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Vanilla didn’t know what happened to him. He was supposed to be out on a camping trip with a few of his friends. Jake agreed to go with them that time, which gave Vanilla the perfect in-road to finally make a move on him. Everything seemed to be going well. They spent the day setting up the tent and organizing the campsite, and when the sun fell, they started a bonfire and sat close together around it, all cuddled up roasting marshmallows.

One minute he was enjoying a moonlit walk in the woods before turning in for the night. Then there was a bright flash of light and he fell unconscious. The next thing he knew, he was waking up somewhere completely different! Wherever it was, it was chilly and made Vanilla feel uncomfortable. Whatever happened to him when he blacked out lingered in his head, making it difficult to suss out his surroundings as his vision stayed blurry and his mind remained fuzzy.

“Ungh...” Vanilla groaned. The florescent lighting that shined down on him from the ceiling made his eyes throb. He clenched them shut and did his best to shake it off and regain his senses. He moved to rub his head, to nurse the delirium away, only to find his wrist yanking on a restraint. That sobered him quickly, and his eyes snapped open to turn his head and look, seeing that his wrists were bound to some kind of slab by leather bracing.

He tried to lift his legs on reflex when he realized that he was stripped completely naked, but found his ankles restrained as well. The bulky bracers’ metal buckles clattered as he jerked them around, struggling against his bondage. When he discovered that he couldn’t move, he began to panic. “What the hell?!” He squeaked, “What’s going on?! Where am I?!”

It became evident that he was strapped down onto some kind of metal slab or table, one that was propped up at an almost-vertical angle like he was Frankenstein’s monster. There seemed to be equipment all around him - steel, square, angular consoles, view screen monitors on swivel arms, big glass vats full of some strange blue liquid, and touch-screen wall consoles decorated a small room with off-white walls, brown carpets, and ceiling lights.

The consoles all had big flashing buttons and lights on them that twinkled in a steady, consistent pattern. The view screens had vitals on them, the one nearest him had cords running from it to suction pads stuck to his temples, chest, and... embarrassingly, his bare, flaccid cock. The screen itself seemed to be keeping track of his vitals and displaying information about his body. Whatever words were on the screen were drawn in strange, runic symbols that he couldn’t understand. The entire aesthetic reminded him of old science-fiction TV programs.

Of course, given the situation, he couldn’t appreciate the finer points of the 60’s look. He was stripped naked, strapped to a slab, and he dared to think... abducted!

It was such a bizarre situation that he thought he might have been caught in a very elaborate prank. The place he was in was so comically unreal that there couldn’t have been a more rational explanation. He tried to think of how someone would pull something like that off. A lot of it could be chalked up to good old-fashioned movie magic... and chloroform, or something.

“Alright, that’s enough,” Vanilla said, “Someone come get me out of here!”

When he heard the doors to the room open with a satisfying, smooth “swish” sound, he thought he’d finally be let go and someone would have a laugh at his expense. Instead of that, he looked up to see a very alien-looking woman enter the room. “Alien-looking” was the most correct way to describe her, as she looked exactly like how someone would have imagined a Martian from Mars. She had smooth, blue skin and big, solid black eyes and little Martian antennae on her head. Her hair was a vibrant pink bob, and she dressed in a jumpsuit that was something out of the ray-punk era.

Her curvy legs weren’t covered by anything save for her silver high-heeled boots. Her hips sloped dramatically inward, meeting her velvet-red, leotard-like suit that fit snug and tight at the crotch to show off a plump mound. Her waist was ridiculously narrow, as was her chest - except for her over-voluptuous breasts near as big as her head. A star-shaped cut-out in the suit showed off an over-generous amount of under-bust, and her shoulders and arms were bare. Her silver gloves matched her boots and glittered with tacky sequins.

When she met eyes with Vanilla, there was a long pause where she very obviously eyed him up from top to bottom and back again. “Oh...” She said, interest apparent in her tone, “You’re awake earlier than expected.”

Vanilla just stared at her, the revelation dawning on him that he may not be being pranked. Mind-racking confusion was all over his face.

“Well then,” The woman said, “I suppose that allows me to run a few more tests before we return home. We’ll want to be sure you’re up to standard, even if the preliminary tests were promising.”

Vanilla shook his head as if he were the one not hearing her correctly. “Excuse me, what??” He asked, “What’s going on? Where the heck am I, lady, and where are my clothes, and what are you doing with me?!”

