Summertime in Miyusha was a sweltering event, but as the sun set and the air cooled it created an atmosphere unmatched to any other city. On one corner of the main street sat a bright red, plant filled building. Laughter, chattering and sparkling smoke came wafting out of the open walls between the leaves.

Spencer had always wanted to visit a Sweat Chef restaurant, called Sui-en’s in his native tongue. This one was the highest rated in Miyusha, and in the top 3 of the world. Specifically, the night shift had been featured on tons of news articles and he was dying to see if they lived up to the glory that had been painted.

Half naked cusige cooking and playing and fucking in front of everyone. The food was apparently amazing and absolutely filled with aphrodisiacs but the VIP treatment was even better. You just sat at a table, watched the chef’s fuck about together, and selected which one you wanted to take to bed.

You had to be in heat to work as a sweat chef, so often the chef’s would eat their own food, soucat sprouts, tigers strength, anything that would send them into an artificial heat. Then they’d share it with you while you were their VIP if you were lucky.

He was dying to see if it was true or not and to see if any of the workers were up his alley. He had his eye on one worker, named Samiel, who looked quite a bit like himself in color, though lacking in his sickass markings.

If he could get a night with him his entire month would be made, but he was shooting for a night with at least two or three of them. If he was going to pay out the ass to be treated as a VIP, he was sure as fuck going to make sure he got the absolute best out of his money.

As soon as he opened the door a blast of heat slammed into him, the glittery, aphrodisiac laced smoke tingled on their skin and deep into their body. The feeling of his heat kick starting was already seeping into his loins. He smiled and stepped inside.

It was only two hours into the night shift, and Sam was already about to blow. There were so many absolute hotties in the restaurant tonight and he was hoping that one or two of them were VIP buyers. He felt like he was going to die if he didn’t bust a nut soon.

“High!” Kaden called from across the pit, throwing a hunk of meat high in the sky and into Sam’s arms. He grinned, setting the meat on the table, then peeled his gloves off of his arms. The regulars stirred at the sight, something so normal turned so sensual by their job.

“Who wants a taste~!” He asked, grinning ear to ear.

Spencer watched as an old man energetically waved the other orange cusige over and tilted his head back. The glittery orange sweat was then poured into his waiting mouth as he

was held still by the chef. By the look in his eyes when they were done, it seemed it was potent stuff.

Kaden snickered to himself, reaching down to adjust his apron around his erection. As Sam got to work on the meat, he sliced up the garnishes. Each time his fingers brushed the vegetables and herbs his sweat infused them with his heat. Sparkly pink drips of salty flavor dotted the cutting board as he finished up and carried the bowl of thinly sliced veggies and alcohol over to the main cauldron.

“Hot’s up!” He called to Sam, who shuffled out of the way, then tossed the bowl of food high into the air. He inhaled as deep as he could, then shot his soul essence straight after the bowl, encompassing it. With a flick of a lighter, it was ablaze in the air.

It sparked and sizzled like a firework, then fell from the sky. Before it fell into the cauldron he caught it with his bare hand, the contents falling into the pot, and felt it sizzle against his skin.

The audience roared and he laughed. Fire power was a cheap, easy and sure fire way to get them going and warmed up. It never failed to entertain even the return customers, the regulars, so it was his go-to trick.

Sam finished slicing the roast with his bare hands then slapped one chunk into his bowl. He rubbed his sweaty palm against it one last time then shouted a “Hey” at Kaden and chucked the bowl at him.

Kaden caught it, dumped the meat into the cauldron, then with a “H’oh” sent the bowl flying back at Sam.

They tossed it back and forth, laughing and getting more and more cocky with how they threw the bowl each time a hunk of meat was ready. Spins, jumps, tosses over head, under the leg, while twirling. And not once did either drop the bowl or the food. It was clear the two of them had a very good vibe going on between them.

Spencer was digging the vibe. Those two seemed to be the fun types compared to the two feminine workers who were quietly mingling with the customers. He looked down at his table, an electronic screen embedded inside showing him his options of the night.

