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Indulgence







“Corey Cooper” grinned as he raked his gaze over his reflection’s bare torso. To say that it was drool-worthy would have been to insult it when it was so much more than that. Every well-defined line and every firm and lean muscle drew the eye and captured the attention.

It was the body of a superhero, no doubt about that. Unlike the hulking masses of muscle that typified the strongman-class Supers, Corey’s physique was lean and efficient, perfect for high mobility without having to compromise on strength or endurance.

Sighing, “Corey” rubbed his fingers up and down his cobbled abs. It wasn’t every day that he got to touch such a lovely body. The way that it responded to the light brush of his fingertips, an electric tingling coursing up its spine, brought a quiet groan to his lips.

It was always difficult not to give in to the allure of playing with his body, but “Corey” found it especially tempting when he wore this face. He twisted his wrist and glanced at his communicator. It seemed he had some time to spare. It probably wouldn’t hurt to indulge himself some.

A gentle thrill of anticipation made the tips of “Corey’s” fingers tingle as he moved one hand up to his chest. What felt like sparks jumped across his skin as he rubbed and pinched one of his sensitive pink nipples.

At the same time, “Corey” moved his other hand down across the washboard abs. He licked his lips as his fingers dipped in the gutters between the hard mounds of muscle, and bit back a moan as they brushed the flesh just above his groin.

For now, “Corey” was wearing little more than a tight pair of bluish-black boxer briefs. The incredibly comfortable skin-tight fabric shone with a dull luster in the light streaming from the bathroom fixture.

As his fingers dipped under the waistband, “Corey” groaned. The silky, smooth texture of the fabric heightened the heat that was pooling between his legs. He watched, riveted, as the outline of his cock grew underneath the luxurious cloth.

“Corey” wasn’t used to having such a heavy piece between his legs. He’d seen his fair share of meaty endowments but he rarely had a chance to experience one himself.

Fact of the matter was, a lot of hyper-masculine superheroes that people looked up to because of their physique didn’t have very big cocks. “Corey” should know. He’d been there before.

“Corey” grinned. “Fuck,” he breathed, as his cock continued to swell. It wasn’t absurdly big, but it was long, thick, and perfectly proportional to his sculpted body. It was sensitive, too. He couldn’t help but groan as the head rubbed against the inside of his boxer briefs.

It didn’t take long before a wet spot formed at the tip of the outline of “Corey’s” cock. “Shit, Corey. You leak so easily,” he breathed.

“Corey” pulled his hand out of his underwear. There was no point in having a body like this if he didn’t savor the chance to play with it. He had to make it last for as long as he could.

A low groan escaped “Corey” as he squeezed the outline of his cock. It throbbed at his touch, the wet spot at the tip growing bigger.

“Corey” didn’t know if he could last particularly long. His cock was so sensitive. Sheer willpower was the only thing keeping him from blowing as he rubbed and squeezed his length. He was leaking so much that the inside of his thigh was feeling damp and sticky.

Hooking his thumbs under the waistband of his boxer-briefs, “Corey” shucked them off and carelessly tossed them aside. His cock sprang free of its confines, a strand of pre-cum trailing from the tip.

“Corey” hissed as the cool air hit his hot, sensitive flesh and made it throb.

Resistance was futile. As much as “Corey” wanted to make the moment last, the pulsing, insistent need between his legs was too much to ignore.

Returning one hand to his chest to play with his nipples, “Corey” grabbed the base of his cock and groaned. He rolled his hips, thrusting his cock in and out of the loose ring of his fingers. He watched, breath catching in his throat, as the muscles of his midriff rippled with the motion.

For a short while, “Corey” continued. He fucked his hand and moaned at the pleasure of it. The more he watched his cock push in and out of the space between his fingers, the hotter he felt.

The languorous pace was insufficient. Instincts that weren’t his own forced “Corey” to submit. A moan bubbled up out of his throat as he picked up his pace, fucking his pre-cum-slicked fingers with increasing enthusiasm.

In and out, in and out, each stroke accompanied by a frisson of pleasure that shivered up “Corey’s” spine. It didn’t take long before he couldn’t help but brace his free hand against the sink, his nipple forgotten in the merciless demand of his cock for more.

