 “Hurry your asses up!” growled Wrex, pushing Grunt ahead of him and into the lift.
“What’s the hurry Wrex?” asked Shepard, stepping in after the two Krogan.
It was a good thing the lift was so large, because if it were any smaller they wouldn’t have all fit in there, especially after Garrus joined them. The turian had to press up against him some in order for all of them to fit; not that Shepard minded having his boyfriend so close.
“Where are we going?” asked Grunt.
“Shepard’s cabin,” grunted Wrex, punching the control panel. The lift shifted under them and started to rise. “Got something to show you two.”
“And we had to do this in my cabin because?” asked Shepard.
“Because I felt like spending some time with old war buddies and this young welp,” said Wrex, slapping Grunt on the back. The old Krogan grinned. “Or because I fucking said so. Take your pick.”
The lift opened outside Shepard’s cabin, and the krogan herded everyone inside. Whatever Wrex had in mind, Shepard was suspecting that Garrus was in on it, since the turian usually would have been a lot more vocal about Wrex trying to boss him around. His suspicions seemed to be confirmed once they were inside.
“EDI, lock the door please, and see that we are not disturbed,” said Garrus. He thought for a moment. “Unless Mordin comes by; then you can let us know.”
“Understood,” said the A.I. “I have also taken the liberty of shutting off lift access to this level without authorization.”
With that, EDI’s visual interface blinked off, leaving the four of them alone. Shepard was glad he’d managed to recover his fish from Kelly, and that none of his model ships had been lost or damaged. Growing up on Earth, he’d always loved watching the different ships coming and going from the spaceport, and when he’d finally gotten offworld after joining the Alliance he’d been thrilled at the chance to get to see them up close for himself. Of course by now he’d actually been on most of the ships on display, a fact that brought a small smile to his face.
“Ok, enough with all the cloak and dagger crap,” said Shepard. “Wrex, Garrus, would you mind explaining what we’re doing? And why did you feel the need to put my cabin on lockdown?”
“What he said,” added Grunt. “I’m not a fan of all this mystery shit.”
“Easy, junior,” said Wrex, slapping the other krogan on the back. “It’ll be worth it, trust me.” He turned to the human. “And trust me Shepard, you’re gonna like this, too.”
“Mordin came up with these during his research,” said Garrus, pulling out a small pill bottle and setting it on the coffee table in front of Shepard’s sofa. “I’m still not really sure what exactly he was trying to do with it, but we found out it's got some… interesting effects.”
“Interesting how?” asked Shepard.
“Interesting like this is gonna be a day you won’t fucking forget,” said Wrex, starting to fiddle with his armor. “Now get underdressed.”
“... Beg pardon?” said Shepard.
Wrex looked at him. “What about that was confusing?”
“Uh, the part where you told me to take my clothes off,” he replied.
“You’re military, Shepard,” said Wrex. “No way you’ve never been naked with a bunch of guys before. Your boyfriend isn’t complaining.”
And to Shepard’s surprise, Garrus was indeed removing his gear without complaint. He was already standing there bare-chested, the light from the fishtank dancing over his carapace in a way that had Shepard thinking thoughts he wasn’t eager to share with the krogan. Especially when the form-fitting pants Garrus wore beneath his armor came into view, highlighting the turian’s legs and the exquisite curve of his ass. It was so tempting to reach out and touch him; if Shepard had been alone with him he would have happily offered to help the turian get undressed. Instead, he fought to pry his eyes off of Garrus and look back at Wrex.
“That was for showers, Wrex. Not just because a buddy told me to.”
“Shepard, trust me. You’ll want to have your gear off before you take one,” said Garrus, nodding towards the bottle.
“I’m not taking some drug,” said Grunt. “And why the fuck would I take my armor off?”
Wrex slapped him on the back again. “Cause I told you to, kid. Now grow a quad and drop ‘em.” He tapped at the armor covering the tank-bred krogan’s leg. “That’s an order from your clan chief.”
Grunt grumbled under his breath but did as he was told, starting to work off his armor. Realizing he wasn’t going to get more of an answer than he already had, Shepard started undressing as well. Besides, if Garrus was on board for whatever it was Wrex was planning, he doubted it would be anything he wouldn’t enjoy at least a little.
Garrus and Wrex were the first to be fully undressed, and Shepard didn’t even try to pretend that he wasn’t eyeing his boyfriend’s body; the turian was just too sexy to ignore. However, the human couldn’t ignore Wrex, especially when the krogan’s thick dick came into view. Thick and covered in bumps, Shepard couldn’t keep himself from wondering if it felt as good as it looked like it would. He’d certainly always enjoyed the feeling of Garrus’ ridge covered cock inside him.
