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SPACE LIFE


Going to space is the pinnacle of your career, but it’s also a pain in the ass. Don’t get me wrong, I’m happy to be here; I worked my whole life to be here. My mom felt so proud when they called to tell me they had selected me for a mission on the International Space Station. Everyone was. It’s one of the coolest things you can ever do. But it’s not as good as it used to be.

When I was going through training, the old hands in the programme kept telling me about their experiences on the ISS. A few guys, a few girls, hundreds of miles above the Earth’s surface. You do the math. It was an international fuck fest. Internally, they called it the International Slut Station because by God, those girls would put out. And who can blame them? Months at a time in an enclosed space, with nothing to do except some boring science experiments, and sucking cock. When they reminisced, it sounded like it was the best time of their lives.

Then NASA went and spoiled it all by making the crews single-gender. They even made the Russians agree to it. Those guys will break any agreement, but not this one. No more Russian sluts.

There we were, coming up the training programme, excited for all the action we would get in space, and suddenly it was ripped from our hands. I would be living with just men. I know what you’re thinking—Chris, it’s just a month up there, you can survive a month on a cool space station that barely anyone gets to go to. You can get laid when you get back. You’re a cool astronaut, after all.

Except it’s not a month. My mission is an extended-duration stay on the ISS to test the effects of microgravity on the human body. Practice for Mars. When I say extended, I mean a full year up here. A year with no women, no porn, and no masturbation.

No porn, you say? Damn straight, there’s no way Congress will sign off on astronauts getting porn paid for from the budget. If that wasn’t bad enough, the official policy says it is degrading to women, so you aren’t even allowed to bring your own. It’s contraband. For fuck’s sake.

But surely you could just wank with mental images, I hear you ask. No. You shoot a rope of cum up here, it can take out an entire bank of computers. With no air resistance, that shit flies fast. It gets everywhere. It soaks circuit boards, jams levers, and breaks everything. How do we know that? The first guy left alone in a module all the way back in 2000 immediately started wanking. Long journey, hot female colleagues in the prime of their lives, you can imagine how horny he was feeling. He shot a load thirteen metres down the module, knocking out the life support system. I bet you can also imagine the shame he must have felt, having to explain that to Mission Control.

“Houston, we have a cum problem.”

That one load cost one-point-four billion dollars. Billion. With a B. That has to make it the most expensive load in human history. After that, no more wanking. A zero-tolerance wanking ban. Any astronaut who wanks is prosecuted. Since we’re technically still under a military structure, they could technically take the punishment all the way up to summary execution. You could be executed for wanking. Nobody wanks. All because of that guy.

In the good-old-days, this was fine. A pretty young slut from an Eastern European country would place her mouth over your cock and swallow all the cum. Or you’d shoot it inside her. No mess, no problems. Mission Control was totally fine with it, as long as it all stayed inside the girl.

It’s been 284 days since I last saw a woman. Two hundred and eighty-four days since I last came. My balls actually ache. They’re fucking blue! I thought that was just a meme, something that guys would say to women to get a blowjob. It turns out I’m doing more science than just the experiments. I’m seeing how long your balls can last before they explode from cum overload.

For two hundred and eighty-four days, I have been up here in this space station, carrying out lame-ass science experiments that some nerd came up with to justify their grants. “What are the effects of microgravity on a piece of vulcanised rubber held at 12 atmospheres of pressure?” “How do witchetty grubs cope with the social isolation of a segregated colony while in an extraterrestrial environment?” Kill me.

The worst part? My friends were sent back down three months ago. The only other person left up here with me is a Russian guy called Yuri. He’s alright, but there’s definitely a bit of a culture clash. He comes from a very masculine world. He’s ripped, covered in tattoos. His black hair is shaved short. He’s the bad boy that certain women go wild over. It leaves me wondering how he’s even up here. I don’t think he’s a scientist.

Beggars can’t be choosers. He might be rough, but I either talk to him, or I sit up here alone in silence for the six months before we return home. I can put up with coarseness.

