Starlo tapped his knuckles against the front door, shuffling awkwardly in place. While he waited, he took off his hat and held it against his chest. He did what he could to settle himself by breathing in and then out, nice and slow.
It wasn’t easy knowing that you’d wronged someone. It was even worse when that someone was a dear friend and even harder than that when you came to terms with the fact that it was actually four of your best friends in the entire world. The scale of Starlo’s wrongs made him feel pretty ashamed of himself at this moment. Hell, it was nearly enough to make him duck away and flee town.
But he was a sheriff… in theory. So, it wouldn’t do for him to take the coward’s way out of this little predicament.
There was movement on the other side as the deadbolt slid out of place. The front door then opened with a familiar blue face peering out at him.
Starlo tried his best to ignore the fact that there was hurt in those eyes as they saw him. Though it was much harder to avoid the fact that Moray’s smile had become more than a little strained at his presence, fading away to a tired and prevalent grimace.
“Starlo,” Moray greeted, deadpanned and to the point. “What do you want?”
Starlo bowed his head. “Moray.” He tried to peer past them and into their home. “Is everyone here?”
“Just me and Ace,” Moray said. They worked their jaw, peeling back their lips to show off all of those razor-sharp teeth in their mouth. It wasn’t quite a snarl but it felt mighty close to it. “Did you want something or are you just here to chitchat?”
This monster might’ve been smaller than himself but they still looked mighty fierce… feisty even, with a slender body that was toned with athletic-looking muscles. Starlo knew that they had done track and field back in high school and it really showed even to this day. So, he knew that he should probably make his point quick if he wanted to avoid getting his ass kicked.
Starlo nodded towards them. “Can I come in?”
Moray stood there for a moment and studied him, narrowing their gaze. It almost seemed like they wouldn’t. Yet, in the end, they stepped to the side and made room for him to come in.
As Starlo did so, he noticed that Ace was at the dining room table, playing a game of solitaire. His friend looked up and narrowed his gaze upon recognizing him, only greeting his sheriff with a huff that was just brimming with disdain. His attire was the same as back in town, bundled up with only his piercing blue eyes making it through to the outside world.
It was an icy reception but Starlo didn’t know what he had expected. If anything, it was better than he deserved.
“I…” Starlo sighed. “I’ve been a fool.”
Moray nodded and made their way over to the table, perching their rump upon the edge of it. “Yeah, you have.”
“I was blinded by… I don’t know…” Starlo shook his head as he searched for what to say. It didn’t feel like any excuse was good enough to justify his actions at this point. “I saw an opportunity to do something big and I forgot about all the friends and family who helped me get that far in the first place. I was so focused on…” He worked his jaw, tearing his gaze away from the duo when he could no longer manage to look at them. “I was so focused on Clover that I didn’t spare even a moment to think about what you guys must’ve thought about all of this.”
“We noticed,” Ace commented, brisk and effective with his biting remarks. “Being left on those tracks sucked ass.”
“And being completely passed over for a promotion,” Moray added, shaking their head. “I knew you never wanted to pick favourites but to pass up all four of us is even more insulting than that.”
“It was cold,” Ace said, scoffing. “And that’s coming from me.”
“I know, I know, I was…” Starlo sighed and managed to somehow build up the courage to look at them. “I was a fool.”
“An idiot even,” Moray jabbed, offering a thin smile.
Ace shook his head and flipped over three cards, selecting the last and using it to continue his game. “I was fine losing out to Moray or Ed or…” He shrugged. “Okay, maybe not Mooch but that’s just because I’m still salty about her stealing my lighter.”
“And I know that a simple apology is only just the start but…” Starlo looked at Moray and then at Ace, biting his lip. “But I’m genuinely sorry for hurting you two with my thoughtless decisions. You two are amongst my best friends and I wasn’t thinking straight and…”
“Water under the bridge,” Ace quickly said.