Unlike the others, Shepard wasn’t wearing any armor, just normal clothes, so he was able to strip faster than Grunt, tossing his boxers aside and watching as the young krogan worked off his underclothes. Unlike Garrus or Shepard, the krogans wore very little under their armor. In fact they looked like little more than dark briefs that clung to their bodies and supported their impressive packages. Grunt stumbled a little as he balanced on one leg, working them the rest of the way off before tossing them aside with the rest of his armor.
“There,” said Grunt, crossing his arms over his chest defiantly. “Happy now?”
“Yeah, but not as happy as I’m gonna be,” said Wrex, openly ogling the other krogan’s body. “Not bad, kid. You’re almost as big as me.”
Grunt was trying not to show it, but he was definitely checking the others out, particularly Shepard. Which made sense in a way; Garrus’ goodies were all internal until he was aroused, and he already knew what a krogan cock looked like, so it didn’t surprise Shepard in the slightest that he’d be curious what a naked human male looked like.
“Not that this isn’t fun and all,” said Shepard, “But what exactly are we doing this for?”
Garrus walked over to the table and picked up the bottle, his ass moving in a way that had Shepard watching eagerly. He still wasn’t sure how he’d managed to get a boyfriend so gorgeous.
“Because when you take these, your clothes will only get in the way,” said the turian.”
“What exactly are they?” Shepard asked as Garrus handed each of them one of the capsules.
“It’s a drug Mordin worked up,” said Wrex. “He’s been trying to find a way to make people live longer.” The krogan popped the pill into his mouth and gulped it down. “It’s not there yet, but it does do something… interesting.” He looked around at the others. “The fuck you waiting for? Swallow ‘em and let's get on with this.”
Shepard was going to ask more questions, but Garrus downed his pill as well, which was enough to assuage any hesitation he might have been feeling. Garrus wouldn’t have taken it if it were dangerous. Shrugging, Shepard tossed his back, and Grunt soon followed.
“So what exactly should we be feeling?” asked Shepard.
Wrex grinded, but didn’t answer. Seeing there would be no reply from the elder krogan, Garrus spoke up instead.
“Wait for it.”
At first Shepard didn’t feel anything, but after a minute a warmth started spreading through his body. Without warning, the world around him seemed to shift, his vision going blurry for a moment and making him stumble, falling back on his ass, catching himself with his hands. Shaking his head, his eyesight eventually cleared.
“What the hell was that?” he asked. “Wrex, is that your idea of a… joke…?”
Shepard’s jaw dropped at what he saw before him. Wrex and Garrus had managed to stay on their feet, clearly knowing the effects of the pill and being ready for them. Grunt had fallen to his knees, his hands resting on his thighs as he tried to stay upright. But what Shepard could never have expected was to be looking at what were clearly two adolescent krogan and a pre-teen turian.
He also hadn’t expected to be greeted by three very erect alien cocks either.
Garrus’ length was pleasantly familiar, though smaller than Shepard was used to. Wrex and Grunt were both quite thick, even in their smaller bodies, the bumps standing out even more along the length of their erections. That was when he noticed the others were also staring at him. Or more specifically, between his legs, his own erection standing strong between his thighs.
“That’s what you should be feeling,” said Wrex, reaching down to stroke himself without a hint of shame. “Turns out the salarian’s little miracle drug not only makes you a kid again for a while, it also makes you horny.” The krogan chuckled. “Not that I need much help with that.”
“Are you alright, Shepard?” asked Garrus, reaching down and helping the human to his feet. His voice was much less deep than it was normally, but no less rich. And Shepard couldn’t deny that his youthful boyfriend was super cute with that blue boner on display.
“I’m fine,” said Shepard. “Just wasn’t expecting something like… this.” He gestured down at his smaller form.
“Neither was I the first time,” said Garrus. “The change was easier this time.”
“How, uh, long does this last?” asked Grunt, finally getting to his feet. Shepard could tell from the way his hands twitched that he was fighting not to cover himself. Apparently he didn’t want the other’s thinking he was embarrassed or uncomfortable.
“It’ll wear off in a couple hours,” said Wrex with a smirk. “More than enough time.”
Grunt raised an eyebrow. “Enough time for wha– the fuck are you doing!?”
Wrex had taken hold of Grunt’s cock, giving the length a squeeze and a couple of strokes. Tightening his hold, Wrex pulled Grunt along by his cock, spinning the young krogan around and pressing him up against the wall beneath the fish tank.