He pressed his finger to the VIP room option, the second package, then to both pictures of the cusige who were cooking. Double the price, sure, but double the fun. He’d come here to treat himself, so there wasn’t any harm in splurging a little.

Prim’s beeper lit up on her hip as an older woman rubbed her hands along her thighs. Looked like Kaden and Sam were both booked for one room, that’ll be quite the cleanup in the end. She excused herself then whistled, holding up two fingers then swirling them in a circle, signalling they were due in VIP after they were done cooking.

The pair cheered, slamming their hips together and sharing a high five, then seemed to cook in double time. Prim chuckled, grabbing Taak from her seat on a college students lap, then started to get herself ready to be in the pit.

Taak meanwhile ushered Spencer into his VIP room, one of the medium sized ones. He marveled at the luxurious interior, silk and furs coated the bed and seats. Lotions, lubes, sex toys and magazines littered the tables and counters. There was even a private grill and an entire array of fresh meats and vegetables set next to it.

“First time?” Taak asked, giggling at him.

“Yeah, I’m hype.”

“I can imagine! So, which one did ya rent~?”

Spencer smiled, face flushed gently. “Both!”

“Ooo! You’re in for quite the night with the pair of them. Sure you got the energy to keep up? They’re a whole ass handful.”

“They better hope they can keep up with me instead! So, what do they do? Just...cook back here then like jack off or what?”

“I mean yeah, but they’re also going to fuck you.”

“I can fuck them?!” Spencer gasped. He’d always imagined VIP rooms as just a private place to eat meat they served off their bodies then mutually jacking off with them. The prospect of being able to get hot and heavy was enough to get him rock hard.

Taak giggled into her hand, watching his cock twitch in his pants. “I can see you’re ready...And yes. Whatever you and they agree on is on the table, so long as it stays in VIP. They’ll be in as soon as they’re done cooking, so get yourself ready, cutie.”

Spencer jumped as Taak slapped him on his ass then left.

He shuffled around the room, soaking in the atmosphere and imagining what tonight would bring. He didn’t think he’d have any need for the sex toys if there was three of them, but he was hoping that the grill got some use. He’d forgotten to order food while he was out on the main floor, having been caught up in watching the two men practically juggle meat.

If it was here it was possible to get them to use it, though, and the short stack of a girl did say that anything was on the table so long as it stayed in the room and they agreed to it. He just hoped asking them to grill wouldn’t be seen as awkward or a let down.
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Kaden and Sam finished up their stew then hosed off their boots and gloves. “Been a while since we tag teamed!” Kaden remarked, shining his boots before heading out of the employee only area.

“For sure, man. I hope we got somebody cute, I’ve been running on a hair trigger all day.” Sam said, imagining as many tits, dicks and asses as he could.

“Iunno, I kinda like the ugly ones too.”

“Of course you do, freak. They could take a shit on the floor the second we walk in and you’d pop a stiffy.”

Kaden snorted. “You’re not wrong. I just like things spicy, you can’t fault me...Shit get’s boring when it’s just go in, suck, fuck, leave when they’ve nutted once and regret buying an entire hour or two.”

“Shit, I mean that is true. Last gal I got bought by came once then made me leave. I didn’t even get to nut! She was SO FUCKING CUTE TOO, dude, I had to take double the TS just to get it up again to work on the floor.”

“Aye I can beat that. Guy a couple days back didn’t even nut. Just rented me to cuddle him and call him a ‘good boy’ while he cried into my fur.”

“That sounds like something you’d be into though.”

Kaden laughed.

“See? Won’t even deny it. I thought you were a freak before, but now you’re getting off on gettin’ all snuggie wuggily wiff da vips~”

“Awe fuck off man, shit was a real nice change of pace, hehe. Anyway, you ready?”

Sam nodded, sharing a fist bump with Kaden.