We each technically have our own separate living areas. I have the US modules; he has the Russian modules. But shitting in a bag—and eating meals out of a very similar bag—is better with company. Some nights we stay in the same module. We live together, dress together, carry out our boring little experiments together. Even sleep together.

No… not like that, you dirty fucker. In separate sleeping bags. Although… I have thought about it. It’s hard not to, when your balls are the size of watermelons and you can’t get sex out of your mind. In this kind of isolation, you’d get turned on by a particularly shapely slice of ham.

I’ve always been as straight as they come; I only like women, I only sleep with women. Not a gay bone in my body. I’ve never questioned my sexuality at all. Until this morning. This morning I saw Yuri’s cock, and I wanted to taste it.

I know, it’s disgusting. It’s sick. I don’t know what came over me. He was getting dressed; I was helping him into his suit, and it just flopped out. Almost hit me in the face. It was big. Enormous. A size queen’s dream. Thick and veiny. When it came out, I froze. I couldn’t see anything else except his cock. I couldn’t move.

He apologised of course, he didn’t mean to flash his cock at me. It was an honest mistake. Now I can’t stop thinking about it.

What would it be like to suck a cock? To look into a man’s eyes as he fucks my face, uses me for his pleasure. To greedily guzzle down every drop. I definitely wouldn’t be a spitter, that’s for sure. Not that I would ever actually suck cock, of course; I’m just a very strong believer in not half-assing a job.

Although... as I’m doing the day’s experiments, I can’t help but keep thinking about his cock. They’re making me plant beans in various soils. Who will win, they ask. Loamy sand, or sandy loam? It’s an age-old question that needed a hundred million dollars to be spent to answer it. It’s fucking boring. So my mind drifts… back to his cock.

What would it be like to have my cock sucked by a man? You’d think they would be better at it than a woman. More enthusiastic, more experienced. Having your own cock must make you much better at sucking one. That’s the kind of experiment NASA should fund—“What is the most efficient way to pump cum out of a man’s cock? A woman’s mouth, or a man’s?”

Instead, I’m just floating here, mixing sand and loam into various ratios according to the researcher’s instructions. Fuck me.

That raises an interesting question, though. What would it be like to be fucked? I had a girlfriend who played with my ass once, as a condition of getting to do disgusting things to her. It felt pretty fucking good. Apparently, the prostate is like the G-spot for men. I couldn’t admit it to her then, but I really enjoyed her efforts. Of course, I pretended it was a burden, that it grossed me out. That I was too straight for it. I couldn’t admit that it made me cum harder than any woman’s pussy ever did.

If fingers could do to that to me, what would a cock do? It almost makes me want to try it—for science, of course.
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ONE SMALL STEP FOR MAN


I’ve finished up my sandy loam/loamy sand experiments for the day when Yuri floats into my module.

“Can you help with suit?” He asks.

I help him take the suit off. When I get to the bottom half, I pause. I’m thinking about his cock again. I can’t help it. This is just what happened last time. The image of his fat, juicy cock fills my mind. What’s wrong with me?

“Don’t worry, no accident this time,” he says with a cheeky smile. But with his trousers half-way down, I can see a thick bulge in his underwear. He’s going rock hard. Has he been thinking about this too?

Yuri looks at the livestream camera on the wall. Every module has one built-in. Apparently, people like to watch the astronauts they’ve paid for float around in space. It can be a bit suffocating, knowing you’re on camera 24/7, from the moment your rocket lifts off. They do give us an off button, but we’re only supposed to use it rarely. Congress complains about value for money if they can’t watch you for at least twenty-three hours a day.

While looking at the camera, he hands me a note from his pocket:

Come to module. Turn off camera.

— Yuri

Why does he want me to turn off the camera? And why am I going to do it?

I float over to the main console and turn off the livestream cameras. I have to log a reason for turning them off, so I select ‘Social/personal time’. Then I begin the journey to the Russian habitation module. It’s at the other end of the station, so I have to pull myself through a few different modules. As I’m heading towards it, my thoughts are racing. What am I doing? Why am I going along with this? What do I even want from this?