Sweat beaded on “Corey’s” brow as he hunched his cock again and again and again into his hand. He groaned, hips pumping, as the motion proved insufficient and orgasm continued to flit playfully just out of reach.

Gripping the edge of the sink so tightly that his knuckles turned white, “Corey” leaned back and stopped the motion of his hips. He squeezed his cock and moaned, a tremor shaking through his body at the sensation.

Gritting his teeth, “Corey” moved his hand. He started slowly, his heart hammering in his chest, but his body needed more. He moved faster, and still, it wasn’t enough.

With a long, low moan “Corey” fisted his cock faster and harder with every stroke until his toes curled and his back arched at the pleasure.

“Corey” tumbled clumsily over the precipitous edge of orgasm and groaned, eyes fluttering closed as it hit him. His balls pulled up against his body as his thighs tensed and his buttocks clenched.

Cum surged out of “Corey” in thick, musky ropes that splattered across his chest and stomach. The orgasm shot through him in waves as his cock pulsed and throbbed. It was ecstasy until it faded, and the last bit of cum dribbled out of him with a squeeze.

As he dipped a finger in his own voluminous emission to have a taste, “Corey’s” communicator dinged.

“Castor,” a soft, feminine voice chimed. “It is time to leave. They are expecting you at the hospital.”

“Corey,” or, as it turned out, Castor wearing Corey’s body, shook his head. He grabbed a towel off the nearby rack and wiped himself down.

Castor still smelled faintly of sex, but it would have to do for now. Besides, he doubted that Corey would have any qualms about smelling his own musk.
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Castor lingered at the door before entering. SIBYL had briefed him on the situation on the way to the hospital. He’d been aware that Corey was in a rough way, but he hadn’t thought it would be this bad.

Castor had hoped that by peering through the window panel in the door before entering, he’d get a chance to school his expression but the moment he laid eyes on Corey, he couldn’t help but wince. He brought a hand up to touch his cheek, feeling a dull ache at his fingertips as if he was the one lying bruised and battered on a hospital bed.

 Corey’s left eye was swollen shut. He looked like he’d been through the wringer, to put it lightly. More truthfully, Corey looked like he’d had the shit beaten out of him. 

Castor shook his head. Corey was in a pitiful state but it was already pretty late in the day—Castor was sure Corey was probably sick of sympathy and well-wishes by now.

The Hall of Heroes had disclosed very little information when Corey was rescued, a week ago. They’d kept him in the hospital and had allowed no visitors.

At the time, Castor had just been glad that his friend had been rescued after going missing. He regretted having not worried enough. He’d thought that the extended hospital stay and isolation were just the Hall’s typical precautionary measures. He’d never have imagined he would find Corey in such a bad state when he was finally allowed to visit.

Castor fought down the rage that bubbled up in his gut. Having had to wear Corey’s body for the last week had only made him more aware of the extent of the damage. He’d hated pretending everything was alright, covering for Corey so no one notice Corey was missing at the same time as Tempest and put two and two together. Even now, his skin crawled with sympathy sensations.

There was a little guilt worming its way into Castor’s heart, too. If he’d known Corey was in such terrible condition he would have thought twice about indulging in his fantasy. It had put a pep in his step immediately after but now he felt just a little bit dirty.

Castor sighed. He was only working himself up by delaying.

“Hey there, princess,” said Castor, as he walked into the room. “How are you feeling?”

Corey regarded Castor with a flat gaze and groaned. “Do you know how many times I’ve been asked that question today?”

Castor shrugged.

“Me, neither,” said Corey. “I feel like I got run over by one of those old, uh…18-wheelers. Actually, scratch that. I feel like I got hit by a contragrav train going at full speed.”

Castor whistled, forcing a small grin. He was still wearing Corey’s body, so, for the sake of levity, he gestured at himself. “Thought I’d come in today, show you what you looked like when you used to be pretty,” he said.

Corey laughed, but it came out as more of a pained wheeze. “Ow,” he said, weakly. “Don’t do that.”

The smile on Castor’s face faltered, but he fought through it. He sat down by Corey’s bedside, clenching his fists where Corey couldn’t see them.

“Hasn’t it been a week?” said Castor, softly. “Are you not healing properly?”