Moray nodded. “Like I said, forgiveness is only an apology away.”
“Well, an apology is a start,” Ace added, using the second card to liberate another from a column which in turn revealed a third that went into his pile of spades. “Though I think I’m going to need something a little more than that.”
Starlo paused. “Like what?”
Ace hummed and looked at Moray. “I think we should see what the sheriff’s silver tongue can really do. See if it has other uses. You know… like in high school?”
Moray flushed. “Ace! Really?”
It took Starlo a second to realize what these two were talking about. Though once it clicked, he sputtered, covering his burning face with his hat. “What the fuck, Ace?”
“Just a suggestion is all,” Ace teased.
Moray cackled and thudded down into one of the chairs. “Really, you thought that now would be a good time to drop something like that.” They shook their head and went dead silent. It was like they’d been left utterly speechless by this declaration, searching for what they could possibly say to something that absurd. After a few moments, however, their shock seemed to soften, being replaced with a playfully coy smile. “Actually, that’s not the worst idea that I’ve ever heard.”
“Really?” Starlo asked, cocking a brow as he focused on them. “You too?”
Moray shrugged. “It’d be appreciated is all I’m saying.”
“So, you’re telling me that I come out here, humbling myself before you, and the first thing you two can think about is getting some head?” Starlo asked. There was nothing that he could do but laugh at this situation, losing himself to the surrealness of it. “Angel above, you two know how to derail the mood, huh?”
“I mean it’s really good head,” Ace said, motioning with his hand.
Moray nodded. “Some of the best head actually.” They then rested their chin within their opened palms, fluttering their lashes at him. “Are you saying no, sheriff?”
“I mean…” Starlo bit his lip. “I’m not saying that.”
Ace scoffed. “Knew it.”
He leaned back in his seat and nodded towards Moray’s sofa. “Should we move this party elsewhere?”
Moray seemed to take the hint as they got to their feet and made their way over, collapsing into the plush material. They then patted the spot next to themself, offering it to Ace. An offer which he quickly accepted as he also came over and settled into a seat beside them.
Starlo shook his head and came over as well, standing in front of them. “You two are unbelievable. You know that, right?”
“Think of this as like a second apology,” Moray tried. “Like an advanced apology to really show us just how sorry you are about all of this.”
“You’ll be lucky if I don’t use my teeth,” Starlo grumbled. Regardless, he settled onto his knees in front of them.
Ace scoffed. “That ain’t much of an apology, now, is it?”
Moray reached for their finely tailored pants, undoing their buckle and pulling them down. As they inched lower, they revealed their blue legs and the red boxers underneath. Currently there was nothing under them though Starlo had a feeling that it would only be a matter of time before something tented them outwards.
Ace, for his part, undid his fly but didn’t disrobe anymore than that. He was too cool to dare show off even an inch of what lingered underneath all of his attire. Instead, he eased out something soft and blue from between the teeth of his fly. It wasn’t sleek nor slender, instead looking rather blocky in its design. Still, it was a familiar organ even in this partially softened state.
Starlo scoffed and reached out, carefully taking his friend within the palm of his hand. Ace’s cock was actually pretty cool to the touch. So, he started to stroke it, trying to work a little warmth into the organ.
At the same time, he reached out and hooked a single finger under the waistline of Moray’s boxers, easing them down as well. It was actually kind of adorable to see that slight undercurrent of anxiousness overcome their complexion, blushing as they were exposed.
It didn’t take long to turn the tables, apparently.
Soon, he exposed another phallic organ. Unlike Ace’s, this one was smooth, being thickest at the base before crawling upwards and ending in a pointed tip. It was a lighter shade compared to their scales, being more of an aqua blue in terms of its hue.
Starlo decided that this one could probably use some warming up to. So, he leaned forwards and took the softened mass between his lips, carefully easing it into his mouth. He rolled his tongue around their flesh, crudely slurping and lapping away as he did so.