The alien recoiled when Vanilla’s frustration grew alongside his string of questions until he ended up yelling at her. She shook off the startling quickly and regained her composure with some effort. “Well I can answer all of those questions for you,” She explained and began by gesturing to herself, then around the room they were in. “My name is Zeolilu, and you’re aboard our humble little science vessel. I am a Muffnarian, you are an Earthling, and we’re taking you back to our home planet as part of what’s becoming a bi-annual ritual.”

She tapped her cheek as she considered her words. “Or maybe it’s quarterly by now...”

“What? Wait, what??” Vanilla felt like he had the spit slapped out of him by how casually this woman, this Zeolilu, blew past a confessed abduction. The rest of the alien nonsense just added to the puzzling predicament he found himself in. “Muffnarian? Ritual? I don’t know what you’re talking about!”

“Of course, you don’t, how could you?” Zeolilu said, dismissing his confusion outright, “Now let’s have a good look at you.”

“Hey... Hey!” Vanilla tried to get her to answer him, but she acted like she didn’t hear him. She stepped in close and looked him over again before pressing her fingers against his chest and prodding it, getting a feel for his pectoral muscles. Vanilla’s words nervously caught in his throat when she got in close enough for her big, blue, bouncy boobs to squish against him as she trailed her fingers along his neck and shoulders, giving him goosebumps.

She grabbed his face, tilting his head so he looked into her eyes. He tried to fight against her but found his lack of mobility to be a hindrance, not to mention she was practically straddling him at that point. Her breath was minty and cool against his fur, her lips got close to his, and he struggled to turn his head away from her.

“Yes... you’re certainly what they call a ‘femboy,’ without question.” She said, not seeming put off by his refusal of what he mistook for romantic advances. Her fingers stroked and caressed his chest like she was feeling him up, but her expression was nothing but studious. The juxtaposition was stark enough to be unsettling. “Such a soft face, such feminine eyes... Not at all like the more brutish of your species,” She said, smiling with satisfaction, “Your genes suit Muffnar perfectly.”

“Genes?” Vanilla grunted, barely able to keep up with where things were going. He was more concerned with her body touching his.

Her hands explored his form, down lower and lower until she was feeling up his hips. She twisted them and pulled them, almost like an actual medical examiner might. What Vanilla was really afraid of though...?

... Was when she grabbed his dick.

Both hands wrapped around his member, she gave it a few tentative squeezes. Then she looked at his face and her expression screwed into a confused squint. “What’s this?” She asked.

“It’s my dick!” Vanilla shouted, “Don’t just grab it like that!”

“I know that!” The alien responded incredulously, “I’m not a child. I mean why is it like this?”

She stood back and shook his shaft, the flaccid thing flopping around as she did. “Why is it so... soft and floppy? I squished my boobs on you! Shouldn’t that cause more of a reaction?”

Vanilla stared at her in awe of her naivety. “... Lady,” He said, “I’m gay. I don’t like women like that.”

“That’s fine,” She said, “I’m gay too, so you’re allowed to get aroused by me if you want.”

The mouse had to reboot after hearing that.

“WHAT??” He gasped, “What... what kind of logic is that?!”

Without taking her eyes off his, she began to pump her hands over his shaft, stroking him off with that same professional demeanour she’d maintained through most of the situation. “It’s simply the natural way of things,” She said, “The Cocklord showed us the way.”

“Ngh!” Vanilla struggled against his bonds, unable to stop her from jerking him off. Despite what he said, and how he felt, his body was honest. His cock started stiffening, erecting to the stimulation. “Did you say ‘Cocklord?’ What the fuck...?”

“Everyone on our planet is a woman,” The alien explained, “And we’re exclusively interested in females. I’m told that means we’re what you call ‘gay.’ Normally we wouldn’t be interested in males at all, but both of us being gay... it changes the dynamic. It explains why I feel so... excited to jack you off. It wouldn’t feel the same way otherwise.”

Vanilla couldn’t make sense of what she was saying. It sounded ridiculous. Whoever this “Cocklord” was... they gas-lit these alien women flawlessly. He wasn’t sure if he should be cross with Zeolilu or feel sorry for her. He also wasn’t sure how he was going to explain his erection. It wasn’t subtle - he slung a foot and a half of dick between his legs, and with her rubbing and tugging, it was rock hard. Her hands felt... good! Her alien skin was silky soft, and compared to the cool air of the room, her touch was refreshingly warm.

“Ah, you see?” She flashed him a proud, cute little smile and knelt to hold his shaft up and pressed it against her cheek. “You’re erect! That’s a relief. I thought for a moment that you wouldn’t be fit for the ritual!”

“Uh...!” Vanilla blushed heavily, rendered speechless. Inside, he was panicking. “That’s not...!”