“Relax, welp. Just gonna have some fun.” He looked down Grunt’s body, licking his lips and dropping to his knees. “Well, you certainly look pure krogan. Let’s see if you taste like one too.”
Wrex pulled Grunt’s cock into his mouth, closing his lips around the young krogan’s length and starting to suck, running his tongue hungrily over every last inch. It had been a long time since Wrex had been with a krogan this young - not since his own youth - but it was far from his first time with another male, and he knew exactly what to do to get the other krogan squirming and moaning against the wall, the sound of his wet slurping filling the room.
Shepard didn’t even try to look away from Wrex sucking Grunt’s cock. At least not until he felt a hand on his hip turning him to face one very aroused turian.
“I always wondered what you looked like when you were younger,” said Garrus, pulling Shepard closer until their dicks were pressed together, grinding against the human and resting hands on Shepard’s hips.
“I hope you’re not disappointed,” said Shepard, wrapping his arms around Garrus. “I know I’m certainly not.”
“Not at all,” said Garrus, leaning in. “You could never disappoint me.”
The pair kissed, hands running over their bodies as the ground against each other, Shepard’s hairless prick against Garrus’ ridge-covered penis, the two already starting to leak as their arousal started to grow. Breaking the kiss, Garrus was panting as Shepard’s hand slipped between them to squeeze his dick.
“Get on the bed,” said Shepard. “Let’s show those two how to really suck some dick.”
Shepard playfully pushed Garrus down onto his bed, climbing up after him as the turian slid up the bed and laid back. Shepard eagerly climbed over him, the turian’s head between his legs and his own directly over that enticing blue penis. Shepard happily sucked his lover past his lips, the taste of turian washing over his tongue as he started bobbing his head, moaning when he felt Garrus start licking his dick. It had taken some practice for the two to find a good technique for the turian to give oral, but they’d both eagerly put in plenty of practice until Garrus could suck a dick like he’d been doing it all his life. Shepard trembled when he felt those sharp fingers grab his ass and dig slightly into the soft skin, pulling him deeper into the turian’s mouth. Returning the favor, Shepard dropped onto his elbows so he could start using his fingers to tease between the turian’s legs and over his ass. Garrus had always enjoyed feeling the human play with him like that.
While the couple were sixty-nining on the bed, Wrex was hard at work on Grunt, gulping down the other male’s cock until his lips were wrapped around the base. Grunt was trembling as he clan chief sucked on him hard, his knees shaking from the pleasure. Wondering how Grunt would react, Wrex stopped just long enough to give his fingers quick suck, pulling the other krogan back into his mouth and reaching around behind Grunt, moving his hand under the other male’s short tail.
“W-Wait,” said Grunt. “What are you – guuhh!”
Grunt lived up to his namesake when Wrex’s finger pushed into him. Finding the young krogan’s prostate with experienced ease, Wrex pressed down firmly, gave one last strong suck, and that was all it took. Grunt’s head banged against the wall as he came, the feeling of Wrex gulping down his load leaving him seeing stars.
“F-Fucck… oh fuck!” Grunt cried, grabbing the clan chief’s head and thrusting into his mouth, his sac jumping with every throb of his dick down Wrex’s throat.
When Grunt’s orgasm finally tapered off, Wrex pulled off of him, licking his lips.
“Damn kid, you taste good.” Squeezing the last bit of cum from Grunt’s dick, Wrex got to his feet and spread it over his own before grabbing Grunt and spinning him around, pushing the boy to bend down against the wall, thrusting his ass back towards Wrex. “Now let’s see if that ass is as nice as it looks.”
The two krogan moaned in unison as Wrex thrust forward, his hips slapping against Grunt’s ass as he hammered the young krogan, a sly grin on his face at the noises of pleasure Grunt was making, feeling his ass stretched out for the first time. He got even louder when Wrex reached around his hip and grabbed his cock pumping it in time with his hips.
On the bed, Shepard and Garrus pulled off of each other with a gasp, the human spinning around to kiss the turian hungrily. Breaking the kiss, Garrus growled up at him.
“I want you in me.”
Smiling, Shepard held his lover tight and rolled over so Garrus was on top of him, playing back on the bed and pushing himself against the turian.
“Then start riding.”
Garrus got up on his knees so he was straddling Shepard, reaching back and taking hold of the human’s cock, lining himself up and sitting down with a moan, his blue cock spilling shots of precum on Shepard’s belly as he ground on the human’s lap and starting bouncing, happily riding the boy. Garrus pulled Shepard’s hands to his hips, eager to feel the boy touching him as they fucked. Shepard even helped pull Garrus down onto him, thrusting up to meet him, driving his cock deeper and making the turian mewl and moan on top of him.
