to be at the top of my game for all the sexual activity I knew I was 
going to have. I was glad I had abstained or I’m certain I wouldn’t have been able 
to perform anything like what I had done. But now, I needed a drink. I didn’t care 
that it was early afternoon. I went to the restaurant car and sat at a table. The 
refreshment bot took my order and returned with it a few minutes later. I sipped it 
as I watched the landscape fly past the window. Of course, my thoughts went 
directly to Kadir. I imagined I could still smell his skin, feel the texture of his 
extraordinary soft hair, feel his iron-hard erection in my fist, and smell the heady 
aroma of his hole. I grew hard while I had that drink and smiled at how I felt more 
fulfilled than I had ever felt before. Yet, with that, a whole nest of thoughts about 
the resort popped into my mind. Who would trust the boys to not expose the 
carefully hidden secret that was Palal Seaside after they’d been released? Yes, 
Sedara was an entire planet away and no one on Arvukus would know about 
them after they’d been sent back. But what would happen when they were 
reunited with their parents or their families? Indeed, how would they get back? 
Certainly, they would raise a stink that would come all the way back here. Why 
had their stories not made it into the news? Or had they? I was pretty sure we 
didn’t receive news feeds from Sedara. Had not a single one of them talked? 
How was Palal Seaside still open if some of them had been released already? 
Perhaps none had been believed. Maybe it was taboo in their culture to talk 
about this sort of thing. Perhaps their parents had prevented them from 
discussing their stories with anyone outside their families. Or maybe the rumor 
was true. Maybe none of them were ever released. Maybe men did purchase 
them. It was such a horrible thought. Try as I might to believe otherwise, I wasn’t 
so sure they could ever be released. Gays weren’t welcomed in my culture. And 
how could Kadir be welcomed back to his own culture after what he’d been 
through here? Regardless of which answer was correct, none of them seemed to 
have happy endings. 

I sat there for a few minutes, feeling numb. Then, all that thinking 
coalesced. Somehow I knew Kadir was never going home. The boys weren’t 
repatriated. I knew they were simply removed from sight after they were too old 
for certain men’s tastes. Somehow, I was sure of it. The reason was simple. They 
would talk. At that moment, even without a shred of evidence, I was sure Kadir 
was being lied to about being repatriated. I was sure now that the rumor he had 
heard was true. After all, he was here under false pretenses. There was no way 
they were going to just send him back to Bac Eschall. The consequence of 
anyone talking would implicate Black River Management and, by default, my 
company would be implicated too. Someone, or maybe a lot of people, were 



preventing that. I wouldn’t be surprised if Bescu himself had something to do the 
information black hole about Palal Seaside.  

Beyond all that, what would happen to me after I returned home? I would 
return to my spacious condo overlooking Rown’s downtown, with its view of the 
river and the bustling city. I would return to work and outwardly be the same 
person as before. There, I would interact with my girlfriend, my brother, his wife, 
my father and my co-workers exactly like before. I would call my mother or see 
her just like I always had. But inside, I would be even more hidden than ever. 
Hidden, despite the fact that I had stepped totally outside my previous 
boundaries. 

But there was more, and it was a big one. I knew now that I had absolutely 
no interest in committing to the charade of being with my girlfriend Janika 
anymore. I knew that I had to tell her, in no uncertain terms, that we were not 
going to sign a marriage contract or go to a NextGen clinic. We were most 
definitely not having children together.  

I finished my drink and headed back to my cabin. I locked the door, 
opaqued the window and lay on the day bed again. The drink had been a strong 
one and I was buzzed. I’m usually goofy when I’m tipsy. Not this time. I felt awful. 
I had taken advantage of Kadir’s imprisonment. I couldn’t stop thinking of what he 
had been and was continuing to go through. Kadir deserved real friends, an 
education and a worthwhile life. He had talents. He had ‘written’ a play.  Those 
exquisite sand sculptures revealed he was an artist. That thought gave way to 
the realization that sand sculpture was a metaphor for his life. He was as 
enchanting as those sculptures. But like them, his entire life could fall apart at 
any moment. I felt sick knowing that. He had been in school. He was intelligent 
despite it being obvious that he wasn’t eighteen in his head, but rather still that 
fifteen-year old boy who had been kidnapped and prevented from continuing his 
education. That play, in a way, had reflected his life story up to the point before 
he had been brought here, if only through the fiction of the stage. He had the 
body of an older teenager, but the mentality of a middle teen. That was the one 
thing I found endearing, yet frustrating. He was no adult. 

I knew I had to discover everything I could about the occupation, to learn 
the hidden costs of our mining operations on Sedara and to seek out his parents, 
if that were even possible.  

 
* 

 
But the first thing I did when I returned to the office was to go over my 

calendar for the last several years. I was relieved to find no mention of Nom-
Bescu anywhere on it. At least my memory wasn’t faulty. Relieved that I wasn’t 
going to be blackmailed, I dove into my work, recovering my considerable talent 
at squashing my feelings about my circumscribed sex life. 

I saw Janika several times, and we had sex four times in the next two five-
days. It was my birthday and my twenties were over. She was into the whole 
birthday sex thing. The really odd part of having sex with her was that it was easy 
but terribly unsatisfying. She didn’t like me running my penis along her ass crack. 



She only tolerated it when I fucked her tits, and she was only adequate giving 
blowjobs. On the other hand, it was easy to get her to orgasm when I fucked her; 
and she was noisy, which was exciting and kept me hard. Being with her was 
confusing because I loved sex and could perform perfectly fine with her.  But I 
found myself becoming more and more annoyed that her voice and mannerisms 
were too feminine for me. And she just didn’t have the right equipment.  

Drawing up a long-term contract and having her sleep in my bed for years 
wasn’t possible now. I’d finally had enough good sex with another male, and had 
done so many things I had only imagined doing before, that having sex with her 
amounted to an empty pantomime. To me, sex is the primary force behind a 
relationship. Everything else is secondary. Perhaps I felt that way because the 
right type of sex had been missing for so long for me.  No.  Not perhaps.  For 
sure. 

At the end of the second five-day, I sat her down and told her I had come 
to a conclusion about our relationship. She heard me out. She was surprised, 
then furious. She yelled. She threatened. She threw things. But it was irrelevant. I 
wasn’t playing that game anymore. 

“You met someone in Yarros,” she said after her tirade was over. 
Whoa. That was unexpected, but I instantly realized it was the perfect out. 

“Sort of,” I replied. I had met someone, but it wasn’t in Yarros. 
“I was right!” 
“And that’s why we’re no longer going to be together,” I lied. 
“Just like that? She’s that good? We’ve been together for three years, 

Shaan. What will your father think?” 
Uh, oh. Not that. “My father isn’t in this relationship,” I told her.  
But I knew I had to tell him. I did so the next day. I got a rare lecture from 

him as a result. I was an adult and had an important position in the company, so 
lectures were not standard procedure.  

He was mightily concerned that I had lost my focus. In fact, he told me to 
think about it very seriously. Janika was pretty, intelligent and well liked by my 
family. She had put up with me not wanting to marry her so far because she 
wanted to stay on good terms with our family. Losing me would be losing a solid 
connection to wealth. I knew that. Her family wasn’t as moneyed as mine. As 
much as these sorts of relationships were common in my family, I’d been putting 
off the inevitable marriage of opportunity, or one that had some sort of strategic 
benefit to it. I had wanted something impossible to have in a male-female 
relationship. I had wanted an indefinable connection. But I had a very definite 
understanding of it now. It was what I had experienced with Kadir, as limited and 
short as it was with him. I had finally felt that connection and desperately wanted 
it back.  

My father told me to think hard about it and get to work. I had already done 
my thinking about it, but I plunged into my work anyway. Too many familiar 
feelings of dread were bubbling up and I needed to squash them. Work was a 
familiar environment and allowed me to negotiate a path away from my feelings. 
For the next five-day, I worked longer and harder than at any time in the last 
several years. I scheduled and attended six meetings. I went over quotas and 



production. I analyzed our department’s valuation, its profit margins and our 
credit ratings. I gave two presentations to lower managers.  

Janika called me once during that five-day. My mother called me every 
one of those days. They both had decided I would change my mind. After all, I 
hadn’t returned to Yarros yet, so clearly that other woman wasn’t that good after 
all. I let them believe what they wanted. I really wasn’t prepared for them to be so 
much in my personal business like that. I should have known it would happen 
though. It had happened to my brother several years ago when he did something 
similar. 

That five-day was finally at an end. I was in my father’s office for a meeting 
at the end of the day. At first, it was only about the usual business issues 
centered on finances, the hiring of two new metallurgists we desperately needed 
for one of the smelting plants, and how one of the titanium mines on our 
continent was beginning to show signs of being played out. I wasn’t sure when 
he would broach the subject again, but inevitably he did. 

“So, son. What did you decide about that girl in Yarros?” 
So far, he too believed there was a girl. “What about her?” 
“What about her? I’ve talked with Janika several times this five-day.” 
I held in my anger. “Like I told her, I’m in this relationship. Not you, dad.” 
My father looked amused as he leaned back in his seat. “Son, maybe you 

forgot an important part of being in a relationship. You’re not the only one in it. 
I’m in it. Your mother is in it. Many people in this family are in the relationship. 
This isn’t just about you.” 

You could have heard a pin drop in that office. How dare him tell me that! 
“Go back to Yarros. Tell that girl you made a mistake,” he told me. “End it 

with her. Talk to Janika and tell her you’re sorry. You can’t just dump a girl you’ve 
been seeing for years on a whim.” 

Did I just hear my father tell me how it was going to be done? I had always 
had a perfectly workable relationship with him. He was a decent father. He was 
attentive. He was kind. He did favor my brother Ejnar somewhat, but that’s 
because he had a far better head for finances than I did. I was a master 
organizer and that’s why I oversaw operations. But now, our relationship had 
taken a turn I never expected it to take. He was meddling far too much in my 
personal life.  

“I’ll think about it,” was all I could say. 
We had been sitting at the table in the corner of his office. Several display 

sheets were scattered over the tabletop. He pushed them aside and stood. I 
stood, too. He hugged me and said. “I’m proud of you, son. I know you’ll do the 
right thing.” 

I hugged back. It wasn’t unusual for us to hug; it’s just that it had been 
several years since we’d hugged in such an intimate way. No, dad. You wouldn’t 
be proud of me if you knew where I was a few five-days ago, I thought. But I will 
do the right thing. 

 
* 

 



The three days off at the end of the five-day allowed me the time to finally 
investigate the occupation on Sedara. I had been putting it off because I didn’t 
want to be reminded of Kadir’s plight. I wanted to solely focus on the liberation I 
had felt when I was with him. But it was impossible to forget how he had arrived 
at Palal Seaside.  

The information I needed was in protected company databases. I had to 
have a discussion with one of the database managers to allow me access to 
them. I reminded him that I was one of the owners and that if I hadn’t been 
already been granted access, that it would be done by the end of the day. 
Unfortunately, I didn’t know how to disable the log file that recorded what I had 
access to and when. I would have to rely on him not sifting through that log. I 
didn’t want what I was going to do to trigger any sort of alarms.  

I could have just walked away from this. I figured there was no way I could 
free Kadir without exposing Palal Seaside. Doing that would dump everything 
directly into my lap as a result. Regardless, I brewed a cup of hinnet the next 
morning, dropped a couple of lumps of setig sweetener into it and sat down with 
my display sheets. 

With my secure connection to the company database, I started my search 
on one of the display sheets. With another, I worked on doing searches on 
PlanetNet. It took a considerable amount of time, but I was finally able to 
assemble various bits and pieces of information together: internal memos, 
financials regarding Black River Management’s occupation of Bac Eschall, 
external memos, and various company vids I had never seen before. Sedara’s 
news wasn’t archived on Arvukus, so there was nothing I could get from them 
that might help. Regardless, what I uncovered was nothing less than devastating. 

 
The occupation, which started three years ago, was in response to an 

uprising in Bac Eschall. It happened exactly as I remembered and exactly as 
Kadir had related to me. What he most likely didn’t know and what I never heard 
was why the uprising had occurred in the first place, or the reason why we still 
employed Black River. Kolo Minerals managers there had knowingly and willingly 
ignored the townspeople’s pleas to not mine on their sacred ground. But those 
pleas were irrelevant to the managers. Unfortunately, the local geological 
surveys had determined that the richest veins of cadinite and thorilium ores were 
underneath the town, only thirty meters below the surface and directly under their 
sacred area. Getting to them in the most efficient manner would require the 
relocation of hundreds of people, and totally displace their sacred ground. 
Unwilling to relocate North Point or the surrounding neighborhoods, the Bac 
Eschall council told our managers that they would no longer honor their end of 
the contract, because what we intended to do was not part of the original plan. 
Our managers decided otherwise. It was because of quotas. They knew, within a 
reasonable range, how much ore was there. They weren’t walking away from it. 

From our air-conditioned offices a planet away, we never knew these 
details. Ignoring Bac Eschall’s local customs, my company dismantled North 
Point and started mining. But they didn’t stop just at North Point. They kept 
altering the terms of the contract and began to relocate entire neighborhoods 



never in any discussion. Those areas were stripped of overburden and the ore 
was dug out with impunity. Someone in my office complex, who I was unable to 
trace from the data I had, authorized money to be handed to the locals by the 
fistful to keep them silent. It obviously took some accounting gymnastics to hide 
that. I wondered if my brother had anything to do with it, then dismissed the 
thought. This issue wasn’t about him. 

That ploy worked at first. But later, it didn’t. Eventually, our egregious 
desecration of their town and the demands on the newly hired workers was too 
much. Someone stole explosives used in the mining operation. They used it to 
destroy the mining command and control center.  

I remember well that week because the discussion about the incident went 
on for hours during one of our meetings. I knew now that the real reason the 
command and control center had been destroyed was never revealed to us, 
despite an investigation.  

My father authorized the hiring of Black River to defend the operation. I 
agreed to it. Why would I not? They had a stellar reputation as a rescue and 
recovery outfit, and were well trained in riot control, all manner of small weapons 
use, and had had a great reputation protecting citizens during natural disasters. 
We have mining ops on moons and asteroids throughout our solar system. We 
had used them several times before because they had starships. But important 
information had been kept from me. I’m sure that if I had known what I knew now, 
I would have at least tried to prevent them from being hired for this particular 
endeavor.  

Three hundred eighty men, as many as are in a battalion, landed a week 
and a half later. Instead of acting as riot control, they were told to operate as a 
paramilitary outfit. They quickly assessed the situation, and went on patrols. They 
questioned suspected leaders. Some of them were put into makeshift jails. They 
put a curfew on the townsfolk, patrolled supply routes to and from other towns 
and walked the streets in shifts, making sure the people were pacified. That went 
on for a little over a month before a very expensive digger was destroyed, which 
was followed by a riot. Bac Eschall began to be dismantled then.  

I had known none of that. All I had known at the time was that after the 
arrival of Black River, they quelled a riot, replaced the digger, and the mining 
continued as expected. Quotas were reached and everyone was happy. That 
included me.  

But that happiness only encompassed a small group of people. It certainly 
didn’t extend to the residents of Bac Eschall, because shortly thereafter people 
begin to disappear. The memos were quite detailed. There were names. Lots of 
them. With certain trepidation, I searched for the last name S’tisi. What I found 
chilled my blood. Kadir’s father was an agricultural official. His mother was a bot 
technician. They were well-educated and well-liked. Their son, four other boys, 
and five girls disappeared after the riot. They were the first ones. The parents 
organized groups and searched for days. No bodies ever turned up and no clues 
to their whereabouts ever came up either.  

I know why now. Kadir and his friends had been summarily removed from 
the scene. 



When the parents lodged complaints with the Kolo Minerals managers or 
the occupying Black River personnel, they were rebuffed. Everyone had 
completely disrespected those families.  

Eventually, here and there, adult family members disappeared. The first 
two were Narr and Mecen S’tisi. They were never found. Ultimately, after a dozen 
adults disappeared, the remaining five hundred ninety or so of the town’s 
inhabitants fled en masse. Effectively, Bac Eschall ceased to exist except for our 
mining interest. Black River was told to stay to make sure other towns’ occupants 
didn’t come in and interfere. Sedara doesn’t have a centralized governmental 
structure, unlike ours. Due to their egalitarian cultural background, local officials 
loosely govern each region. They have no military and barely any police force, 
because their people simply don’t need them. There isn’t a central authority to 
stop us. Still, I was astounded we hadn’t been kicked off Sedara by an outraged 
regional populace. 

Eventually, more bots took up the slack and people were shipped in from 
Arvukus to do the work the bots couldn’t do. None of the townspeople ever 
worked there again. Apparently, our show of force proved quite effective. I 
figured that at this rate, Arvukan interests would eventually overrun Sedara in a 
few decades unless their people rose up and stopped us. 

I picked up one of the display papers, rolled it up and threw it against the 
wall. They weigh only a few grams, of course, and it simply unrolled and fell 
gently to the floor. I stood and followed that by punching the wall, which made a 
nearby picture fall to the floor, and nearly broke my hand. The pain helped to 
quash the rage I felt. My very own company had started this. I was personally 
complicit in the destruction of an entire town for the sake of profit. I had had sex 
with one of the boys who had been kidnapped. I was one hundred percent 
involved in this horror from beginning to end and never knew it.  

Until now. 
That rage became my moment. Even as I seethed, I vowed to use my 

considerable wealth to make up for this horrendous wrong. I had no idea how, 
but I had to try. 

 
* 

 
How to do so was staring me right in the face. My father wanted me to go 

back to Yarros and break up with the imaginary girl both he and Janika thought I 
was seeing. Perfect. I would go back. And then I would hop a train to Palal 
Seaside. I had no idea what I was going to be able to do once I got there, but I 
would think of something. First, though, I had to book a reservation. 

Getting one was easier than I thought. They expected me. When I asked 
why, they said first-time guests usually book a return trip before they check out. I 
hadn’t, but they were sure I eventually would. So, I did and requested it to begin 
on the next three-day. They accepted. I didn’t ask about Kadir. I didn’t want them 
to say that I would have the luck of the draw. Regardless, I had to go anyway. I 
had no idea how I was going to get him out of there, but I was sure one of the 
stable masters was bribable. Everyone had a price. 



I had the next five-day to plan the other things I’d need to do. 
I probably had enough money to my name to nearly purchase the resort. 

Why couldn’t I permanently buy a rent boy? At least it was worth a try. I called my 
banker to let him know I needed a suitcase full of cash. The conversation I had 
with him assured me he thought I was crazy. I just said I was going gambling, 
which I was. He reminded me that it was exceedingly dangerous to carry that 
much cash, and to use credit if I was going to gamble. I refused. He made me 
sign a release that there would be no legal repercussions against him or the bank 
if I were mugged or if the money were stolen. I signed. The money would be 
available to me at the hotel where I was going to stay the first day I arrived in 
Yarros, converted to Toinen ocels. I booked a flight after our discussion. 

The next five-day couldn’t go by fast enough. I called Janika once during 
that time. I said I was sorry and told her I was headed to Yarros. She tried to hide 
the smug smile but I saw it anyway. I was sorry only about how I had hidden my 
true self from her. I was sorry that she had been in this sham relationship with me. 
I was sorry that the Kolo family liked her more than they would like me if they 
found out who I really was. I was sorry about the embarrassment they would feel 
if they discovered I had been to Palal Seaside. 

I forgot to mention that I masturbated every day, sometimes twice a day, 
after my return from the resort. I even jacked off in the bathroom after having sex 
with Janika all those times. I felt crazed. It was as if I were trying to reproduce the 
same intensity of the orgasms I had had with Kadir. I couldn’t quite do it, but I 
imagined his mouth on my penis or me thrusting into his tight hole when I came. I 
felt desperate. I felt lost. I felt out of control. I wasn’t used to that. I had always 
had a very firm reign on myself. But I was no longer the same person I was 
before I went there.  

I actually felt things now.  
Real things.  
Things that mattered. 
 

* 
 
I stepped onto the train at the station in Yarros, groaning that it was five 

hours to get to my destination. The maglev runs at over seven hundred 
kilometers per hour, on railways made with materials supplied by our company, 
so I really had no complaining to do. Still, I fumed if only to myself, anyway. This 
time I stowed my own bags in my cabin. There was no way I was going to part 
with twenty thousand in cash. 

I had breakfast delivered to my cabin, then settled back for the long ride. I 
had lunch delivered, too, thirty minutes before we reached the first seacoast stop. 
I didn’t want to leave the cabin. Having all that cash made me a little paranoid.  

The stop at Oxide on the coast was to be only ten minutes again, like last 
time. Only a few passengers got off there. I recalled that goods were the main 
items loaded onto the cars toward the back of the train. My chin was on my fist, 
my elbow on the armrest. I was randomly looking out the window at that bazaar 
again. 