I want his cock. No. No, I don’t. I’m straight. So why am I floating up to meet him? Why is my cock rock hard in my flight suit? All these thoughts keep swirling around inside me. I can’t shake the image of his massive cock almost hitting me in the face.

When I get to his habitat, Yuri is floating there—shirtless. Russian smooth jazz is playing from the speakers. I freeze when I see his muscular form, the tight abs that go all the way down to…

I can’t help but look at his bulge. Then I catch myself and realise how wrong this all is. I’m straight for fuck’s sake!

“What is this, Yuri? Why have you invited me here?”

“You know why you are here, American boy. You want to try Russian meat.”

“What? No, I don’t know what you mean,” I stutter. “I’m not into men, Yuri.”

“Then why is your suit bulging around penis?” He asks, his eyebrow raising. I look down. It’s painfully obvious how hard I am at the thought of sucking his cock. Fuck.

“It is nothing to be ashamed of. Have you suck penis before?”

“No, I’ve only been with women.”

“Then think of it as experiment, like soil thing. You try, you see if like, if not then no worry.”

An experiment… Well, I am a firm believer in science. And everything in me is telling me to try sucking his cock. I’m painfully hard. It feels like the slightest touch would make me cum. I don’t know if it’s the fact that it hasn’t been touched in months, or some sort of internal desires I was never aware of, but I really want to do it.

“Come over here, America boy. You take penis now.”

I hesitate for only a moment, then float over to him. He’s gripping the straps on the wall of the module to keep himself in place. I’m floating level with his crotch. The outline of his length stands out through his suit. My mouth actually starts watering at the thought of sucking it. What is wrong with me?

“You take out now, yes?”

As he grips the straps to keep himself steady, I pull down his suit. His cock is even bigger than I remember. It dwarfs my own. It’s thick and veiny, and perfectly straight. If I were into penises, I’d say it looked really good. I’m not, of course; this is just for science.

I take it in my hand and bring the head to my lips. It’s maybe two inches wide—it’s big. I take it into my mouth, for science. It’s warm and soft, but there’s a firmness to it. And the taste, it’s salty and musky. It’s not unpleasant.

“Good boy,” says Yuri, putting his free hand on my head. I hesitate, but he guides me down onto his cock. Inch by inch, his length slides into my mouth. It hits the back of my throat. GLUCK. My head recoils and my eyes water from the gagging sensation.

“No, no, no, you Americans are not quitters,” Yuri says, as he brings my mouth back down onto his cock. He starts to thrust into me, going deeper and deeper with each movement. My own cock strains painfully against my flight-suit, completely untouched. As his confidence in my abilities grows, Yuri begins to test my limits, guiding his cock deeper and deeper into my mouth, slipping past the barrier into my throat.

His cock is slick with my throat-slime. My eyes are watering, and wet slopping sounds echo through the module as he fucks my mouth. I’m so ashamed and so turned on by what he is doing. He hasn’t touched me once. Hasn’t made a single effort to try and give me pleasure, and yet I’m completely okay with it.

Yuri starts to grunt now with each thrust. It’s not a moan, it’s coarse and rough, like him. Each time his cock reaches down my throat, he holds it there a little, feeling the muscles grip it, massaging it. I gag, but he doesn’t care. I don’t care. I’m completely out of it. Drunk on cock. I’m not really thinking about anything at all; I’m just feeling him go in and out of my throat.

Yuri brings me out of my daze. “Ох, чёрт. You take cum now, American.”

His hand on my head takes a firm grip of my hair and brings me down and down until his entire cock has been buried deep in my throat. The manly musk of him fills my nose as I slide right up to the hilt. I feel his meat pulsing within my mouth. Then a splash of salt, as spurt after spurt of goo is sprayed down my throat. I greedily swallow it, SHLURP SHLURP, in order to comply with space-flight regulations. It’s kind of slimy and gross, but there’s no way I’m going to put myself in the position of having to explain to Mission Control that I made the Russian astronaut cum and broke a billion-dollar Russian module.