“Two ‘gay’ people can be interested in one another,” Zeolilu said, “Silly.” She rolled her eyes... or did something approximating that with her solid, pupiless eyes, and then simply let him go. She stood up and moved to one of the monitors to study whatever information was on it, all bent over with her big, bubbly butt sticking up. Vanilla looked, but only in utter shock of her carelessly sexual nature.

“Yes, that’s very good... Oh, you’ve got a powerful cock.” She said, “The readings here indicate that you’ll be wondrous breeding stock! And it’s a good thing, too... we’re short on...”

She paused and looked back at him for a moment.

“... Volunteers,” She shrugged, “But based on what I’m seeing here and, well... there, you’ll do just fine.”

“Breeding?” Vanilla repeated, “Breeding?! Like making babies, breeding?!”

“Yes,” Zeolilu responded, “Are you... unaware of how that works? Well, you see, at its core it’s all about you sticking your cock into...”

“I KNOW HOW BABIES GET MADE!” Vanilla cut her off, “But... but I’m gay! I don’t want to make babies with you or anyone else from your weird planet!”

Zeolilu finally seemed to stop and consider Vanilla’s feelings on the matter. “Oh,” She said, considering then how he was forcefully abducted from his home planet, wasn’t typically interested in women, and had probably never seen an alien species before. It finally made sense why he was acting so aggressive. She looked away from him, hand up to her mouth, brow furrowed in thought.

“... Oh well~” She then simply shrugged, “It simply must be done. Don’t worry, we’ll return you to your home planet after you recover.”

Vanilla gawked at her. “Recover???”

At that precise moment, something on Zeolilu’s person made a chirping sound. It stole her attention away from Vanilla for a moment, and she turned away to tap a pin she was wearing on her chest. From behind, it seemed as if she was kneading her own breast, and for all Vanilla knew, she may as well have been doing just that. This whole scenario had all the tacky trappings of a bad porno.

“Science Officer Zeolilu? This is the bridge. We’re beginning our approach to Muffnar. Prepare the boy-toy for transport.”

Vanilla frowned. Boy-toy? That couldn’t have been a scientific designation... then again, these aliens seemed to believe that a gay man and a lesbian woman could cancel each other out, so it seemed unlikely that this was even remotely insincere.

“Acknowledged.” Zeolilu said, returning her attention to Vanilla. “We’re almost there, so we’re going to have to prepare you for transport now.”

“Transport? What? No! Nonono!” Vanilla protested, and struggled against his bonds for emphasis, if nothing else. He was ultimately ignored and ineffectual, as the alien woman proceeded with the preparations regardless.

It was hard to keep track of what happened next. Vanilla tried to equate the procedure to getting off a plane - the vessel lands somewhere, a dock of some kind, it connects to the terminal, and the people on board funnel off. For the most part, it was a lot like that, but the environment he found himself in was completely... alien! Whatever cargo bay he found himself unloaded into looked nothing like any building on Earth. The architecture was very rounded - corners seemed to be forbidden. The designs of everything from their floor tiles to their chairs seemed to incorporate runic designs, resulting in a superfluous look.

It was definitely science-fiction, even from what little Vanilla could see as he was unloaded still strapped to the examination table he’d been placed on - and still naked. Spartan, utilitarian, whatever someone wanted to call it, the Muffnarian’s society seemed to be very well-organized. They were busily shuffling around like bees in a hive, all seeming to have particular jobs and tasks and single-mindedly performing them with drone-like professionalism. They all dressed in tight clothing like any old ray-punk character from old media, often dressed in extravagantly wide skirts or tight leotards made to cover precious little of their curvaceous alien bodies.

Then there was the outside, through the windows. That took Vanilla’s breath away. The planet he found himself on looked barren on the outside, The landscape was rocky, full of sharp ridges and craters on grey rock with seemingly no atmosphere. The sky was a nebula of colour, coming from an actual nebula, and what wasn’t hidden behind the gaseous space dust was dotted with millions of twinkling stars in deep, dark space. It was unclear if there was even a sun to speak of, though Vanilla didn’t imagine the planet full of scantily clad “lesbians” suffered from the cold. For that matter, neither did he despite the fact he was completely without clothing.

That was the one thing that seemed to disrupt the entire colony he was in. He couldn’t be wheeled within ten feet of a Muffnarian without their attention becoming engrossed with him. The other science officers on the ship, those receiving the ship’s cargo, those writing the manifest, and even those milling about on their way from one thing or another, would drop whatever they were doing to come look at him. They stared at him with alien fascination - and he stared back, because they were alien to each other. Vanilla watched a veritable parade of vibrantly coloured women come size him up. Some of them even touched him, and often reacted as if they’d done something terribly naughty like steal a cookie from the cookie jar.