Unlike last time when it was foggy, it was a perfectly clear day today.  I 
had a great view of the colorful awnings that covered the vendor stations. 
Dozens of people were everywhere, purchasing fruits, vegetables, and other 
items. My lazy observation turned into instant attention to detail when I saw a 
familiar face.  

It couldn’t be. He looked like Kadir.  
He stood out because of his skin color in a sea of light-skinned people. 

The boy had the same body type as Kadir, but I had never seen him clothed 
before, so wasn’t sure. He stood out even more because he wore a simple one-
piece gray tunic, cinched at the waist with a thin black belt. Everyone else wore 
two-piece outfits common to this region. His hair was longer than I remembered, 
and wavy. In one hand he held a basket by its handle. It was piled with 
vegetables. With the other, he reached to inspect a twisted nessin root in a stack. 
His tunic had long sleeves, yet even from the train I saw thin bracelets on both 
wrists. They were the same type worn by the boys at the resort.  

My mouth dropped open. It seemed impossible, but I was sure now.  It 
was Kadir. But how? I bolted upright, then pounded on the window. They couldn’t 
be opened, so I couldn’t shout into the crowd. There was too much commotion 
outside to hear my feeble attempt to gain his attention. Five seconds later, the 
train lurched forward. No! As we pulled forward, I was able to get a far better look 
at him. The windows were mirrored on the outside, so no one could see in. Our 
movement must have caught his attention because he was watching the train 
now. He could have been looking directly at me except that he couldn’t see in. I 
was absolutely sure it was him now. I would recognize those lips anywhere. I had 
kissed them enough times!  

I had to get off this train, but it had picked up considerable speed even as I 
bolted out of the cabin in search of one of the train crew I could speak with 
directly. It took me a full three minutes to find a conductor.  

“No, sir. This train will not stop until it reaches the next station.” 
I gathered my belongings and stood at the sliding doors, watching the 

clock above it moving glacially slow. Wright’s Fortune was eighty-five kilometers 
away.  

I was the first one off the train and went directly to the ticket office.  
“Where can I pick up a taxi that can take me back to Oxide?” I asked the 

ticket agent. 
“There isn’t a taxi service here, sir.” 
“What? No taxi service?” 
“This isn’t the East Coast. And the trains run regularly through here.” 
I was livid. “Then when will it return?” 
“There are three more stops before it returns.”  
That much I knew. The resorts were at the end of the line.  
“It won’t be back this way for another three hours,” she added. 
“Three hours!” I literally slapped my forehead. I could probably beg 

someone to take me there in a private vehicle by then. But that was a stupid idea. 
I had a bag full of money. There was no telling what sort of riff-raff was here that 
would somehow discover it and leave me for dead after they took it.  Like I said, I 



was paranoid.   
I had no choice but to wait. I plunked down some bills, got my ticket and 

sat in the open-air passenger waiting area. I pulled out a display paper and read 
through some correspondence, and answered some as well, then had lunch 
again. Later, I paced. I’m sure I drew all sorts of attention doing so, but eventually 
about a dozen people showed up to wait for the train. I was no longer the lone 
figure under the pavilion. 

Finally, I was on board. I didn’t even bother to leave the car’s entryway. I 
stood there with my bags until we pulled back into the Oxide station. Again, I was 
the first one off the train. I hauled myself into the station, found a locker to stash 
my bags, and had to chance it that the bag with the twenty thousand in it would 
be safe.  

 I strode out of the side entrance closest to the bazaar. There were over 
three-dozen booths set up for vendors. I was immediately dismayed to see that 
nearly half of them were no longer occupied. Most of the vendors had already 
gone for the day. I went to the one where I could swear I had seen Kadir, and 
sure enough, it was empty, too. I was starting to panic. I turned in a circle, 
looking everywhere, hoping beyond hope he was somehow still here. I knew it 
was folly. That was three and a half hours ago.  

I strode to the nearest occupied booth. 
“Ma’am, I wonder if you can help me. I’m looking for someone.” I gave her 

a description. It wasn’t much more than to say that he was a Sedaran boy. She 
told me she had never seen a Sedaran here. Who could miss an obvious 
Sedaran? I was sure she was wrong, so off I went. Next, I randomly stopped a 
woman about my age at the edge of the bazaar. I briefly described Kadir to her.  

“Yes, I recall seeing someone I thought was Sedaran. Seemed mighty 
peculiar to see one here. I think it was a few days ago. I don’t know where he is 
though.” 

“Is it likely he’ll return?”  I don’t know why I even asked that. 
“Well, most everyone comes here to purchase fresh vegetables.” 
At least I hadn’t lost my mind. But I was still nowhere near finding him. I 

went back to the ticket agent and asked some questions. This was a farming 
community. Hemp, fruits and vegetables were the main crops here. The fields 
further to the north that I had seen out the window on our way here confirmed 
that; I thought I had recognized the tall spindly bushes in the distance as hemp. 
But, I needed to know how many people lived here. The agent told me there 
were well over a thousand. Damn, going door-to-door was out of the question. 

I went back out to the bazaar. The sun was headed downward now that it 
was late afternoon. I felt even more desperate. Once it got dark I would have to 
get a room at the lodge next to the station.  

I paced up and down the dusty walkways, trying to determine whom I 
should accost and demand to know where Kadir was. I approached two boys in 
their early twenties, walking with a teen girl. On a whim I stopped and asked 
them. 

“Oh, yeah. I’ve seen him,” said the girl. “He’s staying with Nol-Barod 
Virkum.” 



“Nol-Barod?” the taller boy said. 
“You know. The chef.” 
“Oh, yeah. It’s that way,” the boy nodded as he pointed. He essentially 

pointed to the ticketing office. He must have meant someplace further away.  
“Where?” I asked. 
“The restaurant past the lodge.” 
I was out of breath when I reached the restaurant. I tried to look casual, 

but I was sweating now, so that was a failure. I found a young woman at a desk 
in front and asked her if anyone by that name worked here. 

“I’ll ask Barod.  He’s in back.” 
She went to the kitchen and returned several minutes later. “Barod says 

he doesn’t know anyone named Kadir.”  
“Is he sure?” 
She looked at me like I was crazy. “I know Barod pretty well. If someone 

from Sedara were living with him, I think I’d know about it.” 
Clearly, those kids I talked to were mistaken. I was nearly despondent now. 

How was I ever going to find him at this rate? It was getting late and I needed to 
check into the hotel. I went back to the train station, pulled my bags out of the 
locker, then backtracked to the hotel. My comm had a message on it from the 
resort. I was overdue and hadn’t contacted them. I had no intention of doing so 
either.  

The room they put me in was barely six square meters, excluding the tiny 
bathroom. It was awful.  But I needed someplace a little more secure than the 
locker. At least the door was metal and had a bio-coded lock. I was assured that 
it wasn’t going to be broken into easily. I washed my face, stuffed the bag full of 
money under the bed and headed back to the bazaar. This time I felt less 
desperate and more in control. Because of that, I had a much better plan. I would 
ask only vendors, if any remained.  

Only seven vendors were left when I returned. I was finally at the second 
to last one.  

“His name is Kadir. He’s Sedaran. Young. Good looking. Brown skin. Dark 
eyes. Black hair. He was wearing a one-piece tunic.” 

“Oh, yes. Very nice boy. He’s been here many times. He’s an employee of 
Cor-Midal Taussen.” 

My eyes must have been as big as saucers. “Really?” 
She nodded. “Cor-Midal employs many people. He recently took on Kadir 

to cook for him.” 
“What does this Cor-Midal do?” 
“Are you not familiar with Taussen Fiber Products?” 
“I’m from Rown.” 
“Oh, my.  That’s a long way from here.” 
“Any idea how I can find Kadir this time of night?” 
“Sure. He told me he’s staying at Cor-Midal’s home.” 
“Where can I find it?” 
“Half a kilometer from here, on Kammakargatan.”  
She gave me a description of the house, not knowing the exact address. I 



headed that way immediately. I wasn’t used to walking streets at night by myself, 
even in Rown. Doing so in a strange town in a totally different continent was as 
good as suicide as far as I was concerned. Worse, was it brought back bad 
memories of my forays into dark alleys a decade ago. Luckily, most of the streets 
had streetlights.  

Finally, near dusk, I found the house. There was a high adobe wall that 
surrounded the property. A tall black metal gate in the center gave me a view of a 
well-maintained courtyard with nice outdoor furniture in it. From there I could see 
the closed front door. A buzzer sensor was on the display’s frame. I touched it 
and heard it beep. I felt as if I were in a fog. I was nearly exhausted from all the 
adrenaline and walking around. It wasn’t something I had expected to do after 
traveling all this way. 

A few seconds later an older woman with her hair pulled back tightly, 
answered it. Her face filled the small display screen. “Can I help you?” 

“Ma’am, I’m looking for someone named Kadir.” 
“Who’s asking?” she said, sounding annoyed. 
“My name is Tak-Shaan. I, uh, have to ask him something. He knows me.” 
“Just a minute.” 
The display went black. The fact that she didn’t ask me who I was talking 

about was a very good sign. I waited nervously, looking toward the door for any 
sign it would open. While I waited, I realized Kadir couldn’t possibly know that 
name. I wasn’t thinking. I had used my alias while at the resort. He knew no other 
name than that. Fuck! I balled my fists then stabbed the sensor with my thumb. 

It took several more seconds for her to return. “He says he doesn’t know 
anyone by that name.” 

At least he’s here! “I’m sorry, ma’am. I gave you the wrong name. I meant 
to say Tel-Jonn. That’s the name he knows.” 

As I expected, she gave me a look of certain doom. “I suggest you don’t 
come here again, whatever your name is. Good evening, sir.” 

“Wait! Tell him I’m staying at the lodge next to the train station. He can find 
me there.” 

“I said, good evening, sir. Please do not come here again or I will call the 
authorities.” 

The display went dark. Angry beyond words, I almost ripped it from the 
stucco wall. 

I had to get in that house! But there was no way I could scale the walls. 
They were too high and there were evenly spaced spikes along the top. At least I 
knew Kadir was here. I could wait for him at the bazaar again, but that could take 
days. I realized my only choice was to stay in that tiny room until I could come up 
with a better plan. 

I headed back, filled with anxiety since I was alone, didn’t know anyone 
except for Kadir, and it was getting darker by the minute. Finally, fifteen minutes 
later, I saw the maglev rail and the street where the lodge was. Whew, I finally 
had my bearings. I thought I had gotten lost a minute ago. I would have to spend 
the night for sure. First though, I needed some food. And that restaurant next 
door was open. 



I went back to my room forty-five minutes later, after having a large 
sandwich and a beer. I was despondent and tired, despite having eaten my fill. 
Food usually makes me feel a whole lot better if I were out of sorts. 

The room was only one of six in a long one-story adobe building. Now that 
it was dark, I noticed a gap between the bottom of the door and the tiled floor. 
This was no luxury place by any definition of the word. But at least the piezo-
cooling unit worked, all of the quantum dots in the walls lit up, and the instant-hot 
water was in fact, instant. Plus, the bed was comfortable. I quickly checked my 
bag of money.  It was still there. I had nothing to do, so checked my vidmails.  

I don’t know when I fell asleep, but I awoke with a start when I heard 
knocking on my door. I saw two shadows cast across the floor at the door gap. 
They were someone’s feet. The street light across the way was producing them. 

I was wearing just underwear and quickly pulled a shirt on. “Who is it,” I 
asked suspiciously. 

I heard only one muffled word. Master. 
My pulse quickened and I pulled the door open.  
Kadir was wearing the same gray one-piece tunic I had seen him in earlier 

at the bazaar. I hesitated, not believing he was actually here. Then I reached out 
and touched his shoulder. “It really is you.”  

I quickly glanced left and right out the door. It was the middle of the night 
and I had no idea whether he had been followed or not. I ushered him in. He 
immediately went down on his knees in front of me, his eyes to the floor.  

“Oh, no. We’re not at the resort,” I told him. I pulled him up and I led him to 
the edge of the bed, where he sat down.  

“How did you get here?” I asked. 
“Six days after you left, the head stable master told me a man would come 

to take me away. He took the penis cage off, removed my waistband, and gave 
me this to wear.” He picked at his sleeve briefly. That’s when I noticed its texture. 
It was a simple un-dyed hemp garment. The belt cinched around his waist was 
nothing more than a common hemp rope, dyed black. “I asked if I was going 
home and he said nothing. I knew I wasn’t going back to Sedara. I was sure 
something bad would happen to me instead. I could do nothing but wait. He sent 
me to the drive out front and the man came, told me to get in the back seat of his 
car, and we came here.” 

“The man. Cor-Midal?” 
“Yes, master.” 
“My name isn’t master. It’s Shaan.” 
“Shaan,” he said haltingly, as if merely saying my familiar name was cause 

for alarm or further evaluation of his station. I saw all that in just a flicker of 
emotion across his face.  

“Go on,” I said. 
“He told me that I was to be his new servant; and that he was told that I 

was an excellent cook, could clean and would service him when he wanted.” 
“Service?” 
“He sometimes takes me to his bed.” 
“I’m baffled. I thought this man was a big deal here.” 



“He is the owner of a rope company, mast... uh, Shaan. My clothing is 
made from the fibers he grows.” 

Indeed. Hemp could be made into just about anything, from clothing to fuel. 
But why would he give Kadir what amounted to an unfinished garment? Hemp 
was capable of being made into cloth as soft as satin. The answer was obvious. 
Cor-Midal had no respect for Kadir. He was, as Kadir said, nothing but a servant. 

“He takes you to his bed. Why?” 
Kadir continued. “His wife died last year and he has no interest in finding a 

new one. At least that is what he told me.” 
“Who’s that woman who talked to me?” 
“Neta-Fel is his sister. She lives nearby and came to pick up a roast I had 

cooked for her. She was just about to leave when you arrived. She stayed for a 
long time after you left though.” 

“How much does he pay you?” I asked. 
He looked up at me as if I were crazy. 
“Nothing,” I answered for him as I shook my head. 
“I have a place to stay. He says I will be returned home soon but will not 

tell me when. Shaan, why are you here?”  
Finally, a question!  
Now it was my turn. I had been sitting next to him on the bed. I got down 

on my knees in front of him. This time it wasn’t because I was going to have my 
way with him. I took his hands in mine. 

“I’m so sorry I didn’t know about you years ago,” I told him. “I’m so sorry 
about what happened to you. I don’t even know where to begin.” So much 
emotion was welling up within me. 

A smile escaped from his face. “I knew you would come.” 
“What?” 
“I knew you would come back for me.” 
“How?” 
He touched my face now. “Because we are... like brothers,” he said with a 

curious look. 
I knew he meant to say ‘tribe’. With that, I wrapped my arms around his 

waist and held him. “I thought about you every day. There’s so much I have to tell 
you, so much you need to know. Come back with me so I can tell you everything.” 

“I cannot.” 
“Why not?” 
“Cor-Midal paid for me. If I leave, police will find me. He pays them.” 
My mind raced. If Kadir hid in my hotel room, he would be ratted out in a 

few hours. The man’s sister already knew I was staying here. She would certainly 
tell him that when Kadir turned up missing. There’s no way I would be able to get 
him on the train without getting stopped. “Fuck. How much did he pay for you?” 

“He told me five thousand ocels.” 
“Five thousand, huh?” 
He nodded. 
I got up from the hard tiled floor, pulled the moneybag out from under the 

bed and unzipped the top. I counted bundles until I had five thousand in a pile on 



the bed. Kadir’s eyes were wide with astonishment as he watched me. “Is Cor-
Midal at home now?” I asked. 

“No. That is how I was able to leave. He is in Coss Bay until morning. He 
sells to many people.” 

Coss Bay was one train stop before Sundown. I guessed he was quite the 
salesman and traveled a fair amount. 

I wondered if the man’s sister knew he was fucking Kadir. Indeed, why 
was he even fucking Kadir in the first place? Why didn’t the man have a girlfriend 
or another wife, or for that matter, no one at all? Was it his private pleasure? It 
was sort of like mine, I guessed, except he was doing it under the noses of his 
friends, family and colleagues. This frontier region was bizarre. Its flagrant 
disregard for cultural standards wasn’t limited to those resorts. 

“What are you doing?” he asked, as he watched me count another five 
thousand, then zip up the bag that contained the remaining ten thousand ocels. I 
stuffed the ten thousand I had counted into my other bag. 

“Making sure I won’t be arrested. What time is he returning?” 
“Eight o’clock tomorrow morning.” 
“Well, I’ll be there waiting for him. I saw a table and chairs in the courtyard. 

Can you get me inside the wall?”  
He nodded. 
“You go back and I’ll see you at seven o’clock.” 
He nodded again.  
I stood him up and wrapped my arms around him. I pulled back, then 

kissed him on the lips. I was astounded when he responded sensuously, kissing 
back with passion. Yet, something was odd about that kiss. I could tell that didn’t 
want to pull away, but he had to go before this became too complicated. Just as 
he left I realized why the kiss felt so odd. I had never done that with him wearing 
any clothing. 

 
* 

 
Four bright rectangles of sunlight on the wall opposite the clerestory 

windows woke me. I quickly showered and shaved, then hoisted the bag of 
money over my shoulder. I headed to Cor-Midal’s home, making it there by 
seven o’clock. Kadir was looking out the gate when I arrived. He looked freshly 
showered and his hair shined in the early morning sunlight. He looked so 
handsome even in his drab grey smock. 

Once behind the wall, and out of sight of any neighbors who might be 
looking, I gave him a quick peck on the cheek. He smiled brightly. “Sit here, 
Shaan. I will bring you breakfast.”  

I took a seat at the table in the courtyard and waited. Kadir brought me a 
steaming mug of hinnet, then went back inside. A while later he returned with a 
couple of hot scones. I grinned. They were chock full of zatikberries. He did that 
on purpose. He returned to the house again, ostensibly to stay out of sight in 
case Cor-Midal returned early. 

Shortly before eight, a vehicle pulled up to the large gate. The gate 



opened and the vehicle stopped at the garage door. An older man, perhaps fifty 
years old or so, got out. He approached me as soon as he saw me. 

He quickly surveyed the contents of the table; saw the empty mug and the 
crumbs in the saucer next to it. “Who are you and how did you get in here?” he 
said. He was angry and fearful at the same time. “Kadir, get out here!” he yelled.  

Kadir was clearly at the door already, since he opened it immediately. He 
came out and stood by the man, his hands to his sides, his head down. It made 
me sick seeing him that way once again. 

“Kadir let me in. I have some business to attend to with you,” I told him. I 
was in my element. I never saw a deal or a negotiation I didn’t like. I had been 
involved with deals far larger than the one I was about to force on the man. 

“What sort of business?” the man asked. 
Good, I got his attention. “Your cook there. I will purchase him today.” 
“You will what?” 
“I will purchase him from you,” I stated, matter-of-factly, as I shrugged my 

shoulders slightly. 
“Now look here, Mister....” 
“My name is irrelevant to this transaction.” 
“There will be no transaction. You can’t come onto my property and 

demand to purchase an employee of mine.” He pulled out a comm. I suspected 
he was going to call the police. 

I held my hands up. “Please, Mr. Taussen.  I have cash money to spend.” 
“Irrelevant.” 
“Oh, it’s relevant, since I know where you got him.” 
He lowered the comm. “What do you mean?” 
“Palal Seaside,” I said very slowly. 
He looked all sorts of nervous now, and lowered his voice considerably. 

He slid the comm back into his pocket. “I paid five thousand ocels for him. He’s a 
good servant and worth twice that.” 

He said exactly what I wanted him to say. I stood and retrieved the bag at 
my feet. The man took a slight step backwards. “Not to worry,” I told him. I 
unzipped the bag and pulled out two bundles of cash. 

“What are you doing?” 
“Making sure you don’t want me to talk to your sister or make a public 

announcement here in Oxide about how often you’ve taken Kadir to your bed. 
That’s what I’m doing.” 

“Now look here!” 
“No. You look here. This is five thousand. And this…,” I started pulling 

more bundles out of the bag. I had two of them out before I turned the bag upside 
down and shook it as the rest dropped onto the metal tabletop. They made a 
considerable amount of noise as they fell. I dropped the bag to the ground. “…is 
five thousand more. You’re right. He’s worth twice what you paid. I say we’re 
even. What do you say?” 

I nearly laughed because it had been a while since I’d seen someone so 
shocked. He sputtered, gazed at the money, then at me, then Kadir. “Get the 
fuck out of my sight, you bastard,” he said to Kadir in a low voice. “Both of you 



get off my property. If I ever see either of your faces here again, I will not be 
pleasant.” 

Kadir’s eyes were as wide as they were last night when I was counting the 
cash. I took his wrist and we headed toward the gate. Just as we got to the 
properly line I stopped, turned around, and looked Cor-Midal right in the eye. I 
spoke slowly and with authority. “I have some friends here, Mr. Taussen. They 
are in my employ. If we’re hassled in any way, they won’t be pleasant either.” 
That little lie would most likely keep him quiet. 