When the last drops have slid down my throat, I look up at him expectantly. He makes no move to reciprocate.

“Are you going to suck me now, Yuri?”

He chuckles. “Ha, ha. No, you silly American. I do not take penis, only give. I am not gay.”

“I’m not gay either!” I say with indignation.

“Of course, of course,” he says, “but perhaps tomorrow I fuck your anus and you cum that way?”

I’m stunned into silence. This guy is such a cunt! He used my mouth, and I swallowed his cum—while not even being gay—and he won’t even return the favour. I’ve been had! He’s just used me like a fleshlight!

I don’t even know what to say to him.

“You go now, yes? I have call with Russia control.”

I don’t even bother replying; I just float away.

On the way back to my module, I feel absolutely humiliated. My face is covered in slobber and saliva. It doesn’t drip off in microgravity; it just clings to you. My mouth tastes of cum, I can still smell his musk in my nose. I’ve been completely ruined. And the worst part of all, I still haven’t even cum. What the fuck.

When I get back to my module, I wash the cum down with water, then with juice. I clean my face up as best I can. Then I restore the livestreams as if nothing had happened.

To the world below, I’m just a normal, brave astronaut spending my days conducting science experiments. I’m not a slut that just got throated and had a load of cum slopped down their throat. Just a normal astronaut. I keep telling myself they’ll never know. How could they know? I don’t look any different. I feel different, though. I feel like I’ve been ruined. Like I’ll never be the same again.

As I float aimlessly in my module, trying to sleep, the scene keeps playing over and over. The thick cock, flopping out in front of me. The smell of Yuri in my nose as he thrusts his length down my throat. The salty waves of fluid being pumped down my gullet as I eagerly swallow. What have I done?
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ONE GIANT LEAP FOR MANKIND


The next morning, my head is a whirlwind of emotions. Did I really do that? Was it all a bad dream? Did I seriously suck Yuri’s cock in the Russian module? Slurp down his cum? What if someone saw it? What if the cameras weren’t really off? It could be in all the papers already. Fuck.

I check my console. There are no messages from Mission Control asking why I’m sucking cock in the Russian module. No frantic messages from my mother asking why I’m slurping a man’s cum on the news. I got away with it. Thank fuck for that.

It has put the fear of God into me, though. I can’t do it again. I need to stay away from Yuri; focus on the science. The sandy loam. The witchetty grubs. They can be my only friends now. They won’t try to dump a load down my throat. And if they did, they would at least have the common courtesy to return the favour.

For the rest of the day, I don’t go near Yuri. I stay in my module, eat in my module, and focus on my science. It’s because I’m angry at him, I tell myself. It’s not because of what he said he would do to me today. After all, I’d never go along with that, because I’m straight.

It does make me think about that old girlfriend, though. When she did that to me, it felt really good. Imagine how good it would feel to have a cock as thick as Yuri’s inside me… No! That’s wrong!

The problem I have is that I still haven’t cum. It’s now been 285 days since my last ejaculation. If I could have wanked last night, my mind would have cleared. I would have realised how shameful it was to suck off another man in the International Space Station, and I could have put these thoughts to rest. That didn’t happen. My cock is still telling me it’s a great idea, and that I should go along with it. It’ll go along with anything.

Deep down, I know Yuri is probably right. If he fucks my ass, I will cum. Not because I’m gay—I’m not—but because of biology. A huge cock rubbing your g-spot is going to make you cum. And as a scientist, I should probably test that theory. At least that’s what my cock is telling me. Whether I should trust it is another thing altogether.

“Hey, American boy,” Yuri says, floating into my module.

I don’t even want to look at him. He’s a no-good, deal-breaking vagabond who tricked me into fellating him, like a total sucker.