The science officers did their best to keep their fellow Muffnarians from prodding him too much, insisting that they leave him be, for he was to be used for “the ritual.” This was unanimously accepted by all who heard it, and they were quick to correct their behaviour when told... but they stared at him with eager smiles as he was carted away. Vanilla was taken from the loading bay and brought covertly to another facility using an underground route. They loaded him onto a pod-like vehicle not unlike a forklift and drove him through the underground tunnels some distance.

Whenever he asked where he was going, they would answer only with “the theatre.”

Vanilla didn’t know what this “theatre” was, but he hoped it wasn’t the Earth concept of one.

His disappointment was matched only by his tremendous anxiety. After a long trip, which he learned ranged from one sci-fi dome on the planet’s surface to the second one over, he was brought to what appeared to be the readying room inside a large outdoor amphitheatre. Unlike the sleek metal of the other buildings, it appeared to be made of marble. The columns and pillars that both supported the structure and simply decorated it were built to Roman architecture. This was decidedly very Earth-like, which Vanilla found very curious. If these alien women were barely aware of Earth and its people... why did they have historical Earth architecture?

Vanilla was brought into the chamber and set down in a place that reminded him of a movie star’s ready room. It was likely for legitimate performances, where the stars would put on make-up, wardrobe, and prepare themselves for... what would Muffnarians watch? Plays? Musicals? Whatever it was, they evidently took it seriously. The facilities were, from Vanilla’s limited knowledge, perfect. Too bad he wouldn’t be able to use them of his own volition.

Without being freed from his bondage, he was approached by a four Muffnarians. Their skin was a variety of colours ranging from pink to orange, and their hair was just as vibrant and styled in extravagant ways. They dressed in the same skimpy manner as everyone else, and their bodies were curved to the ninth, to put it lightly. They held objects in their hands, ones small enough that Vanilla couldn’t make out what they were - but they moved on him with sinister purpose. The looks in their bold, black eyes activated his fight or flight.

Vanilla turned his head and shut his eyes when one of them stuffed a powder brush in his face. His resistance was met by firm hands from one of the others, turning his head and pushing him into compliant positions. They powdered his face, neck, and chest. They pat something else over his underarms, and even some between his legs. They briefly and barely rubbed it into his fur, leaving his skin feeling cool and dry beneath. They moved on to fluffing his hair and smoothing his fur out, so he looked presentable.

The last thing they did was have one of them grab his dick and start rubbing some sort of lotion into it. It wasn’t regular lubricant, because the alien working his shaft had to wear gloves to avoid touching the substance, and when it got on his flesh it immediately felt hot and his loins felt energized. He protested and resisted of course, ignored as he always was, while the lotion’s effects brought him to erection against any inclination of his. The Muffnarians didn’t seem to mind - the group of four who had approached him had become only two, as the other two were distracted crooning over the sight of his cock.

“So big for someone so fair!” One said.

“His balls are really impressive!” Said another, “Look at the size of them!”

A hand came up under his testicles and hefted them, rolling them in its palm. The alien responsible stared in awe and said, “They’re bigger than the Cocklord’s.”

The others gasped and made “ooooh” sounds, clearly in a taunting tone, but also in jest. What that Muffnarian just said was scandalous, though Vanilla didn’t understand how - and he cared even less. He was fuming over the fact that they were still rubbing him off with their gloved hands! And it felt good! It was impossible to make the argument that he was gay when he was getting erect from being fondled by women.

“Stop feeling me up!” Vanilla demanded.

A pink-skinned and green-haired alien looked up at his face, curiosity painted on her face. “You like this, don’t you? Males like this sort of thing,” She said, her question posed rhetorically, “See? You’re hard. That means you’re enjoying yourself.”

“That oil or whatever you rubbed on me is making me do it!” Vanilla argued, “And it’s just... just a physical reaction! I don’t like this at all!”

The Muffnarians chuckled at his pouty expression. “I dunno about that...” One said, smirking at him, “But you’re right! It’s physical. So, don’t think about it too hard.”

Before Vanilla could explode on them for their severely flawed logic, a rather official-looking Muffnarian bust into the room. It was difficult to say just how she looked like the authority she was - perhaps it was something about her clothing that made her look like an officer, albeit a heavily perverted facsimile of one, mixed with cheesy science-fiction. If not her straight posture, the little officer’s hat on her head would have been the only real indication of her station. Her looking like a stripper, Vanilla was learning, was something normal on this planet.

“Is the fuckboi ready?” She barked, “The Cocklord is growing impatient!”