He pursed his lips. “Just go,” he said as he dropped one of the bundles of 
money back onto the pile. His body language told me everything I needed to 
know: he was guarding the cash.  

I couldn’t believe I had just paid for Kadir. Again. It was amazing how 
much money he was worth to so many people. First to Palal Seaside, where he 
had made the owners a fortune. Then to Cor-Midal. And now to me. The irony of 
a supposedly worthless boy because of his cultural background, being bought 
and paid for so many times, wasn’t lost on me. He was a treasure, but I’m sure 
I’m the only one who knew how much of one he really was. 

I quickly led him back to the room, where I retrieved more cash. Next, we 
headed to the ticket office where I purchased two train tickets to Yarros. The last 
stop was to the bazaar.  

“Take us to a booth where they sell clothing, Kadir. Nice clothing. 
Something you’ve had your eye on,” I told him. 

 
* 

 
An hour later, I had purchased him a travel bag and some personal 

grooming items. He only needed one set of clothes for the trip back. He was 
going to get far more after we got to Rown. I personally threw away that 
disgusting grey thing he had been given, tossing it into a bin on the street outside 
my room at the lodge. In its place were a light yellow cotton shirt and khaki 
trousers with slip-on shoes. I certainly liked the trouser style because they 
gathered at the crotch nicely, enhancing his endowment. I had no idea he would 
be more handsome properly clothed than naked. He got a haircut next. I was so 
proud of him. It was as if I were watching a nephew graduate from school. 

 
* 

 
Kadir had never been on a train before. The only other time he’s been in 

any sort of transport since he had been on Arvukus was when Cor-Midal brought 
him to his home from the resort in his personal hovercar. It was the simple things 
like that, and the fact that he had never had any real clothing for the last three 
years, that made me angry. Kadir had missed out on so much. 

The first moment we pulled out of the station, I opaqued the windows and 
pulled down the thin covering of the daybed. Our clothes were piles on the floor. 
We spent the next hour on the bed, kissing, hugging, rolling around, our penises 
hard. I felt him up. I held him in my arms. I couldn’t help myself. I knew I was 



taking advantage of the situation, but he was just as amorous. I sucked his penis. 
He sucked mine. Over the next hour and a half we each came twice. I had had to 
put my hand over his mouth both times when he came.  He was still quite vocal 
when he had an orgasm. 

 
Kadir was disoriented once we arrived in Yarros. It got worse as we waited 

for the flight back to Rown. He had never seen a large city, had never flown 
before and was terrified of getting on the plane. His paranoia didn’t end when we 
arrived at my apartment. It’s fifty-three stories up and tall windows fill three of the 
walls in the living room just as you enter the suite. After his initial look out, he 
wouldn’t go near them again, afraid he’d fall to the street below. I wasn’t 
prepared for such a reaction. I didn’t want to have him drugged up to soothe his 
nerves, so we went shopping instead. I figured that might help calm him down. I 
had a few days off before I needed to be back to work, so we spent two days 
purchasing him things he’d need.  

I wasn’t prepared for the number of looks I got from various shopkeepers. I 
was face-to-face with the reality of our culture’s deep-seated unconscious, as 
well as conscious prejudices. If they knew either of us were gay, too, we’d 
probably have been arrested. 

I suspected the stable master didn’t bother to remove Kadir’s bracelets 
because it somehow marked his subservience. Perhaps it was to make it obvious 
to anyone who had ever been to Palal Seaside what his role had been. Only a 
tiny minority of people would ever be likely to know what they signified in the first 
place though. Actually, I thought they remained because the stable master was 
too lazy to remove them. I tried to break or cut the tiny links, but it became 
obvious that they couldn’t be removed without a laser cutter. There were few 
people who had access to one outside of a commercial setting. I did though. A 
mining facility has access to all sorts of specialized equipment. So, I went to one 
of the maintenance buildings at one of the production facilities outside of town 
and told the foreman that I needed a portable one for an experiment I was 
conducting. It was an unusual request to say the least. But I’m one of the owners, 
so he had no choice but to let me sign one out. It was a simple matter to get it 
into my condo since they’re small enough to fit into a shoulder bag.  

There was just enough of a gap between his skin and the bracelet to wrap 
insulating material around his wrist. With that in place, I burn through one of the 
links. I can’t believe I did that in my bathroom. I cut the other one off then threw 
the bracelets into the trash. 

I held him in my arms. Tears welled up in his eyes, knowing that the last 
vestiges of his imprisonment were truly behind him. “When are you taking me 
home?” he asked. 

With that, I sat him down on one of the chairs at the kitchen peninsula. I 
went to my bedroom and retrieved a display paper. With it flat on the countertop, 
I called up the information I had retrieved about Bac Eschall. I brought up a 
satellite image of the village before the mining operation started. Next was an 
image after North Point was mined. He was devastated at the destruction we 
were easily able to see. I read him a report of the complaints the parents had 



made of the children who had gone missing. I read off the list. He told me some 
of those boys were at the resort except for the ones who had been released 
ahead of him. I told him everything I had uncovered, leaving out the most 
important information, like the fact that my company was the cause of what had 
happened. I just couldn’t do it. I couldn’t implicate myself in this just yet. I didn’t 
dare tell him yet that I was one of the owners of Kolo Minerals and that we had 
hired the very people who had caused that to happen in the first place. Kadir had 
no idea what I did for a living yet and I never used the words ‘Kolo Minerals’; thus, 
he wasn’t aware that I was involved in his being kidnapped in the first place. I 
was terrified to broach that with him because of what I knew that knowledge 
would do to him. No, to me. He would truly hate me then. That was the last thing 
I wanted to happen. You see, I found myself not exactly in love with him, but so 
closely connected to him because of his sexual orientation and his ordeal, that I 
couldn’t stand the thought of him outright rejecting me. He had absolutely no 
friends on this planet. He needed me as much as I needed him. Yet, I was so 
torn between doing the right thing and keeping it from him. 

I kept the most devastating news for last.     
“I don’t know how to tell you this, Kadir, except to come out and say it. 

Your parents have been dead for years. They disappeared because they led the 
complaint.” 

Kadir swallowed and looked away. A couple of tears rolled down his 
cheeks. I was sitting on the barstool next to him and stood up. I went behind him 
and wrapped my arms around his chest while I rested my chin on his shoulder. 
“I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” 

He pulled away, his entire body tense. “I hate you!” he yelled. 
I’m no counselor. At first, I thought he did. I was sure he had figured out 

how I was involved. It took me several seconds to realize he was just reacting.  
He left the kitchen and headed for the den to get some distance between 

himself and me. “Take me home!” he demanded. 
“I can’t. None of your people live there anymore.” 
“Take me home!” he yelled even louder. Tears were streaming down his 

face now. 
I went to him. When I got there, he pushed me away.  
“Now!” he screamed. 
I felt like I had been stabbed. “I can’t! Bac Eschall no longer exists.” I held 

on to him as he sank to the floor. He stopped trying to push me away. I held him 
in my arms as he cried. I couldn’t contain myself and sobbed with him. I couldn’t 
imagine the enormous amount of emotion that he had been holding inside him for 
all those years. I rocked him as he bawled, as I cried with him. I can’t believe the 
flood of emotion that tore at me.  

Finally, after a good fifteen minutes of him wailing nearly uncontrollably, he 
was spent. The front of our shirts were soaked. His breath was ragged, his body 
convulsed only occasionally now. I had kissed his head a hundred times, had 
stroked his hair, held on to him, and tried to be his emotional anchor. But what 
could I really do? Everything he had ever known was totally, irretrievably gone.  

“You still have me, Kadir. I swear I’ll protect you. Please believe me.” 



Finally, he looked up at me. The whites of his deep brown eyes were 
bloodshot. His face was shiny with tears. I could barely stand to see him that way. 
“I do not hate you,” he whispered as he shook his head.  

“Shhh.” I rocked him some more. He hugged me hard. The terror I felt at 
how he reacted, subsided. In its place I felt what I can only call emptiness.  

For the first time in my life, I hated being a Kolo. 
Later that day, I placed a vid to my dad and told him I was taking a 

sabbatical.  
“You’re what?” he asked, obviously surprised. 
“You were totally right. I need to get my focus back. I need to take a few 

five-days off to regroup. Mos-Takel can take over for me in the interim. He can 
give the two presentations I was going to give next week. I’ll tell my secretary to 
clear my schedule.” 

“I expect an update on Janika soon, son.” 
“Yes, sir,” I lied. I wouldn’t be surprised if he called her next to let her know 

about this little discussion. I had a new plan that needed to be worked on. 
 
I had other concerns. I wasn’t at all prepared for Kadir’s emotional 

decompression. Once he was free of the resort, those restraints, and all the 
bizarre rules, he became a different person. He yelled a lot. He cried when the 
slightest thing went wrong. He looked at me suspiciously when we talked. He 
withdrew into a silent shell at a moment’s notice. He wouldn’t eat at meal times. 
That went on for a five-day. At the end of it, I came back from getting groceries to 
find him in the shower stall, naked, crying his eyes out. I managed to get him out 
of there without getting beat up. That day marked a watershed for us. Instead of 
pushing me away, as he had done for days, he reached up to me and asked me 
to hold him. So, I did. We sat in the bathroom for a while as he talked. 

“For years,” he began,“I secretly waited for someone to take me back to 
Sedara. When you came to the resort, I was happy for the first time I could 
remember. You were different. You... your heart was awake. You asked me how 
I got there and listened without telling me to shut up.”  

There was no way I was going to confess my role in how he got there just 
yet. I had waited days for him to respond rationally and there was no way I was 
going to ruin this moment. “You have no idea how you’ve changed my whole 
outlook on life, Kadir. You did that. You made me be different. Or... or maybe it 
was because of you that I recognized just how different I am from what I thought I 
was.” I took his hand and kissed it. “I swear to you I’m not lying.”  

He leaned in and, this time, tongue-kissed me. It quickly turned passionate, 
which was completely unexpected, given how he had been recently. It was 
obvious what he had in mind since his penis grew harder as we kissed. He 
reached down to my zipper and tugged. We weren’t going to be able to do 
anything with me fully clothed. So, we exited the bathroom and landed on my bed. 
I can’t tell you how starved I felt at that moment. I was an emotional wreck 
because he had been one. I was just about to take him to a med clinic for what I 
suspected was depression. But he wasn’t in the citizenship database. Without 
proper records questions would be asked about who he was, how he got to 



Arvukus and why he was so disturbed. That would lead directly to the fact that I 
gotten him from Palal Seaside. That wasn’t in my plan.  

This time, while in my bed, it wasn’t just fervent sex like it had been while 
at the resort. Instead, we made love. Tender, passionate love. He sucked me so 
slowly I felt like I had been edged for days. When I finally came, it was as if I had 
melded with him, since he came at the exact same second. I was on my back. 
He was sitting on my penis. The sound of our breathing, then moaning as we 
came, sent me into orbit. It was a very long time before I was able to open my 
eyes. And when I did, he was smiling at me, with his huge brown eyes boring into 
my soul. My chest was covered with his semen. His face was shiny with sweat. 
He leaned forward and sort of scooped me into his arms as his chest pressed 
against mine in an embrace. My penis slowly slipped out of him. 

That moment was my entire life. I felt so connected to him. I felt that he 
was a long lost part of me. It was as if I had been on a mysterious adventure, had 
come across a well-hidden treasure, and had only now chiseled off centuries of 
dirt and debris to reveal him. Kadir S’tisi. In my arms. A treasure. And that 
treasure was mine. 

 
We cleaned up, then pulled on t-shirts and shorts. I took him to my study 

to record a vid. No, not of us having sex, but rather the vid I’d been avoiding 
making. Step one of my plan was to begin now.  

“Dad, I hope you’re sitting down for this, because what I’m about to say 
isn’t going to be easy to hear. But it’s the truth. I hope you do the right thing and 
fix a terrible wrong that I now know all about.” I zoomed the camera out to include 
Kadir. “This is Kadir. He’s Sedaran. As you can see, we’re here in my condo.” 

I went on to tell him about my foray to the resort. I skipped anything about 
us having sex, but gave him the details that I was aware of now regarding the 
occupation of Bac Eschall. I told him what I now knew about what had really 
happened there. I was guessing, but I was sure he already knew what I was 
talking about. I was sure he knew nothing about what Black River did to those 
kids though. So, I explained how Kadir had been kidnapped, along with dozens 
of other boys and girls, how they had been brought here, and how Black River 
was responsible for their imprisonment. I told him about seeing Nom-Bescu, 
about how I had intended to return to get Kadir out of his prison, and how I 
serendipitously found him in Oxide. I explained how I paid to release him from his 
second bondage and that he was now truly free. I didn’t mention who I paid 
though. There was no reason to do so.  

I wasn’t concerned that Kadir knew what I was doing. He had no idea that 
my father owned Kolo Minerals and was involved in his bondage in the first place. 
As far as Kadir was concerned, I was merely imploring my father to act in my 
behalf due to my findings. 

“To be even more specific, dad, I will also be free as well. That’s because 
Kadir and I are taking a trip.”  

Kadir looked at me. “We are?” 
I nodded. “We’re leaving Arvukus.” 
I had some personal things to say to my father, so Kadir left the room to 



take a shower. After I was done, I added attachments to the vid that corroborated 
my explanation of events. I wasn’t going to send the vid until a day after we had 
left Arvukus. That way, there would be no way for him to stop us. 

I wasn’t sure of the extent of what my father knew about all this. There 
really was no way to know. That’s why I included everything I had learned.  I had 
never been honest with him about who I really was. How could I be sure he had 
been totally honest in how we went about doing business on Sedara?  

I knew those things had nothing to do with each other. Perhaps I was just 
paranoid. I certainly wasn’t used to dealing with my emotions properly. I was 
totally on edge now. I was attempting to rectify a huge wrong and keep my sanity 
while I planned my next course of action. I was trying to prevent Kadir from 
turning into an emotional wreck and trying to find a way to get out of this without 
being arrested. It wasn’t looking good so far. I had no one to rely on except 
myself. 

There was no possible way I could single-handedly release the rest of the 
boys at Palal Seaside. Yes, I could have gone to my father directly about this. 
Perhaps I could have demanded he throw our considerable resources behind 
repatriating those boys. But I knew that in the end, it would irrevocably tarnish me, 
him, our company and certainly our name. Perhaps the scandal would eventually 
blow over and my family’s political damage could be repaired, but I doubted it. If I 
had stayed and tried to handle the fallout, the scandal would be so huge that my 
father might disown me. I planned to pre-empt him by sending the vid to three 
major stockholders, as well as to him. Perhaps one of them, if not all of them, 
would do the right thing.  Perhaps they would all decide to do nothing.  
Regardless, I had to cover my bases. 

As you’ve seen all along, I’m not a saint. I had no intention of bearing the 
consequences of what I had been responsible for. My life would fall apart within 
days if this story broke and I was still around. I had no interest in giving up Kadir, 
but that’s exactly what would happen if I stayed. There was truly no way I could 
rely on my father’s clout to extract me from the repercussions. His reputation is 
too important. Our company is too important. He couldn’t afford, on multiple 
levels, to have a gay son who, in turn, had a Sedaran boyfriend. There. I said it. I 
said he was my boyfriend, as ridiculous as that sounds. 

The next day, I booked a flight for a planet called Nephora. I would 
normally have used our company’s booking agency, but that was out of the 
question now. Nephora wasn’t going to be our final destination. It was merely the 
next stop. Since I had been to Nephora a couple of times, I knew they had at 
least two starports.  We were going to land at one of them, then book passage 
away from there from the other one.  Ultimately, our last stop was going to be two 
more star systems away. We were headed to a planet called Nyhavn. It was 
going to be a long journey and require lots of stamina. I hoped Kadir would 
tolerate it. 

I knew Nyhavn existed because of our planetary archive of the populated 
planets and moons in the Hyades Cluster. It’s constantly updated by information 
from travelers and data feeds from other planets. Nyhavn is seventeen light 
years from Arvukus. It’s in the outer boundary of the cluster. But from what I had 



read, it has the most temperate climate of any planet that’s been settled. Despite 
that, on Arvukus it had the distinction of being undesirable due to the inhabitants’ 
liberal societal attitudes. Arvukan reviews were stunningly in agreement that 
Nyhavn was hedonistic and decadent, and thus, was anathema to all that we 
held dear. I loved the sound of that. I didn’t care that we didn’t know the language, 
nor did I care that the reviews had to be horribly biased. There was no possible 
way its culture was that bad. It had to be better than where I had grown up and it 
was certainly better than what Kadir had endured.  

Getting to Nephora took seven days, even at light-times-four. Both of us 
traveled under our real names. But immediately after we landed, we left the 
capital and headed to the starport in the second largest city. No one on Arvukus 
would be able to trace us from here on. We travelled under assumed names. I 
used my Palal Seaside alias. Kadir was Samid N’Hesik. Luckily, no one has a 
citizen database that spans planets. It would be impossible to update it on a 
regular basis, so there was no way for anyone to know it wasn’t really us. That 
leg of the journey was to get us to the next planet, though.  

We had a layover of three local days, where we did nothing but eat, shop 
and have sex. The language translators we purchased were useful. But while 
shopping one day, we encountered a shopkeeper that insisted on using his 
limited command of Arvukan with us. It was like talking to a three-year old. 

Finally, our hiatus was over and we got on board the starship to Cadden 
Prime, fifteen light years away. That’s where it got a bit dicey. I hated the thought 
of entering a stasis pod, but since there were one hundred fifty-eight passengers, 
and the flight would take three months, there wasn’t enough food, water and air 
for everyone for that length of time. So, in we went. The experience of being in a 
pod is a total paradox. You go to sleep, then you wake up what seems like 
seconds later. But after you awaken, you remember having had a hundred 
dreams. It’s the most bizarre experience you can imagine. Stasis isn’t perfect 
either. Your hair grows and you metabolize food. Everyone is fitted with a 
hygienic girdle that disposes of waste, and cleans you up afterward. You’re given 
water as needed, along with a mix of liquid nutrient concentrate. 

Cadden Prime was still three light years from Nyhavn. Turns out that most 
of the passengers headed to Cadden Prime though were interested in wide open 
spaces and looking forward to homesteading right there.  That was their stop. 
The layover for us two was much longer than I expected. There was no way to 
know ahead of time what the schedule was for flights to the backwater of the 
cluster. Turned out we had to wait three five-days, plus some. To make it worse, 
the climate in the starport city was terrible. It was the middle of winter. The 
surrounding mountains were snow and ice-covered and there were flurries in the 
air when we arrived. I despise cold weather. Kadir had never experienced a cold 
climate before.  

Kadir’s bizarre emotional issues surfaced again. Perhaps it was a delayed 
response to having been in stasis or perhaps it was a new normal. Regardless, 
within two days he went into a fit of anger at little frustrations, which transmuted 
into bouts of rage, which were appalling to witness. That went on for the next 
three days. After mentioning to the hotel concierge that Kadir wasn’t doing well, 



he told me that Cadden Prime medicine was unique and free. Anyone could see 
a medico at any time, even off-worlders. He scheduled Kadir to see one. 

Two five-days later, I was out getting their local version of hinnet. I sat in 
the shop, looking out over the cold streets. I couldn’t understand why this culture 
didn’t live underground. But most people seemed happy. Everyone was animated 
and there seemed to be lots of bustle. Unfortunately, my life had taken a turn for 
the worse. The waiting had done it. It had made me ponder what I had gotten 
myself in to. 

Kadir had seen the medico six times now. He seemed to be getting better, 
but I was still exasperated with him because he had turned off sexually. I felt 
isolated, alone and rejected. It was as if I had been forced back into being my old 
self. I hated that. As a result, I saw Kadir as he really was: young, uneducated, 
and abused. I was sure we had come to the end of the line with each other. I 
actually thought long and hard about booking passage off this ice ball and 
leaving him.  

But while I was ruminating about all that, the most extraordinary thing 
happened. I had been sipping my drink and watching a data feed on my display 
paper as I sat there. Luckily, I had a real time translator app and was able to read 
and hear everything in Arvukan. I happened to see a column about Nyhavn. A 
minute into watching the vid I nearly dropped my cup. Nyhavn had a gay colony! 
It had been established twenty-three years previous by founders named Kostos 
and Grigo. Grigo had been the first mayor. Kostos was their first city planner. It 
had an illustrious reputation as a city highly engaged in the arts. With that 
knowledge, my spirit soared. I had a totally renewed sense of hope. We were on 
the right track after all! I glanced at the time. Kadir should be back from his most 
recent session with the medico by now. 

I quickly dumped my now-cold beverage into the waste chute, rolled up my 
display paper and stuffed it into a pocket, zipped up my jacket and headed back 
to the hotel.  

Kadir was already there. There was a smile on his face. It was something I 
had missed seeing for the last couple of five-days. 