“I have brought lube to fuck ass. Yes?” In his hands he’s holding a toothpaste-looking tube. He throws it, and it drifts across the cabin. I grab it. The tube is labelled “Тактическая смазка” with the slogan “Отлично подходит для трахания западных задниц”. I have no idea what any of that means, but it has a little diagram of it being applied to a penis; presumably it must be used as a lubricant for sex. I was kind of worried he had just brought a tube of engine grease.

“Is this safe to use up here?”

“Da, it is safe to use. Is tactical grease. Designed for use in extreme environments. Desert, space, under sea. All places.”

I squeeze the tube, and a thick cylinder of grease starts to poke out of the opening. I take some onto my fingers. The lubricant feels slippery, and it doesn’t have a smell. It doesn’t spill either. Maybe he is serious about it being designed for space. Normal liquids would come out as a kind of cloud, then fly around the cabin as droplets, fucking everything up. This ‘grease’ really holds itself together.

When my ex-girlfriend played with my ass, she started off with just one finger. Even that took some getting used to. Yuri’s cock is a hell of a lot bigger than a finger—it’s closer to the whole hand. There’s no way that just slips in.

I slip my flight suit down and use my lube-covered fingers to start touching my ass. Getting the entrance lubricated, then pushing them inside. It’s humiliating, he’s watching me try to stretch my own ass out. But as I’m doing it, he takes his own cock out and I see it start to harden. He’s getting turned on by my efforts.

The feeling inside me is strange, but oddly familiar. It’s like I remember with that girlfriend. A really odd feeling of fullness, unlike anything you normally feel as a man, but it’s not unpleasant. I could get used to it.

Once I’ve done my best to prepare myself, I throw the tube back to him and he grabs it out of the air. Am I really going to let him do this? Just for the opportunity to cum? Am I really so lacking in self-restraint that I’m willing to let a man fuck me in the ass, rather than waiting a few months?

I watch Yuri spread the tactical grease along his thick, meaty cock. In my heart, I know that I’ve already decided. I’m going to let him fuck me in the ass. I’m still just in denial, acting like we’re just two astronauts in a pod, being totally normal with their cocks out.

He gestures for me to come over. With no real hesitation, I float over to him. He has his back to the wall of the module opposite the console. He brings me in front of him, with my ass towards him. I’m free-floating, while he is fastened onto the wall straps. It really makes me feel like a toy in his hands. He can just grab me and move me around in the microgravity, like I’m nothing. And if he stops moving me, I just float there.

With his hands on my hips, he lines me up with his cock. I can feel the head pressing against my entrance.

“Go slowly, your cock is really big,” I plead with him.

“Yes, yes, I go slowly,”

I feel him start to thrust into me. My ass stretches in a ring of fire as his cock penetrates me, inch by inch. The feeling of fullness is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before. And then he’s in me. I’m completely impaled on his cock, just free-floating on it.

Yuri’s hands on my hips start to guide me up and down his cock. He’s using me like a fleshlight. I’m just a weightless fuck-doll for his pleasure. He makes no attempt to touch my cock or make me cum. Again, he is a selfish lover.

It doesn’t matter, though. My cock has its own plans. Each time the head of his cock rubs over my prostate, it sends waves of pleasure through me. It doesn’t feel like the usual sensation; it feels like a different sort of pleasure. Not tied to an orgasm in the same way that it would be if I was using my hand or fucking a woman. Just pleasure by itself. I keep hoping that it will build to something, but the orgasm feels just out of reach. Each time he bottoms out, I get another wave, but it leads nowhere. It’s torture.

Yuri feels confident I can take him now, and he becomes increasingly rough with his thrusting. Each time I’m about to slide off his cock, he brings me back down hard, impaling me again. He doesn’t say much as he fucks me; he just gives the occasional rough grunt with a particularly pleasurable thrust. The main sounds in the module are the slapping sounds of our bodies meeting as he drives his cock into me.

I’m trying to keep my composure, but the consistent rhythm is sending me spiralling. It actually feels like it might make me cum. That’s what I’m praying for, anyway. Each wave grows the pressure inside of me. That elusive orgasm inches closer and closer.

