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To @sfhdraws, who was a great help in debasing Corey


Servitude




In the week following Corey’s capture, his world had shrunk considerably. All it had taken was a single mistake, a lapse in vigilance — his failure to account for the possibility that the attack on the capitol was a trap. Corey hadn’t anticipated that Luxus would be there, waiting in the wings to strike when he was vulnerable.

Corey closed his eyes. He briefly saw a flash of Imperious’ searing blue gaze. He had gotten so lost in Imperious’ eyes, back then. Just like that, his body betrayed him. His mouth watered at the faint memory of the taste of Imperious’ cock in his mouth, and the thrill that it sent down his spine made his cock hard and his cheeks flush with arousal.

The mere thought of Imperious was enough to send Corey into a horny spiral. This had been the case time and again over the last few days. He was unable to resist the urge to wrap his fingers around his cock, tugging at his erection while fantasizing about what had happened to him at the warehouse.

Without so much as breaking a sweat, Imperious had completely and utterly demolished Corey. The crushing, humiliating defeat was so profoundly hot. Even more so because it was with Imperious, the very man that Corey had been fantasizing about for years.

Every stroke was yet another admission that everything Imperious had said about Corey was right. He moaned as he moved his hand up and down his shaft. He was a fraud, unworthy of being called a hero. His destiny had never been to protect the people; he was meant to be whored out as a living fucktoy to be used against the very people that he was supposed to protect.

Truth was a difficult pill to swallow, but there was no argument that Corey could conceive of to defend himself. It was hard to find any when he was busy wallowing in his destruction, jerking off to the memory of his debasement. There was no redemption in that, only proof of how far he had fallen in a few days.

For years, Corey had been telling himself that it was all just a fantasy. For years, that was exactly what it had been, a dirty pleasure that he indulged in when in the privacy of his own bedroom. The reassurance had helped him sleep better at night, but it had been false.

It had always been false. All this time, Corey had known, deep down, that it had never been just a fantasy. It had been a craving. Defeat, humiliation, enslavement. In some twisted way, a part of Corey had always wanted it to be real.

The loss of control was inevitable and invariable. Corey’s ass rose off the bed as the orgasm rolled through him and he slid back into the empty, impossibly horny state that he’d experienced at Imperious’ hands. He came all over himself, begging for Imperious to finish him off, to destroy him utterly, to obliterate his mind and make him little more than a drooling toy.

At the end, when the orgasm tailed off and the high faded, Corey felt a pang of guilt. However, he didn’t feel the guilt anywhere near as strongly as he thought he should have.

Corey knew that, had he been a stronger man, he should have been frothing at the mouth with rage. He should have been fighting tooth and nail to get free of Imperious’ clutches. He should have been doing all he could to retake his mantle of Selene City’s hero, but he wasn’t.

Corey felt guilt because the guilt he felt over having fallen as a hero was empty. He had wanted this. Every last bit. And however much his rational mind told him that he should hate this, that he should be planning his escape, there was a part of him that never wanted it to end.

That wasn’t all. Corey hadn’t seen another soul in days. His world now ended at the walls of the quarters they’d put him in, a suite that was clearly a prison and yet, somehow, felt more like a home than his own dorm room. In his solitude, he’d had a lot of time alone with his thoughts.

In crisp detail, Corey remembered every moment that he’d spent awake at the warehouse, and he’d come to the strangest conclusion: Imperious hadn’t controlled him at all. That much was clear to him, now. The villain’s mesmerizing gaze had only taken away Corey’s inhibitions, the chains of social conditioning.

Imperious had given no commands. He hadn’t reached into Corey’s head and rearranged things. He hadn’t turned Corey into his willing slave. All he had done was open the way for Corey to finally indulge in the truth of his desires.

Had Imperious actually controlled Corey, had he changed Corey against his will, Corey knew that he would not have been having this debate with himself about being a hero. Everything that had happened in the warehouse had happened because of Corey. The whole time, he had been in control and just didn’t know it. Deep down, he’d been looking for an excuse to let go.
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