“Something’s changed,” I said tentatively. 
He nodded. “Because I am different now.” 
“Different?” 
“All I can say, Shaan, is that when we got here, I felt like I was being 

squeezed into a tiny space. I felt like I needed to fight my way out. I feel different 
now. The doctor says my brain is… fixed.” 

“Really?” Was it true? Perhaps the unique medical technology they used 
here did re-wire people’s brains. Perhaps the spring in the step of nearly 
everyone I saw could be explained by it. 

“It is my turn, Shaan,” he replied. 
I shook my head, not understanding what he meant. “Your turn?” 
“To say I am sorry. I have been awful to you for a long time.” 
I only nodded. 
“I am sorry. And I am sorry I have not... been with you.” 
“You were... sick.” 



That brilliant Kadir smile lit his face up again. “No longer.”  
I was still standing just inside the doorway. I hadn’t even taken off my 

jacket. He came toward me, stopped and unzipped it. Within seconds, all of my 
clothes were on the floor, along with his. We dropped onto the bed.  

He had been sullen and withdrawn for far too long. It felt so good to be 
back in his arms after my near-starvation. His warm lean body was just the 
antidote I needed to the cold outside and the cold I had been experiencing inside 
this room. We rolled around while kissing; play biting, hugging, and hard the 
entire time. During that hour I touched his entire body, ate his ass, fingered him a 
little, and gave him head. Finally, I couldn’t take it any longer. I had to have an 
orgasm. I lay on my back and he sank slowly onto my upturned penis. He flexed 
his thighs up and down, his balls drawn up tightly, his hand stroking his penis. 
Within seconds, his eyes rolled upward and he jettisoned all over my chest, the 
pillow and the sheets. The cries from his mouth were a symphony. On his sixth or 
seventh squirt I injected him. I gasped and moaned, grateful this moment had 
arrived. He collapsed onto my chest. Our breath was rapid fire as my penis 
slowly slipped out of him. Finally, he slid down to my side and whispered in my 
ear. 

“I love you, Shaan. I was sure I could never say that to anyone. Ever. But 
you have been there for me every day, and for that I am yours.” 

I didn’t tell him about the good news I’d only just discovered about Nyhavn. 
Too much emotion was sweeping me up. Instead, I wiped tears from my smarting 
eyes. Those were words I never thought I’d ever hear from his lips. 

This had all started merely as a way to end my virginity. I had no idea it 
would be a life-changing experience that would lead us to our true home far from 
the center of human civilization. But for me, we were headed to the heart of the 
cluster. 
  



Act Three 
The Companion 
© Scott Galister 
 

“Dr. Hu Nor,” I heard the captain say through my earpiece. We had been 
in orbit around Ketiga for six hours. I had been on the observation deck of the 
ship for the last half hour, by myself again of course, watching the planet turn 
beneath us. It was breathtaking, and the planet looked serene. But Ketiga was 
nothing of the sort at the surface. The atmosphere below those brilliant white 
clouds was a toxic brew of nitrogen, sulfur, carbon dioxide, and just a whiff of 
oxygen. It certainly didn’t resemble our home world of Dahkerran.  

“Yes, sir,” I responded. 
“Your landing briefing is in half an hour in the main conference room,” he 

responded. 
“I’ll be there,” I told him. I released my grip from the railing overlooking the 

huge transparent wall and pressed the icon that opaqued it. The room’s interior 
lights rose as the brilliance of the planet’s cloud cover faded.  
 

I was aware that, for the crew, I was an unwelcomed guest aboard 
Stairway to Heaven, this seriously misnamed starship. Stairway to Heaven was a 
salvage ship. It’s been seventy-four years since anyone’s come back here and 
salvage is all they have on their minds. Despite being surrounded by roughnecks 
who’re only interested in becoming rich by hauling junk back to Dahkerran, I feel 
that I’m the luckiest person alive. I’m lucky because I’m on the first ship to return 
to Ketiga after it was abandoned so long ago.  

I’m a professor of History at Nalpa University in the capital on our planet. 
I’m on this ship because of Dr. Rylo Se Na, our famous bot engineer. I’m writing 
a new biography about him. A so-called definitive one was written shortly after 
his death over fifty years ago. But it’s time for another one. Why? Because much 
was left out of the original biography. You see, Dr. Rylo Se Na never married. 
Much of his personal life is a mystery. I’ve always suspected he was secretly gay. 
Secretly gay, like I am. Gay people are not discussed in our society. It’s not polite 
to do so. That aspect of his life was entirely left out in the original biography. 
We’re ignored, as if ignoring that segment of our population will make us 
disappear. If any of us becomes too visible, laws are in place to make sure we 
become invisible again. That cultural flaw existed in his day and it still exists 
today. 

Despite that, Rylo’s contribution to our culture was significant. He 
singlehandedly transformed our relationship with bots. Rylo had a vision about 
technology that’s never been duplicated in any other industry. No one has 
transformed our relationship with anything like he had. He was truly one of a kind. 
Before him, bots just did discrete labor for us like they had done for half a century 
before he was born. That labor was mostly in industrial settings. But because of 
him and his genius, they became our constant companions, doing personal 
manual labor, connecting us to information resources, running errands and a lot 
of other drudgework.  



Owning a personal bot is woven into our culture. Not everyone has a bot, 
but they’re everywhere. To make it humane that we have what amounts to slaves, 
Rylo made sure that none would look like human beings. Not a one. In fact, the 
very idea of making a bot that looks human is anathema to our thinking. That 
makes bots personal while keeping them apart from us, and just out of arm’s 
reach so we won’t become emotionally bonded with them.  

I’ve read every paper Rylo authored or co-authored, and watched every 
vid he was ever in or made. Rylo was one of our planet’s most brilliant engineers. 
But I think there’s even more data from him and about him on Ketiga. Data that 
never made it back to Dahkerran. After all, he did some of his most brilliant work 
on Ketiga, inventing all sorts of new specialized bots needed for the smooth 
running of automated systems needed on a planet in the midst of being 
terraformed. I suspect there’s something down there that he left behind, more 
clues to that well-known, yet enigmatic man. As a historian and an author of two 
books on technology in our culture, I’m hoping there’s more information hidden 
away in the various computer systems and databases he used. I’m hoping to 
discover data, vids or even personal writings he may have left behind after 
everyone’s hasty departure so long ago. That’s why I’m on a salvage ship with 
twenty-eight people, employees of All Worlds Salvage.  

I can tell you the exact day that I became obsessed with Dr. Rylo Se Na. It 
was my eighteenth birthday. That very same day, I won the Rylo Se Na 
Excellence in Education Award, due to having graduated from high school 
summa cum laude. The ceremony was a huge deal, and I was ecstatic that I had 
won such a prize. It funded my college education. Later, it allowed me to do my 
master’s thesis at minimal cost. So, you see, Rylo wasn’t just a brilliant bot 
engineer. He didn’t just revolutionize our relationship with them. He did much 
more than that. He had been a humanitarian and had set up several foundations 
to award educational pursuits. I was one of those lucky recipients seventeen 
years ago. 

Dahkerran, where we’re from, is a temperate world midway from the 
center of the Cluster in the Gamma sector. Dr. Se Na was just thirty years old 
when he was hired as the chief robotics engineer at Interstellar Terraforming LLC, 
a company hired to work on the transformation of Ketiga.  

Ketiga is a moon of the terrestrial giant planet called Apassara.  Apassara 
orbits Suvenak a mere one point two light years from our planet. Suvenak is a 
bright jewel in our nighttime sky. Apassara is fortunate to be in the center of 
Suvenak’s habitable zone. Sadly, Apassara’s gravity, being just over three times 
normal, prevents anyone from landing there. Ketiga, on the other hand, is the 
right size. Unfortunately, it doesn’t have the right atmosphere for human 
habitation, which is why the Seed Ships didn’t come here. Enter Interstellar 
Terraforming, a company that was developed to nudge Ketiga to become more 
habitable. It was to have taken a couple of hundred years, but the result would 
have been a world we could colonize. Our world has limited continental 
landmasses and we needed to expand. Interstellar Terraforming took on the 
burden. Our entire society knew it would be our children’s children’s children that 
would inherit that world, but it seemed worth it at the time. 



Terraforming is such a long-term project that the first step was to build 
huge atmogen stations all over the planet. The construction of those stations 
would have taken over a century if not for Rylo. He had presented his plan to 
build thousands of bots to do most of the labor, reducing their construction to 
about twenty-five years. His genius was in how to mass-produce armies of 
specialized ones, using only materials found on Ketiga. He had developed a 
networked processor bank that could be operated from a central location to 
control the bots, too.  

A minimum number of humans commanded the bot army and supplied 
them with the inputs they needed. In a hostile environment, they were the perfect 
workers. Based on what I learned about the Ketiga Failure, as it’s been called for 
decades now, it was there that Rylo trained dozens of managers to interact with 
those networked bots. That was another of Rylo’s geniuses. He was able to 
explain things in a way that nearly anyone could understand. He had even 
developed the training materials needed to make sure those managers could 
carry out such a feat across an area the size of a planet. He was a reclusive 
genius, yet an outstanding inventor.  

But a mere three years into the endeavor, a massive tectonic shift at the 
largest station resulted in hundreds of casualties. A geothermal shaft had been 
sunk into the crust to supply it with power. During the quake, the station was 
destroyed, and magma poured up from the shaft. It didn’t cease flowing for years. 
By that time, hundreds of billions of gigatons of carbon dioxide and sulfur dioxide 
had poured into the atmosphere, pushing back the time horizon for being able to 
inhabit the planet. The magma kept pouring out until it had covered fourteen 
hundred square kilometers and was over a kilometer thick. It was a planetary 
scale disaster. Needless to say, Interstellar Terraforming was finished. No one on 
Dahkerran was willing to fund it anymore. Everyone was sent back home. 

After Rylo’s return, the moon was written off as a gargantuan loss and an 
utter folly. Rylo then formed his bot company. So much had been riding on the 
terraforming project, that a large amount of our economy had been tied to its 
success. It was in the wake of the Ketiga disaster that he nearly single-handedly 
propped up our economy after those investments failed.  

But I think there’s much more to Rylo’s illustrious legacy. My intuition tells 
me that I’ll find something else there. Something that will point to the real Rylo. 
I’m hoping my book will put a new shine on the man. Did I mention that I’m 
obsessed by everything about him?  

A skeleton crew is being sent to Atmogen Station Number Five with me to 
get the crew quarters and operations levels functional. That station is far from the 
site of the volcanic activity. Its local environment has remained nearly untouched 
by the disaster. If the station has structural integrity and I can work inside without 
a suit, then they’ll depart to Atmogen Station Number Three with the rest of the 
salvage crew, where they’re going to catalog and secure raw materials left 
behind. At today’s prices, the refined precious metals left there are worth a mint, 
and they have rights to them all. They can have them. They’re here for the 
money. I’m here for the research and later fame. We’ll be in contact by radio, but 
I’ll be alone for thirteen days if my luck holds out, then we’re all headed back. 



Perhaps my love of history tells you this already, but I love a good mystery. 
My youth was wrapped up in participating in holo-mysteries. At first, I would just 
tag along while the inspector would search for clues. Later, I developed a deep 
understanding on how to piece clues together, to synthesize a whole, to 
determine a course of action, and to solve the mystery. I especially loved 
Sherlock Holmes. He was a fictional character in a mystery series from an 
interesting culture and quaint time period on Old Earth. It was because of 
Sherlock Holmes mysteries that I became a historian. 

My love of mysteries parallels an annoying obsession I’ve had with The 
Earth Dominion. No one knows whether Old Earth still exists or not. The Seed 
Ships that colonized the Cluster left that planet thousands of years ago. Humans 
there could have either continued to seed other parts of the galaxy or they could 
have killed themselves off. I suspect it’s the latter, given what I know about their 
history. Old Earth’s history is filled with such violence that it makes me shudder 
to think we’re of their stock. Regardless, clearly many people decided to rectify at 
least some of those ills. They edited out our ability to reproduce at random. They 
filled data libraries with conservative concepts to keep us in line. They 
segregated us along cultural and traditional racial lines by scattering us 
throughout the Cluster. They also gave everyone the plans for a complete space 
program. Every colonized planet in the Cluster has the blueprints to manufacture 
FTL starships, if they so desire. We did. 

They sent just enough information about their civilization to allow us to 
make a go of it here, far away from them. Maybe they did that to let us know 
what not to do. After all, their history is replete with invasions, overthrows, 
cultural annihilations, purges and exoduses. In any event, none of them have 
ever come for us. It’s possible we’re on our own for good. Nonetheless, I have a 
longing to learn so much more about them. Their civilization spanned a good 
twelve thousand years before the ships were sent out. Ours is a mere couple of 
hundred years old. We’re so new on Dahkerran, that all of our history is 
contained in a mere six exabytes of storage space.  

The Seed Ships peppered the Cluster with human colonies around fifty-
eight stars. It’s taken hundreds of years for the closer worlds to interconnect, but 
with the knowledge of FTL drive, a suppression of our natural tendency to solve 
problems by going to war, which is drilled into our heads from birth, and an 
admonition about our natural tendency to be xenophobic, our world has entered 
into a loose interstellar trade agreement with several worlds in a three light-year 
radius. Somehow, we’ve managed to keep our claim over Ketiga without having 
to gear up for a fight over it. I’m sure it’s because everyone knows about the 
Ketiga Failure and have no interest in taking over where we left off.  

 
* 

 
Stairway to Heaven’s atmosuits are a much lighter and far less bulky 

version of vacsuits, and are designed for terrestrial activities in a hostile 
environment. Their soft, comfortable inner lining is tunable to either heat or cold, 
so I turned the heat up to twenty degrees just before we exited the shuttle and 



walked across a huge sand-covered parking area. There were nearly a dozen 
various-sized vehicles there. Some were half covered in sand. Decades of being 
sandblasted by strong winds had etched the paint off their surfaces and opaqued 
the glass. 

The suit’s helmet was clear all the way around, with a head’s up overlay. 
The ambient temperature was displayed in the upper left. It was twelve degrees. 
Black vegetation, native to this world, was abundant all around us.  The weeds of 
this world. It was sunny with no wind today. The atmospheric gas mix showed the 
deadly cocktail I described earlier, that would kill us in mere moments if our air 
ran out. Somehow, it worked for this planet’s flora. I was surprised there was any 
live vegetation at all after what the planet had gone through in the last several 
decades. 

Our group consisted of three men and one woman. We reached the 
double doors of an airlock. We’d been briefed that this particular one was closest 
to the station’s ops center. Pask Aref Chen, the chief salvage ops engineer, 
inserted a probe into a port by the door after removing its protective covering. He 
tapped out commands on his pad, then scrolled through menus, looking for the 
one that would open the outer door. The rest of us gawked at our surroundings. 
This was my first time on another planet. I felt like a kid in a huge interactive 
museum. 

“Shit, minimal power only.  We’ll have to open and close the airlock 
manually,” Pask said. He briefly examined the tools on his belt, selected one he 
needed, then used it to open a different panel on the outside of the airlock doors.  
The manual override control was inside.  He started pumping it.  

The doors screeched open at first, then came to a stop once the gap was 
two meters wide. Inside, a dark interior awaited us. 

He played a flashlight around the door. “No sand. Looks like the doors 
were airtight,” Pask said. “But if they won’t close, we’re outta here.” 

We entered the airlock. The illumination layer of our suits automatically 
switched on once we entered the dark interior. We glowed like supernatural 
beings. The same manual override control handle was inside the door.  We took 
turns this time pumping the handle until the outer doors shut tightly. 

 While we worked on the outer doors Pask was at the interior doors. There 
was enough power there.  He used his pad and was able to coax auxiliary power 
to open those doors moments later.  We exited the airlock and entered the main 
corridor. Pask closed the interior airlock doors. 

Our head-up display showed a floor plan in 3D, so we knew where we 
were going as we followed Pask. We took a right, then a left, and quickly reached 
a power junction node. 

“Just a minute while I get the corridor lights,” Pask told us. He pulled open 
a panel on the wall, played his flashlight around, then found what he was looking 
for. A moment later the lights flickered on, then held steady.  

A dark sheet of glass was next to it – an access panel to the station’s AI. 
He pressed it in several locations with his gloved thumb. It stayed dark. “The AI’s 
deactivated,” he told us. “I’ll have to keep working on every door that’s closed 
until we get inside Ops. Once we get the AI functional, we won’t have to wait for 



my magic box to do its job.” 
We continued up several flights of wide stairs until we reached closed 

double doors. The words ‘Operations Command Center’ were printed on them. 
We had arrived.  

Pask poked the probe into the input on the doorframe’s control box once 
again. It took all of two seconds to get those doors open.  

“Finally,” Pask said under his breath. With the Ops door opened, we 
entered and he closed those doors, too. The Ops room was large, so our suits 
didn’t light up the entire interior. 

“Teric,” Pask said. “you and Sallin find the AI console. Mardy and I will 
look for the infrastructure control panel. You stay here, Dr. Hu Nor.” 

I nodded. All of this was unfamiliar to me. 
They scattered to work on their tasks, looking like ghosts in a museum as 

they cast a glow everywhere they went. At one time, there would have been a 
dozen people in this room at all times and it would have been filled with light, 
noise and looked well lived in. I took a seat and waited. A few minutes later, 
overhead lights brightened the room. One of them flickered though and failed. 
Our suits’ glow ceased.  

The AI was finally enabled, and they told it to supply full power to air 
circulation in the Ops center, the adjacent galley and residential wing. The 
ambient temperature and pressure were below normal, yet rising ever so slightly 
already. A half hour later, everyone had finished doing what was needed to get 
this section of the station functional. The vast majority of the station would still be 
completely uninhabitable.  

Pask and Teric interrogated the AI about the station’s systems now that 
sensors had started recording data again. Water was stored underground in 
huge sealed tanks. Apparently, there was plenty left.  

“It should be okay to drink once the filtration system kicks in,” Pask told 
me. “It should be okay to shower in right away though. None of the station’s 
sensors show any significant exterior surface deterioration, so the pressure 
should hold. I’d keep an eye on the air circulation though. No telling whether it 
might seize up. But since the systems diagnostic shows no significant errors, I’m 
declaring this portion of the station livable. You can stay.” 

“Excellent,” I replied. I was greatly relieved that the situation appeared to 
be in my favor so far. 

Teric and I went back to the shuttle to retrieve my pallet of food, water and 
clothing bag. We pulled the agrav sled into the galley and dropped the pallet to 
the floor. He took the sled back to the shuttle. I pulled the straps off the covered 
items and picked up the inventory sheet. Touching the activate icon, I had it scan 
the pallet. Everything was there. There might be some edible items in storage in 
the galley, too, even if they were decades old. Food preservation technology was 
pretty decent even that long ago.  

Four hours later, we stood in the corridor while everyone replaced their 
helmets. I assisted Sallin in securing hers. Mine was off. I still had my suit on 
though, unzipped along the underarms and sides. It was still a bit chilly inside. 
Another five degrees and I’d be able to shed the entire thing.  



“I can’t imagine being here alone,” she told me. “This place creeps me out.” 
Her last two words were muffled as I snapped her helmet into place. 

“Hmm,” was all I could say. I welcomed the solitude after being with these 
rowdy people. I much preferred being in stasis actually, rather than interacting 
with them. They might have specialized knowledge and training for salvage and 
space operations, but other than that they were an unsophisticated bunch.  

“I’ll be in constant contact with you guys and Stairway,” I told her. “Plus, I 
have music and entertainment vids when I’m not doing my research.” My thought 
just then was whether there was a central PA system where I could pipe in music 
through the corridors. I was sure something like that must exist. 

“Well, I’m glad it’s you and not me. We have buried treasure to retrieve,” 
she replied, referring to their reason for being here. There was gold, platinum, 
pishonite and a few other valuable metals in refined ingot form, ready to lift into 
orbit. All had been raw materials, mined and smelted here, then used in 
operations. 

Teric and Sallin gave a thumb’s up to Pask, and he opened the inner 
airlock door. A slight whooshing sound told me that the air pressure was finally 
near normal. 

“Countdown to our return starts when we reach the other station, 
professor,” Pask told me. They would start the countdown timer remotely, which I 
would monitor in ops. “We’ll be here sooner if it turns out you have an 
uncontainable leak or a systems failure. As you know, you’d have to stay with us 
until we’re ready to go back into orbit.” 

I nodded, hoping that wouldn’t happen. I couldn’t imagine how bored I 
would be with them if that were the case.  

They entered the airlock, which was lit from above this time now that 
power had been restored to this portion of the station. Pask entered the code in 
the inside door panel and it shut. I watched them exit onto the dusty parking lot. 
The glass on the exterior airlock door was etched and darkened as badly as the 
glass on the vehicles out there. Once it shut, I could no longer see them.  