I feel Yuri stiffen behind me. “Смотри в камеру, американец.” He says. Then I feel his cock begin to pulse inside me. His cum begins to spurt, filling my ass. He’s all the way inside me, buried to the hilt. Every pulse sends another squirt of cum into my intestines. As the cum fills me, my orgasm hits. My whole body is convulsing in rhythm with his cock. I see stars, planets, and galaxies. I am the universe. I am cum. Cum is me.

Yuri keeps talking. “Этот глупый американский поросёнок не может устоять перед огромным русским пенисом.” I have no idea what he is saying, or who he is saying it to. I can barely breathe. The sensations I’m feeling are unlike anything I’ve ever felt with a woman. The sounds I’m making are inhuman. My cock is spraying jets of cum that fly across the module. I’ve lost control of my body.

“Посмотрите, как он скулит, чувствуя нашу силу.”

And then I see it. The livestream camera. He’s talking to the camera. I never switched it off.

* * *


How could I be so stupid? I feel my world crashing down around me. The camera! I didn’t even think to switch it off, Yuri just got me right into it. I didn’t have time to think. And then it hits me. The sickening realisation. He knew. That’s why he was talking to the camera. But why would he do this to me?

Yuri is still buried to the hilt in my ass. Tears start to stream down my face as I realise the whole world is watching me get fucked by a man on a NASA livestream. I use the straps on the wall to pull myself away from him. Droplets of cum and lube float around his cock in the microgravity. I can feel all the man-slime he deposited sloshing around inside me.

I’m a mess, I’m ruined. They watched me cum on his cock. The entire world saw it happen. Nobody is ever going to believe that I’m straight.

“Why would you do this, Yuri?” I ask him.

He shrugs noncommittally and starts to pull his suit up. I push myself over to the console and turn off the cameras. Then I just float for a while. I can’t even bring myself to clean up. Nothing drips away in microgravity; it just sticks to me. What the fuck am I going to do?

I think about the reactions I’m going to get from the people I know. The shame I’ll feel at knowing they’ve seen what I just did. Even if they don’t say it, they’ll be thinking about it.

I also think about Yuri’s cock. I can’t help it. The feeling of that orgasm was better than any orgasm a woman had ever given me. Better than the sum of decades of wanking. It was incredible. Despite the shame I’m feeling, my cock can’t help but stiffen as I remember the feeling of each ridge of his cock exploring the boundaries of my void.

Without even thinking, my hand starts to pump my cock. Up and down, up and down. My hands are still slick with the grease Yuri used on me. Slick with his cum. The thought only amplifies the sensations I’m feeling.

The sensations are much stronger now that I can actually touch my cock. I haven’t been able to do that in months. But now I don’t care. I’m already ruined. I’ve already shot cum everywhere, and everyone has already seen it. What do I have to lose?

The pleasure is building now; I feel it through my whole groin. Real pleasure, not the gay feeling that Yuri put inside me as his cock rearranged my rear. And yet as my cock erupts, my thoughts are not of women, but of him.
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RETURNING HOME


After Congress watched me get bummed on the five o’clock news, they pulled the whole Mars program. I’ve been sitting in my module trying to process it. The people from Mission Control who relayed the message to me were furious. They could barely disguise their contempt for me for ruining everything.

They aren’t going to make me stay the remaining eighty days. They said I could come back as soon as I had wiped the cum out of the module.

Thankfully, the engineers at NASA had learned from their experiences and added redundancies and cum-shielding throughout the module. If I’d caused a billion dollars of damage, on top of the international diplomatic incident, then I would be fucked. It took me a hell of a lot of tactical space-wipes, but I finally got it done.

I have no idea what they will do with me now. I’m going to be a pariah in the agency for getting the Mars program cancelled. No woman is going to want to be with a man who came on a man’s cock in front of the entire world. I feel like my entire world has collapsed. What is my mother going to think? How am I going to look her in the eyes when I know she’ll have seen everything?