The women tending to him scattered like roaches, their fun broken up. They cleared the way for the officer to see Vanilla spread out and fully erect. He was breathing a little heavily and his heart was racing, but the warm, tingling sensation that was spreading to every extremity led him to believe that it was the lotion’s doing. Mentally, he wasn’t excited at all. His body, though, felt more ready to fuck than he ever had before.

The officer’s eyes lit up - as much as pure-black spheres could. She pressed her fingers together and grinned most wickedly. “Perfect... he’s perfect,” She said, “Complete the preparations. The ritual begins now.”

There was a palpable excitement in the room. The four prep-girls activated the anti-gravity lifts on the slab Vanilla was on, raising it from the floor to be easily pushed around as if it were sliding on ice. “Up you go!” one of the aliens said, and once the skiffs were active, they began carting him out toward the door. Vanilla’s anxiety was immense. He felt like his heart was going to jump out of his mouth.

At this point, the reception he received was expected. His prep team waited diligently as an announcement to the theatregoers was made. “Welcome to the mating ritual!” They said, even though everything he’d heard since getting to that planet suggested that they all knew what the event was. Theatrics were the same the galaxy over, Vanilla figured. Once the pomp and circumstance were over, they said, “Put your hands together for today’s fuckboi!”

Vanilla didn’t appreciate the name, but the Muffnarians sure seemed excited about it. He was brought out into the strong light of the amphitheatre, the bright lights almost blinding off the marble stone, casting a strong shadow over the crowd. It looked and sounded like there were tons of them out there, though, all gathered to watch him. They cheered and screamed and whistled and hooted, all worked up into a lather over the event. Vanilla looked around the bowl-shaped bleachers, and soon settled his attention on a risen platform where a man sat with a Muffnarian on each side.

It was hard to make out the details from far away, but he was certainly slate grey and anthropomorphic, like Vanilla. He sat on some tacky-looking throne and the Muffnarians with him were dressed up similarly to Princess Leia in Star Wars when she was a slave to Jabba the Hutt. Seeing them in what amounted to chain mail bikinis, Vanilla wondered how necessary it was. A lot of the regular Muffnarians walked around almost naked most of the time anyway! Vanilla briefly wondered what made them so special, before he realized that the man they were with was what the Muffnarians called the “Cocklord.”

When he thought about it, obviously anyone who goes by a name like that is... well, the kind of person who’d con a bunch of lesbian aliens into having sex with men. Vanilla couldn’t say if he was a genius or just that terrible.

He was wheeled out in clear view of this Cocklord and left there by the attendants, alone on the stage. Vanilla peered up at him, visibly confused, and the man just leered back at him with this shit-eating grin. He looked to be some kind of raccoon, clearly from Earth... just what kind of racket was he running here? Was Vanilla really on a whole other planet, or was it a massive, elaborate playground for a man-child with too much time and money on his hands? When he considered the latter, what little magic there was in the situation was promptly smothered.

“Ugh, I’m in some pervert’s fantasy land...” Vanilla muttered.

“Welcome to this month’s... err, weeks...? Uh...” The Cocklord spoke, at first boisterously, then uncertain. “... Well, welcome to this mating ritual. It’s time to knock some of you alien bitches up!”

The cheering he received for calling literally everyone in attendance “alien bitches” was unreal. There was no doubt in Vanilla’s mind, this weirdo was paying them to be there. It wasn’t the truth, but it was way more believable than some Earthling stumbling onto a planet full of hot alien women, convincing them it’s not gay to bang gay men, and installing themselves as their de facto leader.

Because that would have been stupid.

“Looks like we got ourselves a mouse boy,” The Cocklord said, “Good, good... those are real virile boys. You’ve picked a good one!”

When he talked about Vanilla’s virility, somehow the mouse was reminded of the weight in his loins. He felt unreasonable pent-up, utterly laden with baby-batter. That damn oil was driving Vanilla crazy, and if he gave any mind to it at all, his cock twitched and bobbed on its own, eager to get started. His body betrayed his desires outright, and his frustration over this was building.

“Aw, he looks like he’s going to pop. Let’s not keep him waiting, ladies!” The Cocklord said, raising his hand to the sky and snapping his fingers, “Let the ritual commence!”

The slab Vanilla was on suddenly fell flat to the floor with a big KA-THUNK. The sudden dropped was jarring, and it left him staring up at the nebulous sky from within in a surface dome, sprawled out spread-eagle and helpless. As he gathered his wits, he was flanked by a pair of Muffnarian women with big smiles on their faces. They wasted no time and spared no consideration for his personal space as their hands began exploring his body and feeling him up. They touched him everywhere they could reach - from the outer rims of his ears all the way to the toes on his feet. They plucked, pinched, squeezed, and rubbed.