I was so excited to get started that my legs felt rubbery as I headed down 
the now well-lit corridors toward the living quarters. It was unnervingly quiet. No 
one had walked here for decades. Dust was everywhere. Ops had been 
particularly dusty, too. I was stirring up a lot of it and decided that since I would 
be striding these corridors a lot in the next thirteen days, I would need to find 
some of the housekeeping bots and activate them, if I could. As I was thinking 
about it, I went past a panel where one was kept. I opened it. Inside was the 
spidery-looking bot. Cleaning equipment was next to it. I thumbed the panel 
above its ‘head’. It immediately lit up, requesting commands. In a facility as old 
as this one, none of the bots were independent entities, like they are on our world. 
Everything, without exception, was tied into the station’s AI. Whenever anyone 
interacted with a bot, they were actually interacting with the AI. 

“Cleaning bot,” I said. 
“Activated.” 
“This corridor and the rest of the crew corridors A, B and C need a 

thorough cleaning for dust and any debris. Activate any bots in those corridors 



needed to complete that task. In addition, activate whatever bots are required to 
get rid of any dust and debris in the Ops center.” 

“Command accepted,” the bot replied. “Compliance will commence once 
operational temperature is sensed.” 

I continued on my way. With the station’s schematic in hand on my data 
pad, the blue dot moved, showing my position. The red X was the location of 
Rylo’s last known quarters.  

A few minutes later I finally reached a doorway that said 82B. Below it was 
an engraved panel that said ‘Dr. Rylo Se Na’. I pressed the button on the 
doorframe. Nothing happened.  

“Station AI.” 
“Active,” it responded from one of the overhead speakers. 
“I need to enter room 82B, can you open the door?” 
“That door is locked at the request of Dr. Rylo Se Na.” 
Pask had already downloaded the residential wing bypass codes into my 

pad. I looked through the codes until I found the one I needed. “Bypass code is 
Theta Nu Omicron.” 

The door slid open smoothly. I noted right away that the room was warmer 
than the corridor.  

“Lights on,” I said. Surprisingly, all the lights came on in the room. I 
expected there to be far more failures. The station had indeed been built to last. 
Rylo’s personal computer station better be working too, or this trip was for 
nothing. I immediately spied it on a desk against one of the walls.  

I expected a regular crew quarters. Instead, this was a spacious multi-
room suite. I guess it made sense he would have more lavish quarters since he 
had been the head engineer.  

I dropped my small backpack and clothing bag onto the seat of a chair in 
the kitchenette. It was a minimalist nook with a sink, some cabinets, a couple of 
drawers, and a small induction stove. I might even try to use this facility if I didn’t 
want to walk all the way to the galley. 

I looked around the suite.  The place looked ransacked. Drawers and wall 
panels were open. There were a few articles of clothing on the floor and draped 
over the back of a chair. Odds and ends were scattered or knocked over on top 
of tabletops and countertops. It looked like it had been well lived in and then he 
made a hasty exit. I took it all in for a moment, finally realizing that this was a 
historic location. I aimed my pad around the room and took several panorama 
shots. The pad automatically stitched them together. I took a vid of the room as 
well. Now, I had the first images for my book.  

I was aware that each one of the quarters had a small cleaning bot. I 
looked for its panel. One of the first things I was going to have to do here was to 
have it clean up the suite. I found the panel, opened it and activated the bot. With 
a few creaks here and there, it slowly climbed out of the nook and went to the 
cleaning station. I told it to straighten out the room and dust it. I really had to 
hand it to Rylo. After all, they were his design. With barely a hitch, and after over 
seventy years of inactivity in a cold environment, the bots were still functional. I 
guess it was because they had been plugged in to the station’s power grid, which 



had never been turned off. Regardless, it was a marvel any of them moved at all.  
The bedroom was spacious and consisted of a king-sized bed, two 

nightstands, a bureau, several chairs and other furniture. The far wall was a 
standard holowall, which I attempted to activate. It stayed dark. I would have the 
AI do a diagnostic on it later. Being confined inside like this would require an 
outdoor scene, since I planned to sleep in his bed. The sheets were stiff and 
everything was covered in dust. There was no way I was sleeping there until the 
bot had thoroughly cleaned everything up and I had found new sheets. I checked 
the attached bathroom and requested that the AI make sure there was water 
available, once the pipes thawed. 

The schematic showed that the other room in the suite was a workroom 
with a connected storage room, but the door wouldn’t budge. I tried to get the AI 
to bypass the lock, but it didn’t seem to understand the command. After a couple 
of tries, I figured out it didn’t know the door existed. No doubt it was just a glitch. I 
didn’t need to bother with it just now. My main focus was going to be his 
computer system anyway. It sat in the main room of his suite, on a desktop near 
the kitchenette.  It was terribly old fashioned with its obsolete 2D screen. 

My initial survey done, I left the suite so the bot could properly clean up 
without me in the way.  

I found a storage room where housekeeping bots had kept bedding, 
pillows and other items for the rooms. In a storage locker, there was a short pile 
of sheets. The top one was crumbly. Two beneath them were yellowed. I pulled 
those off the pile and found several that looked clean and new. I activated a 
housekeeping bot, piled the sheets, a few pillows and a fresh blanket onto it, then 
instructed it to replace the bedding in Rylo’s suite.  

I went to Ops again to see if any error messages had popped up on the 
screen Pask had left for me to check. There only a few intermediate software 
glitches, which had been logged, then automatically corrected. Air pressure was 
holding, the temperature had risen to shirtsleeve level now, but the sewage 
system was at minimal activation level. That wasn’t a huge concern. I could use 
the other suites’ bathroom facilities if Rylo’s was or became non-functional.  

Satisfied that my stay wouldn’t be a hardship, I retrieved my clothing bag 
from the pallet in the galley, then headed back to the suite. The room had been 
completely straightened up. The dust was gone, the cleaning bot was back in its 
nook and the place was as silent as when I had arrived. The lighting strips that 
spanned the room like crown molding were all glowing brightly now, making the 
place look cheery. It was the last time that cleaning bot would ever be active, I 
realized as I closed the panel. 

 “AI?” I said. 
“Active,” it responded. 
“I’d like some music. A rotolo, please.” 
My favorite music style filled the room.  
“Twenty-five percent less volume,” I added.  
The music lowered to background sound. I took my clothing bag to the 

bedroom and set it on the bed. The bed had been remade. I unzipped my boots, 
peeled off my atmosuit and draped it over one of the chairs. Underneath, I had 



on regular street clothing, consisting of a pullover shirt and some light trousers. I 
pulled some slippers out of the bag, and donned them. 

I then strode back over to the workroom again and observed the door. 
Just like every other door in this facility, it should recess smoothly into the wall. I 
wanted to find out what was behind it. But nagging at me was what might be 
found on Rylo’s personal computer. So, ready to start my work, I turned and 
retrieved my pad, attached an interface cable from it to his antiquated computer, 
and sat at his desk. A half second after starting it I was presented with his logon 
screen. At least the computer still worked.  

Since I had the advantage of time, I knew nearly all of the possible 
passcodes or phrases he might have used. In those days most everyone used 
bio-coded logons. I had all sorts of workarounds for that though. I cracked it in 
five tries. His desktop screen presented itself. There were several objects on it. 
One was a note entitled ‘I’m sorry, Deg.’ 

Deg. I searched my memory for that name. I didn’t recall it from any of the 
work he’d done. Maybe it was the name of one of the station’s personnel? I made 
an inquiry to my pad. That name wasn’t on the station’s personnel list. Maybe it 
was a name from one of the other stations? I asked the station’s AI and found a 
Deg Yong Bec, but he had been sent back to Dahkerran two years previous to 
the file creation date. I decided it had nothing to do with him. 

“Is Deg the first, middle or last name of anyone related to him?” I asked 
my pad. 

“The word Deg is mentioned nowhere in any of his known writings.” 
Well, I would simply have to open the file. I did so. A vid of Rylo started. 

He had been sitting in this very seat when he made it, based on what I could see 
behind him. 

 
/Deg, the station that was damaged, is lost. The reason for us being here 

is terminated. We’re being evacuated. We have about three hours before we 
have to leave./  
  Rylo hesitated, then wiped his eyes. There were tears in them. That he was 
upset that much about the failure of the terraforming station seemed out of 
character. And, clearly, he was talking directly to someone he knew named Deg. 

/I’m packed and ready to go. I’m so very sorry I had to leave you here, but 
you know there’s no way I can take you back to Dahkerran./  

 
The vid abruptly ended. 
My mouth dropped open in surprise. I turned my head and looked at the 

door that the station AI didn’t know existed. I had just gotten here and already I 
was on to an awesome mystery. I knew that the answer to that mystery was 
behind that workroom door. How to get it to open was the question. 

“AI?” I asked aloud.  
I heard its response from the closest speaker in the ceiling. “Active,” it 

replied. 
“Access the schematic for this suite.” 
“Done.” 



“When was the last time any change or adjustments were made to it?” 
“Changes were made on Mesayn 14 at 0346, seventy-four years ago.” 
I compared that to the time and date stamp of Rylo’s vid. Three minutes 

after the changes were made, Rylo had recorded the vid. I was astounded that I 
had clues this quickly. “What were those changes?” 

 “Delete mention of the workroom door and keep power activated for the 
stasis pod.” 

“Stasis pod?”  I knew of only one use for a stasis pod.   
“Yes.” 
“Add the workroom door back in to the schematic and open it.”  
The door slid open. I saw no lights emanating from it from where I was 

sitting. 
I rose and, with trepidation, approached the door. My mind was racing.  I 

thoroughly expected to see someone named Deg, dead and desiccated in the 
room. If that were the case, I had to add to his bio that Rylo was a murderer, 
which was not the kind of detail I was expecting or hoping to include in my book.  

“Raise lights in the workroom,” I said. The strips along the ceiling 
illuminated the room’s contents. There was no body. I was relieved to discover 
that this was indeed a workroom and not a murder scene. There were inactive 
computer systems along the wall and test equipment was everywhere. Tools and 
boxes of components were all over the place, too; and further on, the door to the 
storage room. I saw no stasis pod in this room. I pressed the dark strip on the 
doorframe for the storage room. At least that door slid neatly into the wall. The 
room inside was about half the size of the workroom. Against the far wall was the 
pod. Two panels of lights on its front were glowing. One of the lights was slowly 
blinking. There was definitely a body in it. 

“AI?” 
“Active.” 
“Raise the lights in this room. Full illumination.” The strips glowed at 

maximum. 
As I approached the pod, I could see a man’s face. He was refreshingly 

good looking. In fact, I did a double take once I got a good look at him. I could 
only see his head though, since the rest of his body was covered with a sheet. 
He had dark skin like myself, of course. His short hair was dark as well, and 
maybe a centimeter long. His eyebrows were as dark as his hair. His eyelids had 
slight epicanthic folds. He was definitely from Dahkerran. It looked as if he had a 
day’s growth of beard on his face. Why was the pod active? Was it to preserve 
his dead body? I figured it might be possible, but I wasn’t entirely familiar with 
how these pods operated.  

“AI?” 
“Active.” 
“How long has the stasis pod been running?” 
“The stasis pod has been active since 334 Mesayn 14 at 0340 hours.” 
“Who is in the pod?” 
“There is no one in the pod.” 
“Um, check again. There’s a man in it.” 



“There is no one in the stasis pod.” 
Maybe the AI couldn’t detect a dead body? I didn’t know. “Can you open 

the pod? 
“The pod’s revival sequence must be run before it can be opened.” 
“Can you do that even if there is ‘no one in the pod’?” 
“This intelligence can start a revival sequence even if no one is in the pod.” 
Direct and to the point. No surprises there. This was a very old AI system.  
“Start the revival sequence.” I had no idea what I was doing. I was just 

guessing. I assumed the man was Deg. I was still working on the notion that Rylo 
had murdered him and put him in stasis to hide the body. Why he had done so 
was a delicious mystery. Yet, wouldn’t doing so have preserved evidence of his 
guilt?  

“How long will this take?” 
“Unknown.” 
“Unknown? Why?” 
“This intelligence has never started a revival sequence on a pod that 

doesn’t have a living creature in it.” 
“Give me your best estimate then.” 
“The pod will open automatically when the revival sequence is complete.” 
Frustrated at this bizarre situation, I could do nothing except watch as the 

pod’s lights changed. The tension I felt was utterly unlike the soft and pleasant 
music I heard coming from the outer room.  

While I waited I looked around. There was a layer of dust on everything 
since the cleaning bot hadn’t been in here or the workroom. There was a clothing 
bureau next to the pod and a made day bed. The four walls, ceiling and even the 
floor looked like they were holo surfaces. I went to the four-drawer bureau. In the 
top drawer were a neatly folded button down shirt and folded pants. Next to them 
were two cloths and a couple of bottles of some sort of viscous liquid. I picked up 
one of the cloths and unfolded it. It was immediately obvious what the pattern I 
saw on it was. The yellowed stains would be familiar to any male past the age of 
twelve. I dropped it onto the top of the bureau and pulled out the next towel. It 
was stiff and yellowed, too. Another come towel. Already, I had clues.  

I looked back at the man in the pod. Were they lovers? Had Rylo killed 
him and put him in the pod? How did this Deg person escape detection by the 
station’s personnel? How was it possible that he had never made it to the 
personnel roster? How was he never missed? The mystery was so deep I was 
about to explode. I picked up one of the bottles and tilted it. The fluid inside it still 
flowed although the container was a bit chilly to the touch. 

Behind me, the pod opened with a popping sound. Startled, I dropped the 
bottle and it clattered to the floor. I was immediately terrified. The man under the 
sheet was noticeably breathing. How was that possible? I was sure the man was 
dead. Once the revival sequence was completed, I had intended to have a 
medbot come and take his body to the morgue. Now, I wasn’t so sure I’d have to 
do that.  

Seconds later, the man stirred. After this long in stasis, how was it 
possible he could move so quickly? I was sure a revival sequence took hours to 



complete and that it took a while after that before one made any deliberate 
movements. That had been the case for me once we had arrived in this system.  

It seemed as if I was in a horror holo and a zombie was coming alive in 
front of me. I thought I should be bolting out the door and sealing it. But curiosity 
and my need to solve this mystery held me steadfast. He opened his eyes and 
blinked several times. He moved his arms and the sheet fell away from his chest. 
He was wearing a t-shirt and apparently nothing else, because when the sheet 
moved at his waist I could see he was wearing no pants. He pulled away a cable 
that was snaked up from his feet. It had been attached to his hip. 

He realized I was standing there and turned his head to look at me. He 
slowly swung his legs over the side of the pod and placed his feet on the floor. 
The sheet was still bunched at his waist but it was clear now he was unclothed 
from the waist down. He opened his mouth to speak but no sounds came out. He 
looked at me curiously.  He then mimicked drinking by making a C-shape with his 
left hand and bringing a non-existent cup to his mouth.  

“Water?” I asked, reflexively. 
He nodded. 
“Just a minute.” 
I went to the kitchenette. I unzipped the top compartment of my pack. In it 

were a few one-liter bottles of water. I pulled one out and brought it back to him. I 
pulled off the top and placed it in his hand. 

He looked at the bottle then downed the contents in a few seconds. He 
closed his eyes and seemed to be deciding how he liked it as he made chewing 
motions with his mouth. He did that for half a minute before he became still. I 
thought maybe he had fallen asleep. Finally, though, he opened his eyes and 
spoke.  

“Who are you,” he asked in a gravelly voice. 
“I’m Dr. Kel Hu Nor. I’m a, uh, historian. Who are you?” 
“I am Deg.” 
“Holy shit. You are Deg.” 
“Why are you in Rylo’s quarters? He has strict rules against that.” 
“Never mind that. Do you know how long you’ve been in that stasis pod?” 
He turned his head a few times, like he was listening to something I 

couldn’t hear. “A very long time. I can’t tell how long. You will tell me?” 
I gulped. “Seventy-four years.” 
That didn’t seem to shock him. He just nodded. 
“Did you hear me? You’ve been in stasis for over seventy years.” 
“I’ve been… asleep. For seventy-four years. Why?” 
“Dr. Rylo Se Na put you in there.” 
“Yes, he did. He said I must go to sleep. Is Rylo no longer alive?” 
“He died decades ago.” 
“I’m sorry to hear that. We didn’t have that much time together.” 
“I’m here to do research on his life while he lived on this station. Look, 

you’re not in the personnel database. What’s your last name?” 
“I don’t have a last name.” 
“Look, I guarantee you don’t have to hide anymore. No one who was on 



this station when you were put in there is alive anymore.” 
Deg held the empty water bottle out to me. “I am stiff.” He was still sitting 

on the edge of the stasis pod. “I require more.” 
“I’ll be right back.” I quickly went to my pack again and dug out another 

bottle. I was greatly confused. A person put into stasis had to be connected to all 
sorts of inputs and outputs. But that hadn’t been the case for Deg. There was just 
that one cable. How had he survived such a long time in that pod, and without 
being covered in dried feces and urine? It made no sense. 

I returned to the room with the bottle. Deg was standing now. The sheet 
was on the floor. His back was to me. He was digging in the top drawer of the 
bureau. He pulled out that pair of pants. His naked buttocks were firm and hairy. 
He heard me and turned. I nearly dropped the bottle because of how stunning I 
found him. Without hesitating, he strode forward and took the bottle from me. I 
wanted to say something but was unable to utter a word. He was the perfect 
specimen of a man. At least the lower half of his body already had me in his spell. 
His penis was partially tumescent. His balls were quite large in his tightly drawn 
up scrotum. He didn’t seem to notice me staring at his genitals.  

“This room is very dusty. Perhaps the bot will clean it up,” he said casually. 
With the pants in hand, he left the storage room. I followed him. He stood 

in the doorway between the workroom and the main living quarters and turned up 
the bottle to his mouth until he emptied it. That action had caused the hem of the 
t-shirt to rise up, exposing his lower back. I was still not believing this was 
happening. This gorgeous, well-built man was half naked and apparently didn’t 
care that I was gawking at him. Maybe coming out of stasis had caused him to 
lose his inhibitions.  

“You-you must be hungry,” I stammered. I realized I didn’t have enough 
food with me for two people. Certainly not for the next thirteen days. That greatly 
concerned me. 

“I don’t eat,” he said matter-of-factly. He stood in the main living area, then 
proceeded to put the pants on, sans underwear. He stood on one foot, placed the 
other into the pant leg, then did the same for the other. How could he do that 
without holding on to the wall or the back of a chair, and not fall over after having 
been in stasis for so long? 

I continued to follow after him. “You’re funny, but I said that because I’m 
here by myself. There’s no one else on this station. No one’s been here for a 
very long time. I had no idea anyone else was here. The crew dropped me off so 
I could do my research. I only brought enough food for one.” 

Deg stuffed the hem of his t-shirt into the pants, then zipped them up 
before buttoning them. He was built like a stassball player. His proportions were 
exquisite. In the back of my mind, I was sure that anyone who had just been 
revived out of stasis had to be not only thirsty, which he had been, but also 
ravenous. I also thought they certainly wouldn’t look as fresh as he did. I certainly 
hadn’t looked fresh and I had been famished. It didn’t seem possible that anyone 
would immediately look so… healthy. None of this made any sense. 

“Deg,” I said. “Maybe you don’t understand what I just told you.” 
“I understood you. Perhaps you didn’t understand me,” Deg said with a 



wry smile. A smile that would have melted me if I hadn’t been terribly confused. 
“How did Rylo keep you hidden?” 
“The room I was in is a holo room. Rylo was very private.” He looked away 

for a moment. The look on his face just then was of, well, bliss. His demeanor 
only added to my confusion about him and how he could possibly be alive after 
so long. 

He saw the look on my face. “Come, I’ll show you.” 
He strode past me back into the pod room and placed his palm against 

one of the walls. A rectangular window lit up with control icons on it. He touched 
a few of them. Everything in the room disappeared. We were standing in the 
middle of an open field. There were short grasses all around, waving in the wind. 
Everywhere I looked, mountains ringed the meadow. It was impressive, but it 
didn’t answer my immediate questions. 

“It still doesn’t explain your presence.” 
“I am the companion.” 
“The companion,” I said, shaking my head. 
“Yes,” he said as he nodded in response. 
Suddenly, it made sense. I actually gasped as I pointed at him. “You’re-

you’re a bot!” 
“I am Deg.” 
“You’re. A. Bot. This is amazing! Why did he leave you here?” 
“I was asleep.” 
I shook my head at that assertion. “You were abandoned. No one’s been 

here for seven decades. Where is that panel? Turn this-this illusion off.” 
Deg reached out to the now-invisible wall and placed his palm on it again. 

The control panel appeared in mid-air. He touched a couple of the icons and the 
living field of waving grasses disappeared.   

Now that the door was once again visible, I turned and exited it and the 
workroom. I plopped myself down on a chair at the peninsula in the kitchenette. I 
had to think. I could barely believe I had found such a bot and that it still 
functioned. What didn’t make any sense though, was why Rylo had produced a 
perfectly lifelike bot. He specifically said that bots should never be humanoid 
because it would cause us to become like our ancestors from Old Earth. No one 
had ever seriously questioned that decision. He himself had codified the ethic to 
make sure nothing like Deg was ever created. The bots here on this station were 
his original creations, which, once he had returned to Dahkerran, he used as 
prototypes, which then became personal independent bots. But none of them, 
without exception, were as exquisitely designed and humanlike as this one.  