With a turn of the VIP rooms key and a press of the timer, their night with Spencer came to a start. The two of them entered the room, both with their fingers crossed for someone attractive, and were pleasantly surprised when they saw it was the cute orange cusige from the front row earlier in the evening.

Spencer sat on the bed in just his boxers, a piece of raw meat hanging out of his mouth.

He swallowed it in a hurry then shot a shark-toothed grin at the two other cusige.

“We could have cooked that for you, you know?” Sam laughed, closing the door behind himself and Kaden then kicking off his shoes. Thank god, they got a cute one. Sam ran his eyes around Spencer’s form, then landed on his bulge.

“What’ll you be having?” Kaden asked, also looking at the half-chub in Spencer’s boxers. “Between me and Sam just about every fetish is covered. Oh, and I’m Kaden, by the way.”

“Spencer.” He paused, thinking over what he wanted. “I guess...Just fuck me up?”

“Can do!” Sam hollered, bounding across the room then pouncing onto the bed and getting way too close to Spencer’s face. “Let’s get you out of these, right? I’ve been dying to fool around all day~”

Spencer laughed, leaning back and watching as the other cusige ripped his boxers off of his legs. Sam's hand immediately wrapped around his dick and began energetically pumping. He had to stifle his moan, throbbing in the other boy's hand already.

Kaden stripped off his uniform slowly, enjoying watching the two orange boys get to know each other, then slowly crawled up the bed to them. He licked his lips, and tilted his head at Sam who let go of Spencer’s dick.

He went to complain, but was surprised when the raspberry colored one took him into his mouth then slammed him down completely to base. His hips jerked, pressing hard against Kaden’s lips who just purred around him, vibrating his cock.

Sam pushed him back into the bed and met his lips with his own, swirling his tongue into Spencer's mouth and around his tongue. With one hand he played with the other boy’s neon yellow nipples, the other he used to pleasure himself.

Spencer moaned into Sam’s mouth, bucking his hips in time with Kaden’s sucking. When the kiss was broke he gasped for air, holding onto the sheets of the bed. They sure knew how to get to business, but he wasn’t sure if he wanted to cum just yet.

“Wh-wait…” He said through ragged breaths. “I d-don’t want to cum and have this end so soon.”

Sam snickered in response, Kaden still bobbing away on Spencer’s member but now shooting a curious glance up at him.

“Do you trust us?” Sam asked.

Spencer looked up at him and cocked an eyebrow. “Trust you? I don’t even know you.”

“True, buuut…” Samiel nipped at Spencer’s collar bone. “It is our job, we know what we’re doing and how to fully fill a VIP time slot. Trust us~.”

With a sharp whine, Spencer decided that he would. The reviews were shimmering for this place, there was no reason to doubt them. He reached down and grabbed onto Kaden’s ponytail, slamming his hips up and pinning him against his groin.

Kaden merely let out a soft moan and drank down the load Spencer blasted into the back of his throat. The first load of the night was always the biggest, and he was elated he was the one who got to take it. Sam didn’t look upset about it either, he was so much easier to work with than the girls were.

As his orgasm came to an end and the afterglow settled around him Spencer finally released Kaden’s head, who took a deep breath as soon as he was free. ‘That was just what I needed…’ He thought to himself, wiping some drool from his chin.

“Hope you’re not done yet.” Kaden said. He straddled Spencers hips and smiled down at him, tongue poking out to show a pill resting on it. “I got you a pick-me-up, so open wide.”

Spencer hesitated for only a moment before closing his eyes and opening his mouth. Kaden’s tongue pressed the pill against his own, then explored his mouth. He felt the ridges of the roof, the backs of his teeth, and every inch of his tongue before Spencer was finally graced with the ability to breathe clearly again.

He swallowed the pill down. “How long until it kicks in?”

“Bout five minutes.” Sam said, vigorously pumping his own cock.

“Did you eat while you were out there?” Kaden asked after.

“No.” Spencer shook his head. “I was too buy watching you two.”