Vanilla fussed and wiggled, reacting to their touches with little, huffy sounds of annoyance and a blush that spread across his face and chest. He felt so hot under his own skin that it made him antsy, and with the knowledge that he was being watched as if he were in a peepshow made him unable to hold still for even a second. Struggle as he may, however, there was no getting out of his bonds. There was no stopping these women.

The two Muffnarians - one a tall cyan blue-skinned with long, violet hair; the other a short, stocky green-skin with boy-cut pink hair - were satisfied with the boy. Together they looked into his eyes, eager grins on their faces. They opened their mouths and let both their tongues hang out, obviously to get him excited... but the fact that their tongues could stretch out literal feet from their bodies just shocked Vanilla. He stared at them, mouth agape, in shock and disgust.

It felt like a couple of warm, slippery eels when they licked from his shoulders, up his neck, and over his cheeks. They gave him lick-kisses like a pet might, except far more erotically charged. A shudder rocked Vanilla’s body as the cool feeling of their saliva in the open air mixed with the heat he felt just under his skin. It made him break out in tingly goosebumps. His mistake was making any vocalization at all - he made a noise to express his discomfort, but it came out wrong. The Muffnarians mistook it for a moan or something of that nature and were overjoyed.

The cyan one leaned over him, took his face in her hands, and pulled him into a kiss where her purple tongue slithered around in his mouth like a snake. With his mouth full, his protesting was muffled, and he couldn’t physically stop her... so he had little choice but to ride it out. He couldn’t even bite her tongue - and he had tried - because it was so thick and muscular that he just couldn’t squeeze it hard enough. It overpowered his jaw and kept his mouth wide open. It was disgusting, certainly alien, and in some way... horrendously exciting, though Vanilla was actively trying to kill that part of himself.

Unfortunately, it was a powerful opponent... especially when the smaller green Muffnarian coiled her tongue around his cock and down between his legs, using the broad muscle to toy with his balls as she rubbed her face against his erect cock. She savoured the warmth and feel of it, even the smell of it as she rubbed it all over her face. Though without any timing or ceremony, she switched quickly from that to stuffing his entire cock into her mouth and throat.

This was no easy task for anyone, as Vanilla’s cock was enormous. While he wasn’t the biggest among his family or even his friends, a shaft roughly a foot and a half long and almost a whole hand thick could have choked out some elephants. Miraculously, this “lesbian” alien took it all with a SCHLOOORP and gagging gulps, though the gagging seemed less to do with an actual struggle and more to do with performance. In her eyes, she was taking it flawlessly, but in her throat, she was sounding off. “Glk, glrph, gulp.” Her nose mashed up against his abdomen in record time, for all her theatrics.

Gay or not, a throat was universal. Vanilla had rarely been taken so expertly, and the treat didn’t go unappreciated by his body. He tensed, twisted in his bonds, hips lifting to buck against the woman’s face. He was trying to shake her off, or something to that effect, but all he ended up doing was throat-fucking her. Her squeals of joy were muffled, her hands cupped his balls, and she began giving him a blowjob. The noise of it was, again, very performative. The way the amphitheatre was built amplified that sound and made sure it reached the Cocklord’s ears. Even the slick sloppiness of the throat-penetrating kiss could be heard, if one listened close enough.

That meant that Vanilla’s grunts, groans, and whining could be heard too. The audience was lapping up the erotic sounds, cheering for more, some members shouting for the women to do specific sexual acts. It seemed to work on the green one, who withdrew from Vanilla’s cock and left it dripping in slimy spit only to climb up onto the table and go right for the kill. She propped Vanilla’s cock up, pointing it straight at her pussy, which she spread open with her fingers. The tip of Vanilla’s dick met the Muffnarian’s cunt and she mashed them together and rubbed them around before finally letting herself drop.

“HMMMGH!” Vanilla yelled into the kiss, but barely any sound came out. Suddenly, his cock was fit somewhere tight and hot. It was so snug inside that little green woman, and he did his best to look down and see the damage while the cyan one held him in her horny kiss. The sight was remarkable. Vanilla could see how deep his cock was inside her. It created a phallic bulge from her crotch up to her stomach, as if these women barely had a reproductive system at all. Either that or it was streamlined.

He should have been rearranging her insides uncomfortably, but her face had the biggest, dopiest smile on it. She almost looked like an overjoyed dog with her tongue hanging out of her face like it was. Her insides clamped down on him and he felt her soak him immediately. His crotch was suddenly awash with female cum. She was gushing over his nuts like a sprinkler.