“Deg. Come here. I need to ask you some questions.” 
Deg came toward me. I moved the pack off the chair and set it on the floor. 

He sat. 
“You don’t eat.” 
“I do not eat.” 
“Why did you drink all that water?” 
“My internal functions require an intake of water to keep my skin soft, my 

vocal chords functional, my mouth wet, and for my other functions.” 



“Other functions?” 
“I have tears, I generate heat. I ejaculate. My colon is flexible and moist.” 
“Whoa. What? Ejaculate? Colon? What the hell are you talking about?” 
“I am a companion.” 
My heart ramped up at this sudden disclosure. This was no ordinary bot. 

No, sir. Now I knew for sure Rylo was gay. “Do you know what gay is, Deg?” 
“I do.” 
“Are you gay?” 
“I am Deg.” 
“No, I mean did Rylo create you as a sexual companion?” 
Deg nodded. 
“That’s bizarre.  A bot with no feelings is just an electro-mechanical 

device.” 
“I have feelings.” 
I chuckled. “I doubt it.” 
“Rylo was terribly upset about Jerrody. He cried many times over his 

death. I held him each time and let him cry. I did my best to comfort him. I know I 
was a good companion.” 

“Who is Jerrody?” 
“Who was Jerrody is the correct question,” he replied.  
“Okay, then who was he?” 
“Jerrody Mar Vess belonged to Rylo before he died. I am Jerrody’s 

memories. I am Deg’s life.”  
“How did he die?” 
“Lightening.” 
“Lightening,” I stated.  
“They were camping. There was a storm. Jerrody was electrocuted.” 
“He was Rylo’s… companion,” I said, trying to put the clues together. “But 

he died.” 
“Yes. Jerrody was twenty-seven. Rylo was a month younger than him 

when that event took place.” 
“And Rylo put Jerrody’s memories into you? How?” 
“Rylo input Jerrody’s genomic and personality profiles, school testing 

results, career data, reports, his personal vid log and many other things. Rylo 
was lonely. He wasn’t complete and required companionship. He needed sex to 
feel whole. His culture was… archaic, stunted and not whole. I am not of his 
culture. I am… the next culture.” 

The next culture that he never produced! I was a product of that very 
same archaic culture.  

I was astounded.  I was interacting with this incredibly sophisticated one-
of-a-kind bot as if he were a live person. He was telling me things about Rylo that 
I only suspected about him. Essentially, Deg was Rylo’s contemporary. No, he 
was more than that. He was two of Rylo’s contemporaries rolled into one. 

Deg reached out and grasped my hand. His skin was soft and his fingers 
were warm. He then stood and stretched his arms out for me. 

I stood up with him in reaction.  



“I will hold you,” he said. 
Deg saw me hesitate, then came forward. I hesitated because I had never 

hugged a bot before. I sort of froze just before his arms surrounded me. The first 
thing I noticed was that his upper body was warm. I even felt warm breath on my 
neck. Before I could stop myself, I melted into his embrace.  

He whispered in my ear. “I’m sad that Rylo is gone.” 
I nodded, not sure how to answer that. He had been gone a very long time. 

He was a historical reference to me. 
“You will tell me about him later,” he said. “I wish to know that he was… 

happy even if he was without me. Are you happy, Kel?” 
“Yes and no.” 
“You are like Rylo.” 
“I am?” 
“Rylo was happy sometimes. But many times he wasn’t.” 
“Okay, I’m not happy most of the time. I’m not a bot engineer, but I have 

the same… problem he did. I need to be with a man but I can’t because of our 
culture.” 

“Then, I will be with you.” 
Deg continued to hold me. He stroked the back of my head. His hands 

went up and down my back. I swear I felt the bulge in his pants harden. I pulled 
back a little and looked down. I wasn’t imagining it. The front of his pants was 
tenting out. His penis had gotten hard. This was totally impossible.  

“I don’t understand,” I whispered. “You can get hard?” 
“I am the companion Deg. I have a morphic endoskeleton and pseudo-

morphic exoskin.” 
“Morphic what?” But even as I asked the question, I knew exactly what he 

meant. I was seeing the result of it. He already said he could ejaculate. And, I 
couldn’t believe what was happening to me. I was getting hard, too. Hard for a 
bot!  

“You can’t…,” I said, protesting this bizarre turn of events. 
“Shh,” Deg said. “I wish to be your companion.” 
“But-but aren’t you, I don’t know, paired with him or something?” I had no 

idea why I was asking that. I felt horny yet knew that basically, just yesterday, at 
least to him, he was with Rylo. Wasn’t I an interloper? Wasn’t Deg, I don’t know, 
cheating?  

“I wish to make you comfortable,” Deg told me. 
I was sexually starved, as I had been most of my life. The feelings he was 

suddenly invoking in me were impossible to resist. I no longer cared that I was 
horny for a bot. I was totally alone on this station. There was no way anyone 
would suddenly show up at the door unannounced and put an end to this 
remarkable encounter.  

I had had only two male sex partners my entire life. The first was when I 
was thirteen. Bhan was the same age as me and lived next door. For a full year 
we explored each other’s bodies nearly every day. I had my very first orgasm, 
then hundreds after that, with that boy. His family moved away the next year, 
leaving me alone, confused, and scared. The second male I had been with was 



many years later. We were both twenty-three. Tor was my roommate for three 
months in graduate school, eight years ago. We were both crazy for each other, 
but also knew it couldn’t last. We fought frequently because we were of totally 
different temperaments. Being gay in our culture caused us to be terrified and 
paranoid, and kept us from discussing in any responsible way what it was we felt 
for each other. He put an end to it. I was both happy he moved out and saddened 
about it. I fell into a depression afterward. Somehow, despite my despondency, I 
managed to graduate.  

My only other sexual partner had been a woman named Nishara. We were 
married a year after Tor and I split up, but only for one year, two months and 
three weeks. I did it to try to forget that I had a powerful need for sex with a man. 
She was a brave woman for putting up with me because we only had sex a 
dozen times. She told me that I was cold and distant. My confusion of being with 
her, while having an insatiable desire for men eventually led us to nullify our 
marriage contract. For the last five years, I’d been celibate. 

Obviously, Rylo’s genius was far more than I knew. He used it to embrace 
his sexuality despite our ridiculous cultural inhibitions. He had circumvented 
everything he had grown up in and created a companion, modeled after 
someone he had been with and apparently loved; and filled that bot with that 
previous lover’s personality. There was enough realism in its software and 
hardware to make Deg seem as close to lifelike as possible.  

“Please make me comfortable,” I told him. 
Deg pulled back a little and placed his lips on mine. I was amazed at how 

real they felt, but realized that I hadn’t had anyone’s lips on mine in so long that I 
might not even know what real ones felt like anymore. As his tongue explored my 
mouth, I marveled at how real it seemed. It was soft and moist. No matter how 
good Rylo was at bot construction, wasn’t a tongue the most intricate part of a 
living being? How did he do this? How could that tongue be so realistic? The only 
thing that seemed off was the taste of his mouth. It was close enough though. 
How did he just leave this bot behind? 

My fullest attention was at his crotch though. I reached down and 
unbuttoned his pants, then pulled down the zipper. A thick upturned penis spilled 
out. I felt magnetically drawn to it. It was warmer than the rest of his body and the 
balls felt entirely real. I kneaded them, then slid my fist up and down the length of 
the shaft. He had just enough of a foreskin, uh, exo-skin, to make it seem real. 
Even his straight black pubic hair looked real. 

“Just like that,” Deg whispered.  
The blood seemed to rush out of my brain. I no longer cared that Deg was 

a bot. I needed to feel this moment, to experience the total lightheadedness of 
pure sexual desire. He had one hand around the back of my head. His tongue 
was probing my mouth with more urgency, now that I was touching him. With his 
other hand he slowly unbuckled my belt. He wasn’t even looking down. How he 
could coordinate such intricate maneuvers was astounding. But here he was 
doing so. He pulled my zipper down and my pants fell to the floor. He slowly 
caressed my rock hard penis through my underwear, then felt up my balls like I 
had been doing to him. Eventually though, he pulled my underwear down and 



they fell to my feet. 
“You need the bliss of orgasm,” Deg whispered poetically.  
And I did. Right in his hand. I couldn’t help it. It was as if I was that 

thirteen-year old boy again and this was my first time. My legs gave out as my 
orgasm spent me like a rag doll. I ended up on my knees. Deg held on to my still-
bucking penis. The other was around the small of my back as he helped lower 
me down.  

“You are magnificent,” Deg whispered.  
He continued to caress my still-hard penis as my body shivered in post-

orgasmic ecstasy. 
I opened my eyes and observed my mess.  Some of my come had gotten 

on my pants, which were still around my ankles. Some of it was on the front of 
his t-shirt.  

I finally caught my breath. It was only then that my penis began to droop. 
His movements were still sensual and his penis was still rigid though. He said he 
could ejaculate, but it was weird thinking about him being able to do so. He was a 
bot, not a real person!  

“I need to clean up,” I told him. 
“Yes. Of course,” he said. Immediately, he began to lose his erection. 

Slowly but surely, it began to shrink in length and girth, exactly like a real penis. 
His tight balls even began to loosen. He helped me up, then pulled his t-shirt off. 
He was standing there with his pants around his ankles, his well-rounded 
shoulders begging me to touch them, and his chest asking for me to nestle my 
face in it. Rylo was a truly gifted bot engineer. It was impossible for me to tell that 
his skin wasn’t real. I was only inches from it and saw realistic hair follicles on his 
chest. His skin was flush in places. I could see what looked like real veins. 
Creases were detail perfect. The way it stretched and moved was as real as my 
skin. His nipples were works of art. He started wiping me up with the shirt.  

“I’ll get the bot to clean the rest up… and that workroom,” I said. 
 

* 
 
There were several regenerator ovens in the galley. I was only able to get 

one of them functional. That’s all I needed anyway. I put one of the sealed meals 
into it. After I emptied the steaming contents into a bowl I sat down with Deg. 

“Really? This is the first time you’ve been anywhere in this station other 
than Rylo’s suite?” Deg was still shirtless but he had buckled his pants back up.  

“This is the first time.”  
“How could you… tolerate being hidden away like that?” 
“Tolerate. Please explain.” 
“Okay,” I said between bites. “Let me put it this way. How long were you 

and Rylo together?” 
“Before or after Jerrody?” 
That was an odd response. “Um, after.” 
“I awakened in the workshop forty-three days before going to sleep for so 

long.” 



“And during that forty-three days?” I asked, wanting more of an answer. 
He seemed to be attempting to unravel my question, then he looked 

mystified. “I don’t understand the question.” 
He certainly wasn’t human. That’s for sure. Otherwise, he would have 

understood my meaning. Maybe it was best to think of him as being on a drug 
that kept him from being fully cognizant. I had to think of him that way because 
already it was difficult to sustain thinking of him as a bot.  

“In that forty-three days with Rylo, you stayed in the suite the whole time.” 
“Of course. I’m not on the personnel roster.” 
“So, you were stuck in there.” 
“Stuck. That’s not what I would say. When Rylo was away I went to many 

places in the holo room. I don’t recall feeling alone.” 
“Feeling alone,” I repeated. “You can feel.” 
“Yes,” he said, surprised at my reaction. “My interactions with Rylo made 

me feel many emotions.” 
“This is astounding,” I said. 
“You feel emotions, right?” Deg asked. 
“Of course, I do. All humans feel emotions.” 
“And you felt emotions when you came?” 
“I fell all sorts of emotions.” 
“Rylo felt many emotions. He felt especially complicated ones when he 

had an orgasm with me. He told me so. I made sure he had one as often as 
possible with me so that we could talk about them. He enjoyed talking about his 
emotions. He taught me much about himself that way.” 

I so needed to record these interactions, but I couldn’t just yet. Not until 
after he was done talking about Rylo’s sexual nature. I would never be able to 
show anyone those vids without a serious personal backlash. Deg was the 
closest I would ever get to the real Rylo though. What was supremely interesting 
was that Deg was sophisticated enough to not only understand emotional states, 
but could feel them, as well.  

“Rylo told me that he felt more human when we were together. He said he 
felt the most human when we had sex,” Deg volunteered. 

“Are you serious?” 
“I can be serious or I can be comical. Do you want me to stop being 

serious?” he said, taking my comment literally. 
“That was just an expression. It means I’m having a hard time believing 

you.” 
“Did you think I was lying?” 
I chuckled. “No. Look. Like I said. I’m a historian. I’m here to write a 

biography on Rylo. Everything you say about him is important. Clearly, he was 
gay. I always suspected that. Now I know for sure.” 

“Rylo was frequently saddened by the secret nature of his life. He wanted 
to make himself more available to others but knew he couldn’t. I consoled him 
many times about that. He and Jerrody had kept their relationship a secret. He 
said a whole life is important, yet those he worked with didn’t appreciate that fact. 
It was a dilemma that prevented him from being completely present with his co-



workers. He was always present with me though.” 
I was totally taken aback. This bot, this inanimate device, was talking to 

me like he was a wise counselor. He was having a conversation with me, the 
likes of which I’d never had with anyone. It was scary and refreshing all at once. I 
was suddenly glad beyond words that I was alone on the station. If anyone else 
had been here with me, I not only wouldn’t be having this conversation with him, 
the salvage crew would have already locked him away, and I’d be left out in the 
cold with my research. 

“I still don’t get it. Why did he leave you here? If what you say is true, and I 
believe you, then he couldn’t just abandon you.” 

“It’s logical he had to. Perhaps in the next few days you’ll know the 
emotional reasons why.” 

I was done with the meal and dumped the container in a trash bin. The 
remainder would eventually petrify there. 

“Come. Let’s have a look around, Deg.” 
Deg followed me to Ops. I found the station that controlled the viewing 

wall. It took three tries, but the shielding cowl that protected the observation 
window finally retracted properly. This was no 3D projection. Instead, it was an 
actual view of the outside, through three centimeters of nearly pristine glass. We 
had a view of a mostly barren landscape from our four-story height. The station 
had been built in a wide valley. There was a tall mountain range far off to the 
right. Sharp snow-covered peaks were clearly visible. Pask had said it was the 
equivalent of late spring here. A small stream was in the middle distance. Two 
large ponds lay in the center of the valley, connected by the stream. Way off in 
the distance, high cirrus clouds lightly painted a violet sky. Surrounding the 
shores of the ponds was a carpet of low spindly native vegetation. The flora 
might one day, a few hundred million years hence, generate enough oxygen to 
sufficiently change the planet’s atmosphere. But we had wanted to greatly 
accelerate that process. Sadly, it would indeed take that long here after all.  

“You know why we came here, right?” I asked. 
“Yes. To change the planet to fit human civilization.” 
“It’s ironic that if Rylo had had the resources, he could have created an 

army of bots like you. You could have lived here with no problem.” 
“Why is that ironic?” 
I scrunched my eyebrows together. It was becoming a bit difficult keeping 

up with what he knew or understood and what he didn’t. The fact that he 
questioned my use of the word added to the wonder of this bot. “I guess I mean 
that he could have let you loose and you could have created your own colony 
without needing humans.” 

Deg shook his head no. “Jerrody loved being outdoors. That’s why Rylo 
left many holos of forests, meadows, mountains, rivers, seashores and lakes. 
Many times when Rylo was at work, I would sit on the floor of the holoroom to be 
in peaceful surroundings. But I was alone. Without Rylo. Waiting for him to return. 
If there were many of me, I would be the same lonely Deg with other lonely Degs. 
Plus, I do not see anything like the holos outside this station.” 

This was becoming an exercise in some sort of philosophy. Was this bot 



really capable of understanding such concepts? Without thinking, I took his hand 
and held it. It was soft and pliable like a human hand. I pulled it closer to my face 
to examine it. He had nails, fingerprints and lines in the skin where his fingers 
articulated. The skin was translucent and looked as real as mine. I touched it with 
my fingers. It moved and stretched as would mine. There were veins, flaws, and 
tiny hairs. Rylo had left out no details. 

“Your hand is warm,” Deg said. 
“You can feel that, too?” 
“When Rylo first woke me, he asked me if there were any sensations I 

remembered but couldn’t feel. I told him and he adjusted my sensory inputs until I 
felt everything from before.” 

“From before.” 
“From Jerrody,” he clarified. 
We started back to Rylo’s suite. The cleaning bots had finished now. The 

corridors weren’t exactly spotless though since there were nicks in the walls, 
paint was scraped off here and there, and the luster had gone out of some of the 
supporting structure. At least they were cleaned up now.  

Finally, we reached the suite. I checked the workroom. The layer of dust 
that had been in there and the pod room, was gone, too.  

“How are you powered?” I asked Deg once I had finished my inspection. 
“My body is lined with a neural-density battery matrix. The pod charges 

the matrix,” he replied. 
“Oh, that induction charging cable.” That was a common method of 

providing power even today. 
“Yes,” he said as touched his hip.  
“How long does a charge last?” 
“I can stay awake for approximately seventy-two hours before my 

cognitive functions cease. I will fall into an unconscious state and need to be 
recharged again. If I am not recharged within another ninety-six hours I will die.” 

“Die?” 
Deg nodded. “The battery matrix will fail and my neural network will lose 

electronic cohesion.” 
Just like a human. We had to eat, drink and sleep to stay alive. I suddenly 

felt protective of him. “But why the pod? Why not just have you, I don’t know, 
plug in to any power source?” 

“Rylo wasn’t sure how long my memories would last. Whenever I 
recharged he would activate the stasis field as a failsafe. It is possible that I can 
just recharge without the pod and retain all memories, but he never tried it.” 

“Oh…. I need to get to work, Deg. I have to start gathering together the 
data Rylo left behind.” 

“I’ll go to the pod room and sit on the seashore.” Just like that, Deg turned 
to go. 

“Okay,” I said slowly, sort of surprised he just left me like that.  
I followed him as he entered the pod room. He palmed the wall to get the 

holo control panel to activate. He tapped on some icons, then sat down cross-
legged in the middle of the floor. I was just inside the door. A moment later, it slid 



shut. The walls changed and I was on Dahkerran on a rugged western beach. 
Huge sea stacks were to our left and right. A wide sandy beach stretched out in 
front of us. Behind us, where the door used to be, was a high rocky cliff. The 
sound of shorebirds, wind and the surf way off in front of us filled the small room. 
I stepped to Deg’s right and looked at his face. His hands were in his lap and his 
eyes were closed, as if he were meditating. Indeed, maybe he was. But I had to 
exit the room.  

“AI?,” I said. 
“Active,” I heard over the surf.  
“I need to exit this room. Can you open the door? Don’t stop the holo 

projection.” 
The door slid open and I exited. I pressed the little button on the 

doorframe and it closed again. 
I shook my head, marveling that this bot was participating in an illusion, 

then realized we created holo projections to participate in them. He was merely 
emulating human behavior.  

Satisfied that Deg was occupied, I sat down at Rylo’s computer and 
started looking for his personal files. There had to be something here that would 
help put all of this into perspective. I found what I was looking for right away. It 
was masquerading as an innocuous maintenance folder. I tried to open it but got 
an error message. I tried several ways to open it then figured out it was 
encrypted. Despite his technical genius, I had long ago discovered that he was 
somewhat predictable. Perhaps no one else would have known how to break his 
encryption codes except me, either. I broke it in three tries.  

That was it. Exactly what I was looking for. A vid journal. I looked at date 
stamps, then compared them to what I knew of his time here. The journal had 
been started before he arrived. I scrolled through the dates and found a vid made 
a week after he arrived here. 

 
/I dreamed about Jerrody again last night. I miss him so much. I can’t 

believe it’s been two years since he died. It feels like it was just a week ago. 
Seeing his face again, how real it seemed, is pushing me to go forward with my 
plan./ 

 
I stopped the vid. Mere seconds into my investigation, I already had my 

first major gift. At least I was on the right path. I had his computer index the vids 
for anything to do with Deg. The result showed nearly eight-dozen with him as a 
reference. I started one made a couple of weeks later. 

 
/I’ve decided to call him Deg. I’ve always liked that name. The more I 

thought about it, the creepier it seemed to call him Jerrody. There can never be 
another Jerrody. So, my bot will not be getting his name after all./ 

 
I desperately wanted more. I needed to find out what I could about how 

Deg was created. I skipped ahead again, randomly choosing another one. 
 