“I can really feel the…” Moray shuddered. “Sincerity of your apology, sheriff.”
“Uh huh,” Starlo grumbled around their shaft, rolling his eyes at the remark.
He eased forwards, going down all the way to the very base. As he nestled there, he drew in a breath through his nose.  It seemed that Moray had a rich scent to them, brewing underneath all of this fine clothing. The scent wasn’t bad by any stretch, just strong, earthy, and salty. This was the scent of someone who tamed these wild lands in the east, being intoxicating in its quality.
As Starlo worked them over, a little bit of life filled their organ. It started to harden, bit by bit, filling his mouth rather nicely. Within a matter of moments, it was at full mast, enough to fill his palate but not too much of a challenge beyond that.
A faint moan escaped Ace, drawing Starlo back to the moment.
He looked over and saw that his friend was also growing hard, stiffening more and more with every passing second. His erection was large, powerful, and maybe even a little daunting in terms of its size. It now dwarfed Starlo’s hand as he continued to stroke away. A bead of something glimmering and white emerging from the very tip, looking almost frosty in quality.
It felt unfair to favour one of them over the other. So, he quickly shifted position, putting himself between Ace’s legs instead. He carefully took the lawman between his lips, using his other hand to fluff Moray in his absence.
Where Moray had smelled nice, Ace instead tasted divine. His essence was salty and virile, corrupting Starlo’s senses.
“Angel-dammnit,” Moray huffed. “I wanted that mouth.”
“Wait your turn then,” Ace chided.
Moray shook their head. “Whatever.”
Ace’s erection was unique by almost every definition of the word. His body was colder than even a reptile, like Moray, with a chilled soothing quality that filled Starlo’s mouth. It was like taking a drag of a menthol cigarette. The texture was also strange, like rock candy, though it wasn’t too firm, still being soft and tactile against his tongue.
Starlo started to bob along, going deeper and deeper with each successive stride. He was a sheriff on a mission and he wouldn’t be derailed from it no matter what happened. In fact, he only emboldened as the cascade of moans reached him, pushing himself deeper and faster than before. 
All the while, he pumped away at Moray’s cock with reckless disregard. Their juices helped tremendously, making their organ slick against his fingertips. It was a nice juxtaposition, feeling the warmth wafting off of them as it came to a head with the coolness of Ace between his lips.
He looked up, hoping to see some sort of reaction from Ace. There wasn’t much of one due to all of those layers. Still, his eyes were now creased, brimming with a strain as his moans continued to fill the room. His body shuddered against him, his fingers digging into the sofa.
Starlo tried to push as low as he could, wanting to prove that even a sheriff wasn’t above being a throat goat when necessary. Yet, he could only manage about two-thirds of this impossible organ before a stifling gag erupted from the very back of his throat, making him pause. He instead drew back, contenting himself with bobbing along the first half for now.
“Think we can forgive him?” Moray teased.
Ace scoffed and shook his head. “Let’s see if he actually has the endurance to finish this and then we’ll talk about forgiveness.”
Starlo drew away, panting. He hung there for a moment, lingering right overtop of Ace’s erection as he puffed desperately for breath. Thin strands of saliva linked the two men together with a web of depravity resting between them. These threads remained suspended in the air, refusing to severe until he finally smacked his lips together.
“You know…” Starlo swallowed a lump in his throat, blinking away the little tears now glimmering in his eyes. “There was a cowboy movie like this.”
“Is that so?” Ace asked.
Moray reached out and rested a hand upon the back of Starlo’s head. They didn’t give him a chance to speak further as they instead guided him towards their cock and forced their way back into his mouth. Without warning, they started to buck their hips, fucking his face like it was any other hole.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” they groaned, shuddering. “This reminds me of high school.”
“Starlo always was a little bit of a subby bitch, wasn’t he?” Ace teased.