Which was disgusting... to his mind. His body was loving it. That feeling of intense, horny heat ignited. She may as well have been cumming gasoline right onto the fire in his loins. He squirmed more, his hips hammering up to “shake her off,” which only succeeded in bouncing her and giving her a proper fucking. This was obvious, but Vanilla couldn’t stop. He felt like he had so much cum backed up that it was going to slug her, and he was anxious to get it out of him. He needed it out of him. Beyond any Earthly desire in his mind, he suddenly had to cum like nothing else.

The little green lady was drooling through her grinning teeth as she rode him like a bull. Her little voluptuous, naked body bounced and wobbled. Her breasts flapped in the air, wobbling, and swinging about as their hips crashed into each other repeatedly. She was no passive participant, even though it looked like she was going out of her mind. She pumped her little body on top of him, dropping her fat ass to let gravity spear her onto his cock in the most intense cowgirl Vanilla had ever received in his life.

It didn’t take him long to cum. There was no holding it back as it felt like it was ripped right out of him. Before he knew it, he was unloading gooey, hot volleys of cum up into this strange alien’s deepest depths. he came so hard and it rushed so quickly out of him that he could hear it filling her up. It splashed about on itself in her guts as her womb was blown up like a balloon with gallons of spunk. True to his family’s reputation, he came even more than he looked capable of.

The Muffnarian was screaming, but not in a bad way. She hollered and bellowed out deep moans at the top of her lungs so that everyone could hear it. “He’s cummiiiiiiing!!” She cried, “He’s filling me uuuuup!!”

Vanilla was left cross-eyed by the brain-shock he felt, his body momentarily overwhelmed by passion and lust. He lost all mind he had for a moment, going so far as to forget that he didn’t want this to happen. It was just for a blissful moment, though, before his brain kicked in and he gasped for breath. By that time, the little green Muffnarian looked like a little green beach ball. Her narrow upper body now matched her ridiculously wide lower half, rounding out her extreme curves with a massive, pregnant-looking cum-belly.

She didn’t linger there long. Her legs were jelly and she was fried, but a couple of attendants came out and hauled her off his dick. SCHLORP! In an instant, his cum-slicked, shining cock was borne to the world. The crowd roared, and while the little green lady was carted off, the cyan one took her place. Being much taller, she was easily able to straddle Vanilla upon the table and once again take up a cowgirl position, though this time facing the Cocklord so that all Vanilla could see was the back of her head, the outer swells of her breasts overtaking her chest, and her perfectly round, blue ass.

“Gimmie that gay dick, fuckboi!” She demanded, before suddenly taking it all in at once and slamming her ass down on his pelvis like she was trying to hurt him. It did knock the air out of him, but she didn’t give him time to rest. Propping herself up, she began bouncing on him like her life depended on it. Rapid and strong, she hammered her hips down on him and took his cock to the very hilt without much trouble at all. She was as tight and hot as the Muffnarian before her, almost indescribably so.

The CLAP CLAP CLAP of her ass battering his slender, twinkish body echoed throughout the theatre. The crowd cheered, and from behind him came more Muffnarians. Their colours were so stark and vibrant, they looked like the living embodiment of rainbow sorbet. Three of them in all, they approached him, and one immediately jumped onto the table to mash her pussy down against his face. Vanilla muffled his usual protests and refused to use his tongue no matter how badly she ground her crotch into his face, but that didn’t seem to matter. She was getting off fine doing that, while the others took his arms and used them similarly. He wouldn’t use his fingers to pleasure them, so they stroked their pussies over his forearms, riding them like bars.

Another intense orgasm rocked Vanilla’s body, making his toes curl. He was so sensitive; it was impossible to last any longer than that. It felt far more intense with his cock being so delicate, feeling surge after surge of cum pump through his cock and into that bossy cyan pussy. It felt even hotter and was blowing her up just as bad as he’d done to the first, if not worse. She let out a terribly erotic scream and her body went rigid, and she soaked him in turn as he rounded out her stomach.

Like before, the cyan slut was removed from his cock. It wasn’t borne for more than a few seconds before one of the horny girls using his arms abandoned their post to take their turn. Like a production line, Vanilla found himself inside another woman’s deepest parts while yet another came out of nowhere and started sucking on the very rim of his big mouse ears. The alien woman worked her hips like a piston, slamming her ass down on Vanilla like she was robbing him of his treasured boy-spunk. She got what she wanted quickly, forcing another load from his hot and heavy balls. She drooled and droned a long, drawn-out moan as it filled her up.

BLORT. BLORT. BLOOOOORT.