/Taking this job on Ketiga was a mixed blessing. It’s given me time to 
focus entirely on various designs and materials. Otherwise, I would never have 
had the resources to put together the different systems I would need for Deg. I’ve 
been given such a huge budget to work with that no one will ever notice a few 
diverted items here and there. Since I sign off on the materials as they arrive, no 
one’s suspected that I’ve been using some of them to construct my bot. Today, I 
received the five hundred thousand nanobots I needed to construct his 
endomorphic structure for the neural network I planned out. I discovered that 
quantum film is an elegant solution to the vexing problem I’ve had for a purely 
non-biological neural network on that sort of scaffolding, too. My previous 
attempts at using biological materials failed within a week because of lack of 
proper inputs and outputs. I figured out that I only need water and a few oils to 
keep the system functional with non-biological materials. I wasn’t expecting it to 
work so well though. Working with these materials has contributed to my ideas 
about how to make the bots used here on Ketiga more efficient, too. Everyone 
thinks I’m a genius for all these ideas. I’m not so sure. If they knew why I’m so 
possessed by this, they would take me off this project and make me take a short 
walk outside. Maybe they should. I’m not sure I’m sane anymore because I’m 
consumed with thoughts of when Deg will become fully functional./ 

 
Every step of the way, I discovered something new. This time, I 

discovered he thought he wasn’t sane and that he had diverted funds and 
materials to the building of his personal bot. Both claims were revelations about 
him and his personality. I skipped ahead and watched another vid. 

 
/Another vexing problem I’ve had has been solved. I couldn’t figure out 

how to mix Deg’s cognitive and emotional facilities to make them function in 
tandem. My instinct was to grow neural crystalline filaments adjacent to each 
other so that there would be instant feedback. Then I figured it out by listening to 
my gut. Literally. Knowing that our digestive systems inform our higher functions, 
I put in a quad-density quantum film network, controlled by its own processor, 
where our digestive track would normally go. Quantum film is small enough to 
keep his lower torso looking normal. All of my tests show that the delay seems to 
work better than instant mirroring. I could have simply coded an electronic delay 
in the function, but moving the emotional processor seems to be the correct thing 
to do anyway. So, Deg’s emotional center goes in his gut./  

 
It amazed me watching how he progressed in his design. I always knew 

he had an outstanding ability to mix his genius with intuition, but there was a 
whole other dimension to that at work here. I went to yet another vid. 

 
/The memogenic holo processors work for cognitive functions! I tested 

them by asking questions as if the processor core was Jerrody. I got the proper 
signal feedback. He can’t speak yet, of course, but he will. His exo-morphic skin 
is soft and supple, too. At first I thought I’d need an internal lipid system to keep it 
that way, but that’s not the case. I just rubbed a coating of dermal oil over his 



entire body. I did it by hand. I activated his diaphragm routine so that it looked 
like he was asleep while I did it. As long as he stays in the stasis pod during his 
power regen cycle, the oil will stay at the right viscosity. It was like massaging a 
real man, a very good looking man. By the time I was done I had to unload./  

 
I was taken aback. Already I’d come across one instance where Rylo had 

gotten horny because of Deg, even if Deg wasn’t fully ‘alive’ yet.  This was 
becoming quite interesting.  So interesting that I continued watching more vids. 

 
/The kinesthetic and sensory networks are in place now. He has human 

scale hearing, human visual acuity, a rudimentary sense of smell, and a working 
sense of touch. The diagnostics show that his emotional processor has several 
hundred million connections to his cognitive processor now. And his cognitive 
functions aren’t running behind. They’re running at exactly the same delay as 
needed to be human. Too much faster and he would seem like an AI./ 

 
/Deg’s higher cognitive functions are active now. I asked him a question 

and he actually spoke! He said, ‘You’re Rylo’. He then told me about the day 
Jerrody and I met. I didn’t even prompt him for it./ 

 
/Deg is sitting up now. His eyes are in perfect focus and he can identify his 

surroundings. He’s taken his first steps now, too. I’ve been tuning his motor skills 
and coordination, while questioning him about our life. It’s clear that Jerrody’s 
memories have fully integrated into his higher functions now. I’ve had complete 
conversations with him now about old times./ 

 
/I decided to modify him even more. I’m fashioning him functioning 

genitalia. The anus was easy to make, since that technology has been around in 
the medical field forever. I was afraid I might not be able to tie a sexual response 
into his cognitive routines, but how to do it was staring me in the face. Since he 
doesn’t have actual seminal ducts and no way to resorb liquids, I’ve fashioned 
him with the ability to squirt water when he ejaculates. Perhaps later I’ll figure a 
way to allow him to squirt a liquid that more resembles semen, but for now it’s 
only going to be water./ 

 
I stopped the vid and shook my head. This was the purpose he had all 

along with his creation. He wanted to recreate Jerrody and have sex with him 
again. I had already seen the result of his masterful ability to create a penis and 
balls. I really had no idea such a technology had ever existed. To imagine that it 
had been lost for so many decades, too, was a wonder. Look what Rylo didn’t 
bring back to Dahkerran! He could have made a mint on that alone, if only on the 
black market. 

 
 /Deg watched me eat today in the kitchenette. He just watched me. 

Suddenly, out of the blue he said he felt scared because of so much input. He 
was having difficulty processing it all and making sense of it. I told him that we’d 



spend more time in the woods, so he would have time to assimilate everything. 
We spent an hour together there today. Both of us were naked. We sat cross-
legged on moss-covered ground and held hands. It was like old times with 
Jerrody./ 

 
There was no doubt that Deg had been built with the ability to feel right 

away. My initial disbelief about that was clearly unfounded. I noticed now, too, 
that Rylo looked happier. He had visibly changed as the work on Deg had 
progressed. I skipped ahead, eager to see more. 

 
/As I’ve said, he’s been able to give blowjobs. The morph generators are 

working way better because he stayed hard the entire time, too. It feels fleshy 
and real in my hands. But the real progress happened tonight. He asked me to 
fuck him. He asked with that same expression Jerrody used to use. I called up a 
night under the stars scene in the holo room. Deg-as-Jerrody was enthralled. He 
asked me to take his clothes off. I did. He then took mine off, as he stood there 
with a perfect hard on. It was as if Jerrody himself stood there with me. We spent 
most of the time making out, like we had first met. But I couldn’t help myself. He’s 
so beautiful that I fucked him. He responded realistically. He actually exhausted 
me. I wasn’t expecting that./ 

 
I was totally hard as I watched him describe those events in detail. Then I 

came across a most interesting vid. Rylo looked drunk. He was slurring his words, 
too.  

 
/I’ve been thinking. My contract on this moon ends in another year. When 

it does, I’m emigrating to Nyhavn. I know it sounds crazy. I never heard of that 
planet until this afternoon. I needed to ask Lok a question today. When I spotted 
him, he was talking to Mert. I stood there, waiting for them to finish when they 
started snickering. I had just missed the joke. When I asked what the joke was, 
they told me they were laughing about ‘decadent Nyhavn’. They thought it was a 
disgusting planet. Not sure what they were talking about, I searched the 
planetary database for it after I returned to my office. What I found was nothing 
short of amazing. Apparently, there’s a planet where gay people live openly and 
freely. There’s even an entire city founded with gay people first and foremost in 
mind. It’s twenty-three light years from Dahkerran, so I’m pretty sure I won’t get 
there any time soon. But if I could, I would live there. Maybe Deg could come 
with me. Who knows?/  

 
I knew two-dozen nearby planet and star names. Most of them I knew in 

the native language of their inhabitants, even if I didn’t know a lot about those 
natives themselves. But that was the first time I’d ever heard of a planet named 
Nyhavn. Rylo hadn’t lived there, although he might have visited and I never knew 
about it. He died on Dahkerran.  

I was terribly curious about this Nyhavn though.  I asked the station’s AI if 
it had access to any databases other than operations. It informed me that none 



were online. Without access to other databases, I couldn’t find out where it was 
in relation to our home world. Without any way to verify it, I continued with the 
vids. Maybe I shouldn’t have. They started turning dark. 

 
/I slept with Deg last night. We didn’t have sex. I just wanted to be with 

him. I wanted to hear him breathe, feel his warmth next to me and wrap my arms 
around him. He talked about when my contract was up here on Ketiga and what 
we would do when he returned with me to Dahkerran. I discussed it with him like 
it was going to happen. We talked about what life is like in the capital. 

He said he would just lie there until I woke up again. I fell asleep and 
dreamed he had come alive. We were walking down the street back home. We 
had gone to a restaurant and he was eating and joking. I woke up sad beyond 
belief. He’s begun to be so much of a part of my life now that I’ve almost 
forgotten why I built him in the first place. I just wanted to bring Jerrody back to 
life again, if only in a tiny way. But so much more has happened. I wasn’t 
expecting there to be an emergent consciousness. I had no idea Deg would 
become an independent entity. I should have anticipated this. He knows he’s not 
alive like I am, but he acts like he is. He talks like he is. He interacts with me like 
he is. He has sex with me like he is. Does life have to be only biological? I don’t 
know, but I don’t dare discuss this with my co-workers.  

I-I’ve been so focused on exploring Jerrody’s cognitive functions that I 
didn’t expect Deg to develop his own personality. He talks now as if he used to 
know Jerrody. As in past tense. Everything else is present tense for Deg. He 
wonders. He asks independent questions, questions Jerrody would never have 
asked or cared about. He talks about Jerrody’s death as if it’s a great loss. He 
seems to understand how important the loss is but wants to move on. Move on? I 
asked him what that meant. He said that the inputs he’s experienced are causing 
Jerrody to recede./ 

 
/I’m starting to have doubts. I’ve been able to keep him a secret for a long 

time now. Somehow, the holos have worked at keeping him amused and at 
diverting his attention. At least he’s not demanded to leave the suite, but I’m 
scared he’ll do it while I’m at work and blow the cover off my carefully hidden 
secret. I would die if Deg were discovered. He would be dismantled. I would lose 
my reputation. No, I would lose everything./ 

 
There were a few more vids filled with Rylo’s concerns over what he had 

made. Then this, three weeks later. 
 
/Atmogen Station Number Five has been experiencing some unusual 

tectonic activity directly under the station. The region around the station is 
becoming unstable. The geophysicists swear the data showed that the magma 
chamber they had mapped was safely below the Cherrin Limit. Clearly, they were 
incorrect. Deg’s been watching the satellite feed and asking me about it. I don’t 
have much to add except that we’re all concerned. We have a lot more stations 
to build and the loss of even one will be a huge setback./ 



 
/The news has been horrible for the last several days. Atmogen Station 

Number Five totally failed. Three-dozen people were instantly killed when 
magma came up through its power generation section. The station was 
completely destroyed. The shaft where the magma came up is widening. This 
isn’t just some minor disruption. This is a major event. The amount of magma 
that’s been released is off the charts and growing by the hour. The amount of 
CO2 that’s been released in just the last couple of days is more than we’ve 
processed the entire time we’ve been here. The setback is so devastating that 
our station manager is talking about ending the project./  

 
 A day later was this one. 
 
 /We have five hours before we have to abandon the station. The rescue 
ships are deorbiting to pick us up./  
 
 Rylo started weeping then, nearly out of control. I had a hard time 
understanding what he said next and had to watch and listen three times before I 
got it. 
 
 /I have to leave him here. I don’t want to, but I have to. I can’t take him with 
me. But I can’t just let him die. I would never forgive myself if I let his power fail. 
I’m not an executioner. They told me they can’t shut down the energy core 
anyway. Power will be viable for at least two hundred years. I told Deg I needed 
to make some adjustments to his power input, so he’s in the stasis pod now, 
asleep. I’m going to program it to keep him there indefinitely. It won’t be me who 
killed him. It will be the station./ 
 

I couldn’t take any more. I’d been watching these vids for hours. That was 
the last log entry anyway and I had skipped dozens. There was a whole lot more 
to this story. A story about Rylo that was never told. But this much I knew. It was 
discovered that the atmogen station had been built in an unfortunate location. 
The geothermal shaft that had been sunk was over a pool of magma that hadn’t 
been properly mapped. An unpredictable tectonic shift caused the roof of the 
magma chamber to collapse where it was weakest, which was where it had been 
blasted for the geothermal shaft. Everything human-built there was either melted 
or covered over in just a few hours. 

But the situation got far worse than that. The magma didn’t stop erupting 
for fourteen years. Solidified magma now covers the area where the station used 
to stand. 

The project had been summarily declared a failure. It was only in the last 
decade that the atmosphere had cleared enough for anyone to even bother to 
land on the surface. The stations had been designed to last a very long time. The 
fact that I was sitting comfortably in this one right now was a testament to 
mankind’s abilities. We’re good, but we aren’t gods. 

Despite his hasty departure, Rylo must have decided at the last minute to 



leave a clue to these vids in that message on the main screen, the one I 
originally found that led me to Deg in the first place. The very fact that he left 
such a clue made me think. Did he want someone to one day discover what he 
had done? Or had he done it, thinking that Deg would come striding over to his 
computer at some indefinite time in the future and find that particular file? There 
was no way to know. How could Rylo have known anyone would be able to 
return to an abandoned atmogen station on a planet that was belching toxic 
gasses and magma? But Rylo had left the vids after all. He was speaking across 
time. To me. The very thought of it sent a sudden chill up my back that racked 
my entire body. 

I turned off his computer and pushed the chair back. This was so much to 
absorb. Rylo had succeeded in creating a bot beyond my wildest imagination. 
Yet, he had deliberately made sure there was an ethic that his manufacturing 
team signed on to, about never creating a lifelike bot. The lure was strong to do 
so, but that ethic was still in place. No one had ever created anything like Deg, 
even in the decades after Rylo’s death.  

Now I wondered why that ethic had ever been created. Deg was nearly as 
alive as I was. He breathed, if only to make him seem realistic. He thought about 
things. He whispered. He generated body heat. He wanted and desired sex. He 
had a rudimentary imagination. He was certainly lacking many things that would 
make him a real human, the least of which was that he was in no way biological. 
But a real person’s personality had been implanted into him. It wasn’t much more 
than a pattern or template, but it had become a scaffolding for something entirely 
new and different. That made Deg a separate entity. Didn’t all of that qualify as a 
new life form? If so, Rylo had created the prototype!  

I heard a noise behind me. Deg had exited the workroom and came 
toward me. He immediately started kneading my shoulders without commenting 
or asking.  

“Your muscles are tight,” he offered. “I’ll make you comfortable. It’s easiest 
if I massage you in bed.” 

It was more of a command than anything else. He was indeed a fully 
autonomous bot. “Okay,” I replied. I needed to decompress anyway.  

We went to the bedroom and I lay on my stomach, this being the first time 
I’d been in the bed. I stuffed a pillow under my head. 

“This isn’t right,” Deg said. 
“What isn’t right?” 
“We’re clothed. I can’t give you a proper massage if we’re wearing 

clothing.”   
I turned over to observe him. He unbuttoned his pants, then unzipped 

them. He stepped out of them, now totally naked. I sucked in a startled breath. I 
didn’t waste any more time. I was quickly growing hard, and stripped. I lay back 
down on my stomach. Deg reached out to the nightstand next to the bed and 
rummaged in the top drawer. He found a sealed bottle of oil. Clearly, he knew it 
had been there. I couldn’t believe it wasn’t a solid lump after all this time. He 
opened it, poured some out into his palm, then knelt on the bed, carefully 
maneuvering himself so that he could straddle my thighs. With the now-warm oil, 



he slowly rubbed the palms of his hands up and down my back, then applied just 
the right amount of pressure on my trapezoids.  

I tried. I really tried to discern how his slow deliberate actions were robotic 
in any sense, but I failed. The feel of his fingers, how he applied just the right 
amount of pressure on my muscles, the heat of his hands, his fluid motions, 
made it literally impossible to believe he wasn’t a real person. About ten minutes 
into this slow sensuous massage, I reached back to feel his balls. They had 
drawn up tight. His penis was sticking straight up as if he were horny. 

“You’re hard,” I said. 
“Doing this makes me feel the need to ejaculate. Do you feel the same 

way?” 
“Uh-huh,” I said. 
With that, he took a different tack. He maneuvered himself so that both of 

his knees now against my side. With one hand he explored my butt and anus, 
then felt up the hard hump at the base of my penis. My balls had long since 
drawn up tight as well, and he expertly fondled them as he began to be ever 
more deliberately erotic in how he was touching me. I started spontaneously 
humping the sheet, but as soon as I started doing that, he turned me over. Now 
on my back, he straddled my thighs and began to massage my upper arms, my 
chest, then my neck and face. There was no way this was going to end until I had 
an orgasm. He adjusted himself so that his genitals were touching mine. I looked 
down there ever so often, reveling in this moment.  

Then Deg did the most amazing thing. He reached over to the bottle, 
poured some of the oil into his hand, then worked it onto my penis, then his anus. 
Without warning, he took my shaft in his hand, and aimed it at his hole. I let him. 
Within seconds, he had sunk down onto me and was bouncing up and down. He 
was slowly jacking off. As if a bot could even do such a thing! 

This isn’t happening, I thought. I am not fucking a bot. Rylo couldn’t have 
been this clever. But he had been this clever. And before I wanted to, I was 
moaning. My semen gushed into whatever cavity he had back there. Seconds 
later, Deg issued a series of guttural sounds so real, that for a split second I was 
sure he had come alive. Clear liquid spurted from his penis six times in quick 
succession. It obviously wasn’t semen, but it seemed real enough, because his 
reactions were exactly what a human would do when having an orgasm. 

After he had finished ejaculating, he stayed hard and slowly rode my still-
stiff penis up and down. He did this for a few minutes, keeping me hard. I had 
come so quickly that I hoped I wouldn’t soften up right away. I didn’t until he 
stopped. 

“Rylo liked it when I would do that after he came. Did you like that?” 
I could only nod as I held on to his forearms.  
Finally, he rose up high enough for my penis to pop out of him. Some of 

my semen spilled out onto my genitals as he did that. But nearly as quickly as the 
first gooey amount came out, he had apparently snapped himself shut. 

“I have to clean up or it will putrefy. Can you wait for me to return?” Deg 
asked. 

“I’m not going anywhere,” I replied, thinking how silly his statement was.  



He went to the bathroom. Next to the toilet was a standard bidet, which 
came in handy for elimination and sex clean up. While he was gone, I found a t-
shirt in the nightstand. I used it to clean myself up. I wadded it up and tossed it 
into a corner. It would sit there until the end of time, I figured. 

Deg returned a few minutes later. “We will sleep now?” 
“You sleep?”  
“I won’t. I will be still and hold you while you do.” 
I no longer thought of him as a bot. Instead, I thought of him as a naive 

man who had just learned he was gay and could sleep with men. He seemed 
eager enough to do so. I welcomed it. 

Deg climbed into the bed and nestled himself against my back. I pulled the 
sheet around us. We adjusted our bodies until he was snuggled up against my 
backside. He was fully hard again. I adjusted myself until his penis was nestled 
between my buttocks. It had been so long since I had done anything as sensual 
as this that I was instantly hard again. But I was spent. I wasn’t going to come 
again. I had come twice already today, totally unexpectedly, too. I wasn’t good for 
any more than that. If I had been my thirteen-year old self again, it would have 
been a different story. I’m sure I would been on my third or fourth orgasm by this 
time.  

I grasped his hand and pulled it to my chest. Without warning, I began to 
weep. It happened so fast that I was unprepared for how such strong emotion 
overtook me. In the last several hours I had experienced amazing discoveries, 
had two orgasms with a completely lifelike bot, and was now sleeping with him! 
All of it was so marvelous and unexpected. I was a mere historian. I had never 
been privileged to experience such things before.  

“You’re crying,” Deg said. “Was our sex not pleasing?” 
“I’m overwhelmed,” I said between sobs. 
“I will leave the bed,” Deg said. He started to move. 
I grasped his hand even tighter. “No. Stay with me.” 
“I’m confused,” he replied. 
“Just stay here.” I realized what the tears were about. They were witness 

to the decades of me not having a proper loving relationship. I held on to him as 
each tear spilled out black loneliness. At one point, I was crying so hard that my 
sides began to hurt. The tears and anguish continued like that for a good five 
minutes. Deg was terribly concerned, which was a comfort in itself. Finally, I felt 
drained. The tears stopped, the ugly sadness disappeared. In its place, was an 
anchor. That anchor was Deg. A lifeless android. No, not lifeless. Deg was more 
alive than anyone I’d been in bed with as an adult. I turned to face him. The 
phosphorescent strips on the walls provided just enough illumination to see every 
shape in the room. There was enough to reflect in Deg’s eyes.  

“I know why Rylo made you,” I told him. Rylo must have experienced 
something like this. Perhaps in this very bed, Rylo must have been purged of an 
indescribable loneliness as well. Perhaps that confession was in one of his vids, 
which I hadn’t seen yet. 

Deg whispered. “Rylo needed me. I’m still saddened that he’s long gone. 
But perhaps it’s for the best that you’re here in his place. Perhaps it was 



inevitable.” 
The darkness had softened his facial features, making him look several 

years younger than the thirty plus years he appeared to be in the light. I gazed 
into his eyes, trying to figure out if he actually thought that way, or whether it was 
an extremely elaborate program just spitting out the words. But programs didn’t 
act autonomously. Deg did. Plus, Rylo had clearly indicated that Deg had 
become an ‘emergent consciousness’.  He was a separate being, distinct from 
Jerrody now. “Maybe it was,” I said. “Maybe it was inevitable.” 

