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Withdrawal







The more the afterglow of the orgasm subsided, the clearer Castor’s mind became. He’d done it again. He’d slipped. He’d lost control. And in the presence of one of the Commonwealth’s greatest villains, at that.

He sighed. He didn’t care anymore. It was useless to try and resist. All the years of training and ironclad discipline he’d had to endure weren’t worth a damn when it came to the allure of his cock.

He just couldn’t stop. It was too powerful. The slightest hint of arousal sent him spiraling into a gooned-out cock-dumb haze.

And every time was easier. Every time, he slipped faster and deeper than the last, making the climb out harder and harder. Even now, he could feel the haze in his head, threatening to smother his thoughts, and it simply refused to go away.

He lay motionless for a moment, staring at the ceiling. He took a breath and smelled sex, sweat, and cum. The musk of it was thick in the air and, by this point, all too familiar.

He could feel it on him, the cold jism soaking into his fancy clothes. He’d potentially ruined the suit for good. A thousand credits—at least—down the drain, just like that.

It was a terrible fashion crime if he’d ever seen one. If such things were prosecuted like normal crimes he would probably be on the way to a lifetime in jail. And all for a few minutes of mind-blowing pleasure.

His spent cock twitched. Come to think of it, he didn’t actually feel any regret. The pleasure still lingered at the edges of his mind. He remembered the bliss of it—the ecstasy of being lost in his cock, of being more penis than man.

Part of him wished he could make the feeling last. Being a person came with so much shit it was easy to get fed up with it all. To be a cock with nothing in the way of worries or responsibilities, concerned only with pleasure… Damn.

It was why he’d mostly stopped resisting. He craved the feeling of it—the escape from the real world that it provided.

Nothing could compare. Nothing. It was insanity of the best kind. Losing himself to his cock. Spending hours bating in front of porn. Listening to moaning and sucking and fucking and rimming pounding in his ears and shutting out everything else. It was bliss.

If only he didn’t need to work to maintain the habit.

Castor sighed as he sat up. His guest was still there, watching him impassively from Corey’s computer chair. “Oh. You’re still here,” he said.

A smirk tugged at the corner of Marcus’ mouth. “I am.”

“Why?” Castor tried to sound as unenthusiastic as he could manage. He didn’t want to give away the excitement he felt, deep down, never mind that his cheeks were flushed and his cock had twitched.

Marcus laughed. “One, because we were supposed to go on a date, though we have missed our reservation, for the record.”

“I’m sorry,” Castor blurted out before he could stop himself.

Marcus waved away the apology. “Never you mind that. Perhaps it is better this way. I can reschedule the reservation for whenever Corey is available.”

Castor flushed. “I didn’t realize you were serious about dating him,” he said. It was hard not to imagine that Marcus was just using Corey but the way he spoke of the boy didn’t sound like it was about pure exploitation.

Marcus chuckled. “I can assure you, I am very serious about him,” he said. “Though such is none of your concern.”

Castor choked down the urge to apologize. Force of habit. “Okay,” he said, gulping audibly.

Marcus was incredibly intimidating. Though his manner was refined, his bearing was nevertheless largely non-threatening. And yet, there was something about the man that made Castor’s instincts go haywire.

Castor felt like prey in front of a predator in Marcus’ presence. “What…what was the second thing?” he said with hesitation palpable in his voice.
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