Two more, three more, Vanilla was pumping up alien women left and right. Unbeknownst to him, they were coming from the audience. They left their seats, either shortly before or shortly after stripping off all their clothes, and they jumped his bones over, and over, and over again. Hungry and horny, they used their long tongues to taste his body everywhere. They rubbed their pussies on his face and arms, a couple of them even taking to using his feet to get off. No matter what they were doing, there was always one taking his cock inside them until they got their filling.

It was insane how much he had to give them, too. Rodent proclivities were one thing, but this was blowing his previous records out of the water. Without so much as a wink of rest, he’d cum into over half a dozen women in under an hour. It must have been the lube or lotion or whatever it was they rubbed onto his cock. It hadn’t stopped burning with intense, passionate heat since the second they’d applied it. It felt no different after load eight than it had during the first! Whatever powders he’d been given kept him from getting sweaty, too. It was the freshest he’d ever felt during coitus, and that simply blew his mind.

The conga line of horny alien babes didn’t stop. Vanilla struggled, but the strength in his body was sapped. He seemingly only had the energy to move his hips. He bounced his ass and thrust up into them involuntarily. He dumped a tub of jizz into another, and another, and another without stopping. One by one they toyed with him until it was their turn to take his hot, swollen meat into their waiting honeypots and wring out their just rewards.

All the while the Cocklord watched at full mast. His obvious erection in his loincloth was idly tended to by the Muffnarians at his side - not enough to get him off, but just enough teasing ministrations to keep him rock hard.

The Muffnarians kept coming. One sat on his face and made out with another who was riding his cock until she got her filling, then they traded places. Vanilla’s own cum was drooling down his chin from her bright yellow pussy, and he couldn’t stop it. The one that took her place got their filling, and then they were both taken away so the two waiting their turn could go. They started with a double butt job, mashing their smooth, big, round asses around his cock, and letting him pump between them until he shot jizz in the air like a geyser. Then they took their cunt-fillings, one after the other.

Vanilla had no sense of time or scope to the events of that night. It was an endless cascade of breed-crazy women taking him one after the next. Eventually, he just had to give it to them. They’d slapped their asses down on his pelvis so hard it ached. His glutes were sore. His body felt spongy, tired, and weak. All he could do was pant for breath, and he was lucky that they went out of their way to give him water as time ticked on. Every now and then a helpful little Muffnarian would come by with a water bottle and just stuff it in his face. It lacked a caring touch, but he guzzled that water down gladly every time.

Eventually, it wasn’t sweat he had to worry about. Cum and pussy juice matted his fur. Some dried, much didn’t, leaving him looking as ragged as he felt. Still, even looking like a crusty, drowned rat, the Muffnarians wrung him out like an old towel. The feeling of fucking a woman was familiar to him then, and his cock twitched in eager anticipation whenever one would ready themselves to take their place. He started moaning whenever they took him inside, and his hips pumped in helpless obligation. The only way he was getting out of this was doing what they wanted.

Four long, agonizing hours later, and the Muffnarians stopped coming. The audience had all returned to their seats naked, sweaty, fucked silly, and sloshing with virile cum. The very last one to get their fill cried out in energetic, extravagant glee when she felt the molten cream start blowing her up, while Vanilla could only hoarsely moan. He struggled to even keep it up until that last hurdle, and once she was removed from his cock, all the fight in him left at once. He passed out, rendered unconscious by the arduous task he had undertaken. What happened after that, he could not say. Everything was dark.

When he woke up again, it wasn’t in an ancient-looking amphitheatre full of sluttily-dressed alien women under the leadership of an Earthling conman. Instead, he found himself naked in the forest near where he’d been camping with his friends. Tired, dreary, Vanilla rose from the forest floor and gathered up his clothes that were piled next to him, not giving a moment’s thought to why they were there.

He dressed himself and sluggishly made his way back to camp. Everyone else was asleep then, so he quietly went inside his tent and got into his sleeping bag, barely having the presence of mind to zip up the tent door behind him.

He had never felt so tired in his life. His hardest day’s work didn’t even come close to the fatigue he felt. His dick was sore, his balls were sore... and his ass was sore? How did that happen? He didn’t even question it. It would’ve figured that an alien abduction would leave someone feeling like that. Maybe they probed him? As ridiculous as it sounded, he couldn’t summon up the energy to care. All he could do was collapse into his sleeping bag.

“Oh, Vanilla, you’re back.” Jake, one of Vanilla’s friends, said. “You were gone a long time. Is everything okay?”

The feline boy waited for an answer but was met with silence. Vanilla didn’t even move.

“... Vannie?” Jake spoke again, “Van?”

The only answer he got was light snoring. Vanilla had passed completely out, exhausted, and thoroughly milked dry.