The next morning, I dressed in a tank top, sheer pajama bottoms and 
wore my flip flops after shaving and showering. Afterward, Deg accompanied me 
to the galley where I had breakfast. He stayed naked. I preferred him that way. It 
was quite enjoyable to be there alone with such a good looking naked man.  

My research could wait. I no longer had an urgent need to make more 
discoveries. Now that I knew what was in Rylo’s computer, I didn’t need to bother 
with it until my last day, at which time I would just copy his entire storage system 
into mine. Essentially, I had already found all the missing data on Rylo’s life that I 
wanted or needed anyway. Sure, there were several dozen vids that I’d not even 
looked at yet that had nothing to do with Deg, that would fill in a lot more about 
his life while he had been here. But that could all wait. In the back of my mind 
though, I wondered if I could ever write the definitive book that had to be written 
about Rylo. Could I burst the bubble of his previous legacy and add all of this to 
it? A public revelation about this would be staggering. So staggering that I didn’t 
want to think about it right now. The only thing I wanted to do was be with Deg. I 
had no idea it would be so gratifying to interact with a bot. 

After breakfast we returned to the bedroom. I had decided that him being 
naked was too much of a distraction after all. I asked him to get dressed. 

“Do you enjoy sex in the morning?” Deg asked. 
“Yes,” I said. 
“Then we will have sex.” 
“Now?” 
“You prefer to wait?” 
I vigorously shook my head no. “Now is just fine.” 
Deg approached me and took the hem of my tank top in both hands. He 

slowly pulled it up and off. 
“Are you connected?” he asked. 
“Connected to what?” 
“Here.” 
He proceeded to lick one of my nipples while pinching the other.  
The little gasps out of my mouth told him what he wanted to know and 

answered my question. When he was done with his pinching and licking, he 
pulled back. He was fully hard again. His balls were drawn up tight. The sight of 
him excited, along with his licking and pinching had me aroused like it had been 
weeks, instead of mere hours, since we’d last had sex. He pulled my pajama 
bottoms off and pointed to the bed. “Lay on your back,” he told me.  

I did so, my feet on the floor. He went down on his knees in front of me 
and proceeded to use his mouth so skillfully that it felt as if I were fucking him 



instead of getting a blowjob. He did that for a few minutes then pulled my legs up 
and started tonguing my balls, my perineum, then poked his tongue into my anus. 
He licked and probed while jacking me off. I had never experienced such ardent 
sexual desire. By that time, I was pre-verbal because I was only capable of 
making guttural sounds. His tongue, his expert licking, the caresses of my balls 
and just the right pressure on my penis as he stroked me, made me explode. 
Despite having come less than eight hours previous, my semen shot out so hard 
it hit my chin twice. I moaned for the longest time I think I’ve ever been vocal 
during sex with anyone or with myself.  

After I was able to open my eyes, Deg straddled me, palmed as much of 
my semen as he could scoop up, then used it as lube to jack himself off. Why he 
needed to do that mystified me. But perhaps it was because of the fact that he 
was modeled on a real human man who would have appreciated how to do so. 
When he came, more of those little jets of water squirted onto me, which made 
me chuckle. 

I was still having a difficult time understanding how Rylo had been able to 
infuse this bot with enough dexterity to perform something as intimate as human 
sexual activity. Sex in our culture was, by law and tradition, outwardly used as a 
bonding agent for creating families. At least that was the official explanation, the 
surface of things. And that’s why male-male or female-female sexual activity was 
never openly discussed. It was a given that only male-female bonding could 
create families.  

The NexGen computers were programmed to reject the combining of stem 
cells from the same sex. To my knowledge no one had even considered cracking 
the coding in a NexGen to allow for such a thing. I found that odd actually 
because underneath that carefully controlled cultural surface, everyone used sex 
as recreation. There had to be same-sex couples who wanted to have families. 
Those who liked the same sex were practicing all the time. Like I was right now, 
having recreational sex with a bot.  

Deg cleaned up again, not bothering to put his clothing back on. When he 
returned to the bedroom he had a bottle of the dermal lube Rylo had used on his 
skin. He asked me to apply some to his entire body. He stood in front of the bed 
with his legs spread apart, his penis at full attention, and his arms stretched out. I 
sat on the edge of the bed and spent a lot of time on his penis, but realized that I 
had to apply the stuff to his entire body for it to be effective. I worked on his balls, 
his ass, his inner thighs, then the rest of his body. It was as if we hadn’t just had 
sex and this was foreplay, because I was hard the entire time. While I applied the 
dermal lube, and because I had his attention, it gave me the opportunity to ask 
him some questions. 

“Tell me about Jerrody.” 
“Jerrody was the seed and the egg. He was the beginning,” Deg said 

rather cryptically.  
“That sounds too mysterious. How about you just describe him as you 

knew him.” 
“Jerrody was a teaching assistant when Rylo was in engineering school. 

They bonded because of Jerrody’s Five Rules.” 



“Jerrody’s Five Rules?” 
“Jerrody had decided that the perfect male bond begins with the mutual 

desire to be naked with each other. That leads to sexual desire as it fills each 
body.” 

“And the rest of the rules?” 
“The mutual need, desire and experience of jacking each other off to 

orgasm. The need, desire and experience of ejaculating into each other’s mouth. 
And the need, desire and experience of having an orgasm while one’s penis is 
buried inside the other’s anus.” 

I had never heard of any such rules and no one had ever articulated such 
a thing to me before. But it made sense! 

“In that order?”  
“Jerrody decided that it was best if they were in that order.” 
“But there’s more to male bonding than just sex.” 
“Those rules lead to an emotional component if there isn’t one already.” 
“Oh. So, did Jerrody and Rylo experience them in that order?” Clearly, 

they had that emotional bond. 
“They did.” 
“Fuck,” I said under my breath. “Rylo must have loved Jerrody like no one 

else,” I then said out loud. 
“I remember Jerrody telling Rylo many times that he loved him. But I don’t 

have that experience now.” 
“Why not?” 
“Love is complex and complicated. It involves many different emotions at 

the same time. It’s not a… permanent condition. When Rylo awakened me I did 
not have that state of consciousness, only memories of it.” 

“You understand what consciousness is?” 
“I’m aware of light, sound, temperature, pressure, sexual desire and other 

sensory inputs. I have cognitive functions that are a synthesis of them. Jerrody’s 
memories and my current experiences produce a matrix of information. I am 
conscious because of that.” 

“You’re amazing, Deg. Simply amazing. No. Rylo was amazing. There 
was so much to him than he ever let on. He deliberately hid this entire portion of 
his life. He walked away from the evidence here on this moon. He left all of it 
behind and never referenced it again.” I hoped that some of the journal vids I’d 
not seen yet explained how he could have done that. 

 
For the next several days I did little of import.  I ate in the galley, had the 

AI give me remote access via my pad to the station’s systems that I was to 
monitor; and regularly checked in with the salvage team at the other station. 
They were on schedule. I only told them that I too was on target, had discovered 
a few things on Rylo’s computer, and was working on a way to get into the 
workroom in his suite. One of them suggested I use explosives. Another 
suggested I use a common crowbar. Of course roughnecks would say that.  

I was hatching a plan about how to bring Deg back with me. I didn’t know 
how I would go about that just yet.  



Deg seduced me at all hours of the day and night. He seemed insatiable. 
And, since I was there alone, I didn’t care. I was constantly being sexually 
needed, wanted and desired. It was something I had never experienced before. 
Deg would spend time staring at me, feeling me up, teasing my penis, tonguing 
me, fingering my hole, then making me have an orgasm in any way that made 
me happy. I fucked him every day at least once. 

 
* 

 
It was my tenth day and only minutes after I had checked in with the 

salvage crew. Deg came to Ops holding the bottle of lube. He was naked. I was 
wearing a t-shirt, those pajama bottoms and flip-flops. Deg came up to me, pulled 
my shirt off and began to playfully flick his tongue across my nipples. While he 
did that, he squirted some of the lube onto his upturned penis, slathered it all 
over, then began to probe my hole with a slicked up finger. 

I knew what he was up to. It was something we hadn’t done yet. “It’s too 
big,” I told him. 

“My penis is exactly eighteen point five eight centimeters in length,” he 
replied. 

Mine is two centimeters shorter, but his is thicker. Way thicker. “It’s not the 
length I’m concerned about, it’s your girth. You’re huge.” 

“I’ll be careful. You will guide me in and tell me what to do,” he replied. 
Apparently, despite the morphic skin, he had been endowed with a specific 
length and girth, which was immutable. 

Actually, I just shrugged. I no longer cared what he was up to. I was much 
more enamored with the fact that he was constantly interested in pleasing me. 
So, I let him have his way with me. 

He took a good long time prepping my anus by poking himself in there a 
bit at a time, then pulling out every time he went in a little further. I made it easier 
for him by putting one of my feet up onto one of the seats, the other remaining on 
the floor. I held onto one of the consoles. Pretty soon, he had his entire length 
inside me. It had hurt a lot at first, but as he found a rhythm, the pain changed to 
extreme pleasure. I didn’t touch myself. I was so hard that I was afraid that if I did 
I would come. I let him fuck me for over ten minutes, moaning like a wild animal 
most of the time. Finally though, I could no longer hold off. I shot all over the side 
of the console. He held himself inside me, wiggling his penis a little while I came 
down from my high.  

“Rylo enjoyed being fucked twice in a row,” Deg said. “Do you?” 
“I guess we’re gonna find out.” 
And we did. He held on to my deltoid with one hand. With the other, he 

pinched my nipple as he started up a slow rhythm in my ass. I was still partially 
tumescent, but to get myself fully hard again, I started jacking off. With him 
working on me from behind and me working on myself, I came in just a few 
minutes. My orgasm was so intense I thought I was going to have a heart attack. 
And again, Deg kept himself inside me. But finally, after slowly pulling out, then 
pushing himself back in again several times, he finally slipped completely out of 



me. My legs were rubbery and my ass was sore. But I was sated beyond all 
measure. I leaned back against the console and Deg held on to me as my penis 
slowly drooped. He was still hard, not having issued his water squirts. He looked 
down at my penis as it fell over, then held my gaze. He smiled, then caressed my 
face, as if he’d given me a gift and was searching for a proper reaction.  

Later, Deg decided that he wanted to sit on the huge rock ledge 
overlooking Tingala Fjord in the holo room. It was a popular place back home 
because of the exceptionally high perch it provided. Deg said he enjoyed it 
because the program was set for an extraordinarily clear day where one could 
see for at least thirty kilometers. He asked me to join him, but I declined. I felt a 
little claustrophobic now with him constantly at my side. As much as I enjoyed his 
presence, there was only so much attention I could pay to him. I needed some 
space.  

I went to Rylo’s workstation after he activated the holo, and began to look 
at some of the other vids, ones about three-quarters of the way through the 
tagged sequence. 

 
/Deg’s recharging and can’t hear me. Jerrody’s personality has just about 

disappeared. He has qualities that Jerrody used to have, but he’s different from 
Jerrody in nearly every way. He craves being with me and wants to have sex a 
lot. He doesn’t experience being satiated, so doesn’t know when it should be 
over. I’ve not figured out a way to make him feel that way, but perhaps it’s 
because it’s the way non-biological sensors behave. I’m not quite sure. As 
annoying as that can be, I find it endearing at the same time. I have this 
handsome man in my quarters who has difficulty being satisfied. Imagine that, a 
man who can’t get enough of me! I never intended to keep him for very long. He 
was supposed to be a proof-of-concept. But as I mentioned before, I didn’t 
expect him to gain an independent personality. And that presents me with a 
dilemma. I’ve got Jerrody back, but I also got someone else, too.  In a way that’s 
been so overwhelmingly wonderful that I can’t dismantle him. But I have to. I 
have no idea how to do it or even if I can do it. I-I don’t know how I’m going to 
handle this. I wish I could see the future and know what to do./ 

 
But I know the past and I see now that the Ketiga Disaster provided the 

out he needed. As I thought about that, I noticed one important thing in all of the 
vids Rylo had made. Not a single one of them so far had Deg in them. Why that 
was, I couldn't say. He seemed perfectly willing to discuss intimate details of 
them having sex together, but hadn’t actually recorded Deg. Perhaps I just hadn't 
seen any of them yet? But I had a list of all the vids tagged with the word 'Deg'. 
There were many vids I still hadn’t seen yet. Perhaps there were an entire series 
with them interacting. 
 

/Tonight, I let him fuck me. He knows what turns me on and precisely what 
to say. He's an expert, just like Jerrody was. But it’s clearly Deg whom I’m with. 
My original experiment is over. In a way, it’s best that he only has memories of 
Jerrody and has become a separate entity. But that concerns me. What if he 



turns on me? What if he no longer wants to be my companion? What if he 
demands his own life, a life separate from me? I couldn’t stand that. I’ve become 
attached to Deg. I crave being with him. The workday can’t end fast enough. I 
don’t socialize much with my co-workers. Everyone just thinks of me as a private 
person though. So far, no one suspects anything unusual. At least I don’t think so. 
How long that can go on before someone figures out what’s going on in my 
quarters, I can’t say. I’ve talked with Deg about that. He consoles me and tells 
me to join him in the holo room for some quiet time. Of course, that inevitably 
leads to us having sex./ 

 
I leaned back in the chair and fiddled with my penis for a moment. How 

interesting that I happened to stumble upon that particular vid. The exact same 
thing happened to me: Deg had fucked me for the first time today. 
 

* 
 
I had two days left on the station and was beginning to be antsy about 

what to do about Deg. He knew my time was short here, but hadn’t said a word 
about what I was going to do with him. I had had so much sex with him that I was 
hugely reluctant to just give it or him up for that alone. I still couldn’t get over the 
fact that I was in the presence of something far more important than a sex bot 
though. Deg was most likely the most advanced non-biological being in the 
Cluster. How could I possibly keep him? He would be the center of attention of 
every scientist on Dahkerran. The news of his discovery would override 
everything else. That would put a permanent end to my relationship with him. 

 
* 

 
“Yes, I got the workroom door opened. I found something remarkable 

inside it. It’s a bot,” I told Pask while sitting at the Ops station. Outside, the sun 
was just about to set, making the landscape look eerie and gloomy.  

“I don’t see how that’s remarkable,” he replied. 
“It’s not just any bot. Take a look.” I attached a photo I had taken of him 

laying in the stasis pod. He was fully dressed in his long khaki pants and button 
down shirt. He looked like a mannequin.  

“It looks lifelike,” Pask remarked. 
“I suspect it’s an experiment Rylo had been conducting on constructing 

humanoid bots.” 
“I thought no one’s allowed to do such a thing. Wasn’t it Dr. Se Na who 

lobbied hard for that law?” 
“He did. Oh, I’m claiming salvage rights to the stasis pod and its contents.” 
Pask shrugged his shoulders. “It’s your research,” he said. 
Good. At least I had gotten past that hurdle. But the main one was the 

captain. Telling him I was going to bring a lifelike bot on board, even one in stasis, 
might cause him to be mighty suspicious.  

I checked the time. I had twenty minutes before the ship was in 



communications range.  
 
“You have a what?” the captain asked. 
“It’s a lifelike bot,” I said as I nodded. 
“In stasis?” 
“I think he put it in there to preserve its delicate skin structure. I haven’t 

been able to get it activated yet. Actually, I don’t think it can be activated. I’ll 
know once I’ve gone through more of Rylo’s records whether its programming 
was completed or not. But I’m claiming salvage rights to it because it’s part of my 
research and an artifact of his life.” 

“Bot or no bot, we have no interest in that station. It’s yours.” 
That was it. I was off the hook. They must be counting money already, 

uninterested in anything other than what they had found. That was good for me 
since it kept their noses out of my business. 

 
* 

 
“Look Deg, I’m taking you back to Dahkerran, but you can’t be active 

during the journey. You’d be taken away and never seen again if you walked off 
the ship. Before the crew arrives, I have to put you in stasis.” 

“I trust you.” 
“You’ll have to.” I hoped I could trust the crew, the captain and everyone 

else between now and when I arrived back home. I was putting a lot of faith in 
that hope. I had no other choice. 

Rylo had left a sentient bot on this station to die in some unknown future. I 
understood why, but I couldn’t let it happen. Not now. Not after what I’d 
discovered about Rylo; what I had gone through as a result of being with Deg for 
these last thirteen days, and the renewed enthusiasm I had for life as a result of 
being with a sexual partner in a way I never even knew was possible. I had 
always known that sex was one of the most important needs a human being had. 
But I was on the receiving end of a culture that had no idea what they were doing 
to an entire segment of their very own people by denying us access, rights and 
recognition of our unique needs. Rylo had been extremely cognizant of that. As a 
result of his intense desire to rectify that for himself, along with his unparalleled 
genius, he had surmounted all of that, even if it had been in secret.  

I stood in front of the stasis pod and watched Deg as the sleep sequence 
started up. I then went to the holo wall and pressed my palm against it. The 
control panel lit up. I called up a starry night in the middle of the desert. The room 
went dark. My eyes slowly adjusted to the myriad stars in the Cluster, shining 
down on me. I looked up into the wide night sky, surrounded by a hauntingly 
stark landscape, something impossible to do on the surface of Ketiga. I found 
myself choked with emotion at how lucky I had been. Two weeks ago, I couldn’t 
have imagined the feeling of release I was going to have at the end of this stay. I 
was sure I was going to be happy to have found some missing data about Rylo, 
but there was no way I could have foreseen a change of my entire being. 

Even through that profound sense of wonder, I suddenly found myself 



feeling pathetic for having had sex with a bot. I had had sex with objects before, 
but never with a bot. Yet this bot wasn’t just any bot, as I had come to 
understand in ways I never expected. He was something grand and magnificent 
instead. Yet, wasn’t I pathetic for getting naked with it… him? I shook my head 
no. If anyone was pathetic, it had been Rylo. He’s the one who went to 
extraordinary lengths to create an artificial being just so he could have a sexual 
outlet.  

I shook my head again. No.  Rylo wasn’t pathetic. Rylo was the genius 
who had infused his bot with a real person’s personality and nurtured it until it 
had taken a trajectory of its own. Rylo’s stunted sex life, combined with his need 
to have a connection with someone again, someone he truly loved, had driven 
him. Just like I had been driven to discover these secrets about Rylo.  

I realized I shared a personality flaw with Rylo. We were both obsessed. 
Once we got a notion into our heads, we went to great lengths to fulfill it. And my 
obsession, my relentless quest to uncover more of Rylo’s legacy, had led me to 
one of the most remarkable chapters of my life, and directly into his carefully 
hidden one. However bizarre and crazy Rylo’s internal struggles had been, it had 
ultimately resulted in Deg. And, despite Rylo questioning his sanity, I’m sure now 
that Deg kept him from going insane. 

Suddenly, all of what had transpired: my discovery of Rylo’s personal log, 
of Deg, of my fascinating talks with his bot, the exploration of his emotions, and 
the thoroughly satisfying sex I’d had with him, came to a head. This starry night 
venue I had called up was perfect. The vast night sky seemed to reflect the 
endless possibilities I had in my life now.  

A powerful wave of catharsis crashed over me. I dropped to my knees 
onto the simulated desert floor and found myself weeping like a little boy. I was in 
such awe.  No one was pathetic, and I was the winner in all of this. I had learned 
about Deg, Jerrody, and Rylo. I had been sexually satisfied for the first time in my 
life. That alone had filled such a need in me that I felt whole like never before.  

Without even knowing it, Rylo had left me a gift. A gift impossible to return. 
But maybe, just maybe, that wasn’t entirely accurate. If I could get Deg home 
with me, maybe I could do something for Rylo that he was unable to do, 
regardless of his genius. Maybe I could give him a gift, the gift of a completed 
project. Deg didn’t have a record of being born or ever having lived on Dahkerran, 
but there were ways to fake a person’s identification. I’m an historian! I have 
access to records on people that few know how to retrieve. I could forge 
credentials and have him step into someone else’s life. Rylo had sort of done that 
with someone who had died. Maybe I could do something similar for Deg.  

I was almost sure too that if I could get him back to my home I would 
eventually be able to book us passage to this mythical Nyhavn. I had to hope it 
still existed. I had to. If it did, I could help Deg to live out as close to a real life as 
possible. If I could pull all that off, it would bring Rylo’s genius to the next level, 
because Deg would be a sensation. Being on that planet might just fulfill a need 
inside me that was impossible on Dahkerran. I might find a person there to call 
my own. A human being, not a bot. And I would become the happiest man who 
had ever been born in the Cluster.  



I stood, brushed a few lingering tears from my face, looked up at the starry 
night sky with a wide smile on my face, and welcomed the future like never 
before.  