Grunt wanted to feel embarrassed by the way he was moaning and pushing back at Wrex like a total slut, but he couldn’t. Everything just felt too good. The cock in his ass, the hand on his dick, and the eager huffing a growling of the other krogan fucking him stupid. He hadn’t gotten any action since coming out of the tank, and he was kicking himself for all the time he’d wasted not enjoying himself like this. He squeezed his ass around Wrex, groaning as it made his already thick cock feel even bigger inside him.
Clenching down like he was, it only took Wrex a few more thrusts before he pushed Grunt over the edge. The young krogan positively roared as his orgasm hit, painting the wall and Wrex’s hand with his spunk, wet splats ringing out with each shot, with each tight squeeze of his ass around the cock inside him. With a roar Wrex buried himself inside Grunt, pumping a heavy load into him. The force of him pushing into Grunt nearly lifted the other krogan off the floor, his cum leaking out around him and adding to the mess on the floor beneath them.
Garrus and Shepard weren’t far behind. The sight of the turian boy eagerly bouncing on his cock with such a blissed-out look on his face was driving Shepard wild. That, and the feeling of that pointed blue cock slapping wetly against his pre-cum covered stomach. Unable to resist any longer, Shepard forced Garrus down harder, thrusting up quickly to meet his ass over and over until he came, filling the young turian up and collapsing back on the bed. THe warmth pulsing over his prostate was too much for Garrus, his mandibles flaring and his head falling back as he came. He made an absolute mess of Shepard’s chest and stomach; a couple shots even hit the bottom of his chin. But that just tempted Garrus to lean down over him, lick the mess off his neck as he kept cumming over both their bellies.
“Fuck me,” gasped Grunt, when Wrex lowered him down, the tank-bred krogan’s legs shaking under him from the intensity of his orgasm. He yelped when Wrex slapped his ass.
“I just did, kid,” said Wrex, pulling himself slowly out of the young krogan. He looked over at the bed. “Now it’s my turn. Garrus!”
“Wha–hey!” Garrus exclaimed as Wrex pulled him off of Shepard and threw him down on the couch. “The hell are you doing Wrex!?”
“Shut it, Vakarian,” said Wrex, climbing up onto the couch and straddling the turian. “Wanna find out if this dick of yours feels as good as it looks.”
Garrus didn’t get the chance to respond before Wrex sat down, taking the turian all the way to the base in one go and starting to bounce up and down, his thick, cum covered cock smearing the mess already on Garrus’ stomach and adding to it.
“Damn, Garrus, no wonder Shepard likes to bed you so much,” growled Wrex. “This dick is almost as good as your ass.”
Garrus couldn’t respond, the tight grip of the krogan’s ass leaving him speechless as the ridges along his cock plucked at Wrex’s insides in a wonderfully erotic way.
Since his boyfriend was currently pinned beneath a krogan, Shepard decided to have some krogan fun of his own.
“Grunt!” barked Shepard. “Come over here and lay down.”
On shaking legs, Grunt shuffled over to the bed, his eyes locked on the sight of the cum-covered little human and his stiff cock, so much thinner than his or Wrex’s yet no less appealing. As soon as he got up on the bed, Shepard pushed him down on his back and climbed on top of him.
“Shepard? What are you doing?” asked Grunt.
“No more questions, soldier,” said Shepard, lining himself up. “I want you to fuck me. Consider this an order from your battlemaster.”
And with that Shepard pushed himself down, a loud moan pushed from his lips as he sank down on that thick, knobbly cock. Shepard hadn’t felt a stretch like that in a long time. Garrus might hit deeper, but the krogan’s were wider and he was certainly feeling it. Shepard grabbed Grunt’s arms and pinned them by his head, though they both knew he wouldn’t be able to hold the krogan down if Grunt actually wanted to get up. Instead, he seemed perfectly happy to lay back and let the human ride him, especially whenever Shepard squeezed down on him good and hard.
Moans filled the room once again as Wrex and Shepard rode the boys beneath them, none of them carrying about anything except the pleasure they were getting from each other. As he bounced on top of Grunt, Shepard kept thinking about how much he wanted to get some of these from Mordin for himself and Garrus to enjoy in the future.
And about how much he was going to enjoy getting all four of them into his shower to get cleaned up later. Well, eventually cleaned up. He was pretty sure they’d be making quite a mess in there, and Shpeard knew they’d all enjoy every second of it.