As I climb into my return capsule to head back to Earth, I can’t stop thinking about what will happen to me.

* * *


I splash down in the ocean in my recovery capsule. The navy comes and fetches me in a patrol boat, and I’m whisked aboard an aircraft carrier by a group of marines. I still have no idea what is going to happen to me. The marines don’t say anything to me, but I see a few smirks on their faces.

It’s weird being back on solid ground again. You forget what gravity feels like when you’ve been floating for so long. When they give me water to drink, I forget that I have to actually hold it. I put it down as if I’m in space, and it slams right into the ground.

The marines put me in a room below deck. Not a nice, comfy room that you’d normally get as a returning hero—it’s more like an interrogation room. There are exposed pipes in the ceiling, a rusty table and chairs, and a big two-way mirror on the wall, as if it’s some sort of TV detective show.

After they put me in there, I’m left for a while to stew in the realisation that I’m a cock-ruined whore.

A man in a smart suit interrupts by depressed thoughts.

“Russ Hanson,” he offers his hand, “I’m with the Central Intelligence Agency.”

“Why are you here?” I ask.

“When you got fucked, America got fucked. The Secretary of State had to go on national television and tell the American people that getting fucked in the ass isn’t official foreign policy. The whole government is in turmoil.”

“I can’t believe this happened. It feels like my life is ruined. But I don’t know how I can help you.”

“Chris, we need to know if you were in on this. We can’t understand why a straight man with twenty-five years of top-secret clearance would suddenly decide to get fucked in the ass, right at a strategic moment. We’d heard wind of something called Operation Broken Eagle, but we had no idea what that codename was referring to. Now we know. It was you. Did the Russians pay you to get bummed? Were you in on the operation?”

“Pay me? No!” I shout, heat spreading across my face. “He tricked me!”

“Tricked you? You didn’t know he was going to fuck you in the ass?”

“No, I didn’t know the cameras were watching!”

He stops in his tracks. “Didn’t know the cameras were watching?” A smile breaks out on his face. “... didn’t know the cameras were watching!” He starts laughing, hard. He turns to the two-way mirror wall. “This guy isn’t an agent, he’s just a queer!”

“I’m not gay,” I pant. Why is no-one listening to me? Why don’t they get it? “I was just doing it for science!”

My protests fall on deaf ears. He’s already pressing the big red ‘GAY’ stamp down onto my paperwork and bundling it into his briefcase. He starts heading out of the room.

“Before you go…” I interrupt his exit, “What was Yuri saying to the camera?”

“Are you sure you want to know?”

“I’m sure.”

“It was something along the lines of—This stupid American piglet can't resist a huge Russian penis. Look how he whines, feeling our strength.”

I feel my face go bright red. That’s even worse than I thought. He was doing it all just to humiliate me.

“I’m sorry, kid, you should have listened to your training.” He shakes his head sadly and walks out the door.

About ten minutes later the marines come back. I’m free to go. They bundle me onto a plane and send me home.

* * *


Congress resolved the issue the only way it knows how. They gave me a medal. A medal for being the first man to be bummed in space. They made me a national hero, made me go to parades. I had to give speeches in schools about my “heroic act” of coming out to the world in a show of international co-operation. They kept my calendar full of different events, acting as if this had always been their plan. Like it was some strategic play.

My mother was so proud of me, she thought it was some sort of political act. Some grand gesture of me coming out to the world. I didn’t have the heart to tell her I’d actually just been tricked. So I played along with it. Let her keep thinking that I’ve always been gay and let her have her gay hero.

At every event they send me to, I keep trying to tell my handlers that I’m not actually gay; but every time I say it, they just give me a patronising smile and chuckle to themselves. Even my husband doesn’t believe me.


ABOUT THE AUTHOR



Thank you for reading my book! I hope you enjoyed it.

If you did, and you’d like to find out when I release further books, you can sign up to my newsletter here.

Find my full collection here:
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