The pair of chefs smiled in unison, then the taller one popped off the bed and turned the private grill on, leaving the two orange boys in bed together. “I’ve not eaten yet either, so in the meantime I’m gonna cook us up some meat. Special recipe~”

The prospect seemed to excite Sam, who bounced on the bed gently. “Add extra TS and sprouts! Lets get FUCKED up!” He cheered, falling back onto the bed and kicking his legs excitedly. “I want to fuck into over time!”

“Okay, okay~ Chill dude. That sound good to you too, Spencie?”

Spencer nodded then watched as it was prepared.

Kaden massaged herbs and spices onto the thin slices of meat, including some from vials he pulled out of the inner pockets of his apron. When it was to his liking, he gently laid each peace out on the grill surrounded by raw, seasoned orange soucat sprouts and tiger lily petals. The room filled with the succulent smell of sentient meat as Kaden flipped the veggies and meat with his bare hands, sweat seeping onto the grill and seasoning them further.

“Alright man, how often do you go into artificial heat? If it’s less than once a week you’ll need to take it easy on the sprouts and petals, but the meat should be safe.” Kaden said, handing Spencer a small plate of food.

Spencer took a tentative bite of meat while the two chefs ate directly off the grill, wincing at the burning heat of the food. He didn’t even get through the first slice before he could feel it working through his body. From the blush on the other two cusige, they were feeling it already too. This was potent shit. Spencer elected to only eat a couple sprouts and one petal.

Leaning back, Spencer watched as Kaden and Sam got hot and heavy with each other. Kaden had him pinned on the ottoman, their lips pressed hard together and their hands roaming each other with reckless abandon.

Sam’s fingers trailed between Kaden’s thighs then plunged themselves into his wet, eager pussy. Kaden groaned against his mouth, then switched to biting and licking along his neck. Their dicks pressed together, leaking pre on each other's stomachs. Each breath the pair took mixed their soul smoke together, only pushing them further into arousal.

Neither dared to cum the entire time, merely biding their time until Spencer’s heat started. Luckily for them it was mere minutes before Kaden felt a hand on his hair pulling his head out of the crook of Sam’s neck.

“I’m ready.” He said, husky, pulling Kaden off of Sam fully.

Kaden in turn pushed Spencer back into the bed. “Sam get’s next dibs.” He smirked, though his voice seemed disappointed in that fact. Spencer could feel his arousal leaking onto his legs. “Do you want him in you, or you in him?”

Spencer hummed, licking his lips, then growled. “I want to be inside him.”

Sam nearly jumped on to the bed, batting Kaden off of it. “Fuck yeah man!” He shouted, settling on all fours and wiggling his tail. “You don’t gotta be gentle with me, and you don’t need lube either! Just get on me before I go crazy~”

Each word Sam said was punctuated with sparkly, heat induced smoke. His eyes were damn near watering with need that Spencer was more than happy to indulge. He wasn’t sure about the whole not needing lube thing, but hey, Sam was the professional.

He situated himself behind the other man, aimed his cock, then slammed deep inside Sam with one thrust. It was surprising to not feel hypersensitive or even a hint of needing more of a refractory period. Whatever Kaden had slipped him worked wonders.

Sam let out something along the lines of a feral howl, pressing his hips back to take Spencer even deeper inside. Finally, someone was buried nuts deep inside him. His hair stood on end in delight, his eyes fluttering closed in ecstasy. He needed him.

It was surprising how giving yet tight Sam was. Spencer felt like he could melt right into him. He staggered on his own moan, loafs pinning back against his head as he pulled out and thrust back inside. The frilled texture and strange coolness of Sam’s insides was addicting.

Whenever he’d slow to enjoy the feeling the other cusige would slam back into him, not allowing him to take any pace except one befitting of a rabbit. Spence pushed his hands into the middle of his back, pinning him down against the bed and picking up furocity in his thrusting.

Sam moaned with no regard to the neighboring VIP rooms, voice nearly echoing from the volume of it. Each thrust felt like it’d drive him insane. He held onto the bed sheets as if his life depended on it, even biting them and growling in pleasure.