Starlo lifted his hand and gave him the middle finger. Though if Ace seemed perturbed by this, it was impossible to really tell. The lawman simply scoffed and shook his head at the display. The finger lingered for a couple more seconds before he instead reached out and started to stroke his friend’s girth once again. His saliva acted as a crude form of a lubricant, making it that much easier to jerk him off.
“I don’t know how much longer I can keep this up for,” Moray whined.
Ace chuckled. “Then hurry up and let me use his throat. I’m getting cold over here.”
Starlo focused on swirling and lapping, suckling like a crude little whore. His mind was dedicated wholly to this cause, hearing the constant symphony of groans and moans that came from both of them. He couldn’t help but adore the sensation, hearing their pleasure fill the room as if it were his own.
His cock started to stiffen, filling the crotch of his jeans nicely and straining against the tightness of them. A part of him wanted to help tame his own desires but he knew that he better have both hands free for the duo he was currently apologizing to. He could always rub one out later.
Moray’s hips grew more and more wild, frenzied as they slammed their cock between his lips. They bred him pretty violently, gripping his head firmly and digging their fingers into his chloroplast as they held him in place.
Then without warning, they slammed him right down to the very base. Their cock promptly twitched and their entire body shuddered. It seemed like they were going to blow their load right into his eagerly awaiting throat.
Which made it all the more surprising when Moray instead yanked him back and held his face right before their cock. Their organ twitched and a rope of something fertile and hot erupted from the tip. It flew out and landed upon his face, making him cringe at the sensation. It was followed by a second and third rope, each just as heavy as the last as they further fouled his complexion.
Until finally, Moray was spent, left panting for breath. They let go of him and instead succumbed to the sofa’s soft embrace. By the time that they had finished, Starlo was only able to keep one eye open, feeling the solid layer of sticky seed ooze down his cheek and even drip from his chin.
“Looking good sheriff,” Moray teased, winking at him.
Starlo sighed and narrowed his one good eye. “Really?”
“I have to agree with them,” Ace added, framing his fingers as if looking at him through a picture frame. “It’s a good look on you.”
Moray snickered and leaned back in their seat, reaching down and fiddling with their cock. They collected their essence upon their fingers and then licked it off, making an inquisitive little sound as they did so.
“How does it taste?” Ace asked.
Moray shrugged and held out their fingers. “Pretty good. Want a taste?”
Starlo didn’t see if he accepted the offer as he had finally stirred from his stupor and was now focused on the other cock in front of him. Carefully, he took the tip back between his lips, bobbing along it like before. 
With the portion that he couldn’t handle, he instead wrapped his fingers around it, clumsily stroking Ace as he did so. He rolled his tongue around again and again as he proceeded to make all sorts of depraved little noises.
“Goddamn, you look cute right now,” Ace murmured.
Starlo flushed and kept at it, allowing Ace to prod against the back of his throat. Though he didn’t allow him to go any further than that.
“I think the sheriff kind of likes being the bottom bitch in this friend group,” Ace teased, easing his foot forwards and pressing the tip of his boot right into Starlo’s crotch. He let out an amused note as he started to caress the familiar bulge, grinding firmly against it. “It certainly feels like he’s enjoying this. Are you, sheriff?”
Starlo flushed.
“Maybe we should keep him on blowjob duty for a couple weeks,” Moray teased. “Help him stay humble. How does that sound, Starlo?”
Starlo hated how nice that actually sounded. He would never admit that maybe that was something he’d be extremely into.
Ace rested a hand upon the back of his head and used it to guide him forwards, pumping between his lips with a bit more vigour. It was obvious that he was now succumbing to the same animalistic desires that had claimed Moray in the first place, falling into the tempting depths of his pleasure.
He reached up and placed a gloved hand upon the top of Starlo’s head, stroking his delicate petals. It was adorable to see the glow in his eyes, hearing those frantic little puffs of breath of exertion that he took with every grunt and groan.