Though he tried to fight it, it wasn’t far too long before Spencer hit the peak of his second orgasm, flooding Sam’s insides with his hot seed. He gasped, shuddering, and was amazed to feel himself staying rock hard even as his orgasm slowed.

Sam had painted the bed with his own cum, hand still slowly massaging his cock. “Hah...Ah, th-the pill w-w-worked, aye?” He said, breathless and elated to feel Spencer throb inside him. “W-wanna go again? I can take it…”

Spencer didn’t even hesitate. Instantly he started thrusting inside of the other cusige again, pleasure only double fold now that he’d came but still a controllable, delightful level. He’d have to see if they sold whatever that pill was after his time was up.

Kaden checked the time, they still had an entire hour left. With one hand he worked his cock, the other’s fingers he had buried in his pussy. Taking the first load was a total mistake, now he sat here, pent up to the point of blurred vision, and Sam laid there, two orasms in.

Luckily Spencer tensed suddenly, then emptied another load into Sam’s ass. He pulled out, struggling to catch his breath, and flopped down onto the bed next to the spent, filled boy. That orgasm felt tiny, yet somehow even more powerful than the last.

With a chuckle Kaden flopped down on the bed next to the tired boy, arms folded behind his head, and smiled at him. “You look exhausted, but you’ve still got an hour left. You can’t be done yet, right? Absolutely pathetic if you are!”

Spencer laughed then shot a determined, horny look at the desert cusige. “I’m only getting started. Why don’t you show me what you’ve got?”

“Don’t mind if I do~ Let me warm you up a smidge first though. I want you to keep chaining as long as we can make you.” Kaden replied as he straddled Spencer’s hips. He could feel his erection still throbbing against his ass, and Spencer could in turn feel how wet Kaden had gotten while he had his fun with Sam.

The pair of them shared a heavy, messy kiss before Kaden shot for his go-to; biting down on Spencer’s neck. They writhed together, Kaden’s needy cock grinding on the other cusige’s stomach, before he pulled back.

Saying nothing, Kaden shifted down the bed then lifted Spencer’s legs onto his shoulders. He rubbed the tip of his cock on his entrance for a moment, then slowly pressed inside with a low grumble of pleasure.

Spencer arched under the taller cusige, moaning as he was filled to the brim. The head of his cock rubbed against his prostate, sending red hot pleasure into his spent cock. He wasn’t sure how he could still be feeling so good, or how in the word he’d be able to cum again.

When Kaden finally bottomed out inside him he was given a moment to catch his breath. “That alright? Tell me if it hurts, okay? Or if you want it at a different speed. Whatever you want, man, just give me the command.”

“Fuck me.” Spencer groaned, holding onto Kaden’s arms. “Just fuck me already.”

“My pleasure~” Kaden purred, kissing him on the lips gently, then jack hammering inside of him. The entire bed shook with the speed of his thrusts, the air filled with pink and purple smoke as the two of them shared their heat.

Sam scooted off the bed, letting out an exhausted sigh and wiping the sweat from his face and torso with a rag. Kaden would keep him busy for a while, he had plenty of time to take a break. With a smile, he began picking at the sprouts again.

It wasn’t often Kaden and him got to work together, so he was going to make sure it was an event the three of them wouldn’t forget. The wet slaps and moans only boosted how fast the sprouts heightened his heat. It was mere minutes before he was rock hard again.

He came up behind Kaden and put his hands on his back, peeking over his shoulder to take a look at Spencer’s drool covered, flushed face. “Hey hey, mister VIP~ Mind if I have a go

at him while he’s fucking you? Promise I’ll have enough stamina to blow a load down your throat after, too~”

Spencer couldn’t manage a breath stable enough to speak, so he nodded in response.

That was all Sam needed. He pushed Kaden over, forcing Spencer to fold over himself, then slammed his cock deep inside Kaden’s pussy. It felt amazing, he was wet as the ocean and hot enough inside to almost hurt. Sam quickly matched the speed and ferocity of Kaden’s thrusts, only causing him to slam harder and deeper into Spencer.