Starlo bobbed forward a bit more firmly, going deeper than before. The shift in momentum caused some of Moray’s seed to snap away from his face and splatter upon Ace’s attire. It also allowed the monster’s cock to push the barest amount into his throat.
This meagre penetration was just enough to make him gag. Yet, he kept at it, not slowing his tempo. He braced himself and allowed his friend to thrust into it again and again, actually working his way a little deeper with every motion.
“Fuck!” Ace groaned, his grip tensing just a little. “F-fuck.”
The coarse texture of his erection shuddered between Starlo’s lip, quivering against his throat like a microearthquake. It seemed that he wouldn’t last that much longer, going through these final few motions. Honestly, it was incredible to feel how quickly the change happened with his breathing getting increasingly heavy and his hips becoming more and more desperate in their endeavours.
Ace’s flesh tasted divine, mingling with his earthy scent and meddling with Starlo’s horny little mind. He couldn’t help but appreciate how nice this moment felt, how good it was to be debased and used.
Soon, Ace firmly grasped his petals and yanked. This forced the sheriff to jerk back, just like Moray had. And also, just like Morey, he aimed his cock directly at his face.
His erection soon twitched and a streak of something white shot out, landing upon Starlo’s face. It was cold, frigid like snow, making him flinch away from it. Yet, Ace’s hand denied him the ability to retreat. Instead, he was forced to stay there as a second then third and even a fourth strand of the stuff hit his complexion, each just as chilled as the last.
By the time Ace had finished, whatever clean skin that Starlo had was now absolutely drenched in his friends’ essence. Hell, some of it had even landed upon his shirt, soaking into the material and fouling it as well. The smell was heavy upon the air and the taste seemed like a constant companion at this point, reminding him of his debasement.
“Did you both really need to do that,” Starlo grumbled, shaking his head as he proceeded to glare at them with his one good eye.
“Yep!” Moray beamed.
Ace chuckled. “Nah, but it’s funny seeing you like this.”
He leaned back into his seat and reached for his hat, taking it off and tossing it aside. With it out of the way, he then tugged his bandana out of the way and revealed his complexion. Much like his cock, his face was made up of a rocky blue material with misty vapour curling away from it.
“No idea how you convinced me to come live in a place like this,” Ace grumbled, shaking his head as he proceeded to fan himself with his hat. “This place is completely inhospitable.”
Moray snickered. “What’s the matter? Is the Wild East a little too hot for an ice elemental like you?”
Ace scoffed and said nothing to that. He instead fanned himself a couple more times before finally letting go of Starlo’s petals.
Starlo dipped away, settling upon his rump. He could still feel Ace’s boot, grinding firmly into his junk. It felt nice but he didn’t push his luck. After all, it would be pretty uncouth of him to give an apology like that and then expect something in return.
“Where did Ceroba and Clover go by the way?” Moray asked.
Starlo perked up. “Oh uh… Ceroba said that they were taking a shortcut through the Steamworks on their way to the core.”
“Well Chujin used to work there so I’m sure it’s safe enough,” Ace commented, smiling to himself. “Why was she heading that way? Just wanted to make sure that the kid got home safe and sound?”
Starlo shook his head. “Apparently she’s going to pick up Kanako from the royal scientist.”
“Oh shit, Kanako is coming home!” Moray beamed, shoving their dick back into their pants. “We should throw her a coming home party.”
“That’s…” Starlo thought about it for a moment. “That’s actually not a bad idea.”
Before he could think about it for too long, however, there was movement as the front door opened.
“We’re back!” Mooch called. Though she promptly paused as she noticed Starlo resting on the floor. “Oh hey, Starlo.”
Starlo flushed as he saw both Mooch and Ed looking down at him. Ed’s cheeks had grown bright red and he was doing his best to look away from him. Mooch, on the other hand, just grinned with a bratty glee, rocking back and forth upon her heels.
“You uh…” Mooch scratched at her own cheek with a finger. “You have a little something on your face.”