The mutt let out a whine of a moan, haggard between uneven breaths, and came again, this time entirely dry. He didn’t even know that was possible, but god did it feel good. Kaden didn’t even let up, still pounding his prostate for everything he was worth.

Sam wasn’t far behind, grabbing tight onto Kadens hips and cumming deep inside him.

Kaden let out an exasperated moan, upset that he’d have to take birth control now, but unable to deny how good it felt to be filled while inside someone else's body. He shivered, bucked, then came as well, grinding against Spencer’s prostate the entire time.

It was too much, Spencer’s entire body shuddered as another dry orgasm rocked through it. “Fuck, f-f-fuck! St-stop moving!” He gasped, wrapping his legs around Kaden’s torso. He listened, and Spencer was able to catch his breath once again.

Sam pulled out of Kaden, who pulled out of Spencer, then the pair of them sat on the bed to each side of him.

“Fuck that was amazing…” Kaden said, wiping his brow with the back of his hand. “We really have to do that again next time we tag team, Sam.”

“Fuck yeah we do!” Sam replied. “Dude that was SO hot, I’m gonna use that as spank material for months! How you holdin’ up, mister VIP? Ready to tap out yet?”

Spencer still laid unmoved on the bed, eyes hazy and face covered with a dopey smile. He sucked in a breath, laughed, then replied. “Fuck no! You said you’d still have enough energy to cum down my throat didn’t you?

He snickered, propping himself up on his elbows. “Prove that you can!”

“God you’re fun!!” Sam said, growling with excitement and crawling up the bed to rest next to Spencer’s head. “Sure you can take it?”

“Fuck yeah I can man.”

“Aight. Bet!” Sam swung a leg around Spencer's head and aimed his cock at his maw. If this dude was ready to take it, he was more than happy to oblige.

A shiver trailed up his spine as Spencer swirled his tongue around the head of dick then slowly took him to base. His breath tickled his skin, purple smoke seeping into him as he began bobbing his head. He was obviously not a beginner, and Sam was head over heels about it.

Kaden reached over and cupped Sam’s balls in his hand, massaging them as Spencer seemingly tried to suck the very soul out of him. He had a hunch this was going to be the last nut of the evening, but it would give them just enough time in the slot to get their VIP customer cleaned and clothed again.

Sam didn’t want it to be over, but between the two of them they were making real quick work of him. He huffed, unable to hide his smile, and bucked his hips against Spencer’s jaw. He just hoped he had enough sperm to give at the very least a small cum shot.

Luckily, he did, and with a groan of delight he shot his load into the back of Spencer’s throat. He swallowed it down with ease, then released Sam from his clutches.

“Told ya~” Spencer teased.
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Cleanup after was surprisingly easy compared to the past tag teams Kaden and Sam had done together. It mostly entailed cleaning out holes and cleaning up food. They knew that Prim was going to be over the moon when she came in and found the place in near pristine condition.

Spencer spent the clean-up time relaxing on the bed and eating a bowl of fruit and non-aphrodisiac laced meat. It was nice that he didn’t even have to clean up after himself, and the two chefs looked cute even as they worked.

This was so worth all the money he paid and now he knew that all the news articles and word of mouth really was true. He had a feeling he’d be coming here every single time he visited Miyusha, and probably renting these two for almost every time.

He did imagine what it’d be like to be with that one short gal, or the fancy looking aquatic. Man, what about the day crew? He wondered if they were just as cute as the night crew was, or if they took as good of care as they did.

You know...He might just have to find out… If he doubled up each time it’d only take four more visits to try every single flavor of cusige they had. The longer he spent watching how the two chefs played around with each other, the more that idea seemed appealing to him.

Spencer said his gratitude and his goodbye to the two men who he’d gotten to know so intimately over the past couple hours then parted ways. The lot of them knew that he’d be back, and soon at that. The first time was always addicting enough to keep them coming.