It wasn’t unheard of. The Hall of Heroes had a few Supers with recovery-dampening abilities in its custody but the hall also had several accomplished recovery-type Supers in its ranks. Between the Hall’s healers, the wonders of modern medicine, and a superhuman metabolism, there was no reason that Corey should look so beat-up a week after being rescued.

No reason whatsoever, that was, save the cold and pragmatic minds in the inner circle of the Hall of Heroes. “Did they tell you where they found me?” Corey croaked.

“Yeah,” said Castor, exhaling sharply. It wasn’t anywhere good. Everyone knew that Corey was beaten and kidnapped by Shatter and the fallen Luxus, but from what SIBYL had told him, Corey was found being held in a compound just outside the city by a cabal of small-time villains.

It was bad enough that one of the Hall’s brightest young stars was defeated by the betrayal of one of its oldest, most-honored stars but the connection to Imperious was undeniable. That was really what had Hall Command spooked. It didn’t help things that the investigation following Corey’s rescue unearthed more connections to Imperious.

Given recent events, it was entirely justified that the Hall was being more cautious. Castor still thought it was a little unfair to punish someone who had suffered through so much already, though.

In a way, Castor could see the perspective of Hall Command. Imperious was known for turning heroes, and so far no one seemed able to resist Imperious’ compulsions. It was reasonable to think that Corey was compromised, but Hall Command couldn’t just throw him in a holding cell in his condition, either.

If Corey wasn’t such a powerful Super, Hall Command might have settled for close surveillance, but Corey was one of the strongest in the new generation. Even if it was cruel, the practical thing for Hall Command to do was provide little more than the minimum care required while they observed Corey. That way, if he started acting up, he would be easy to subdue.

It was smart. Castor couldn’t dispute that. He just didn’t think it was fair.

“So, they weren’t kidding, huh?” said Corey. He scoffed.

Castor cocked an eyebrow. “You really don’t remember anything?” he said. SIBYL had mentioned minor memory loss, but this seemed a fair bit more than minor.

Corey looked up at the ceiling and shook his head. “The last thing I remember before the rescue was…well…Luxus.”

Castor winced. He could feel the bitterness dripping from Corey’s words. Luxus’ disappearance four years ago had dealt a huge blow to the morale of the Hall, most of all to the young heroes that had looked up to him. Castor could only imagine the pain Corey must have felt at being betrayed by someone who used to be a close friend of his mentor’s.

“I’m sorry,” said Castor. He didn’t think any words could soothe the wound but he felt he had to say something.

“It’s fine. It’s not like it hasn’t happened before,” said Corey.

Castor felt a twinge of pain in his chest. The words rang so hollow, even if they were true. The more time Imperious had to extend his influence, the more insurmountable he seemed.

“I guess there’s really something to that old adage about either dying a hero or living long enough to become a villain,” said Corey.

It was a sobering thought. Castor shivered. He’d been alive for the better part of fifty years, now. Even though he’d since retired from active duty, he couldn’t help but wonder if it applied to him, too. He wasn’t even sure which way he would want to go if he had to choose.

In his younger days, Castor would have, given the choice, died a hero. Back then, he had strong principles, and an even stronger desire to see injustice thwarted. The years had changed him, though, and he wasn’t sure if he would be so ready to throw his life away.

Then again, Castor wouldn’t exactly characterize himself as wise. He was warier, certainly, and more experienced by far, but he was able to substitute for a young, college-age man so well for a reason. He didn’t think his thought processes had much changed over the last few years. He had friends that told him he still had the personality of a twenty-something. Not that he thought that was a bad thing.

The last thing Castor wanted was to start thinking like the curmudgeons that his oldest friends had turned into.

Still, Castor supposed it was impossible not to mature at least a little after so many years. He reached over and squeezed Corey’s hand. He was so young and yet he already looked like he bore the weight of the world on his shoulders. “I have to go. I’ll be back soon,” said Castor.

Corey nodded wordlessly.

“Hey,” said Castor, forcing a small smile. “Get better already, yeah? I don’t want to have to wear your ugly mug for longer than I have to.”

“Ow,” said Corey, groaning as he draped an arm over his midriff. “I told you not to make me laugh.”

“Oops,” said Castor, sheepishly. “I better get out before your doctor kills me, then.”
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It wasn’t until a week later that Castor got another chance to visit Corey. At a glance, he could tell that Corey’s condition and mood had markedly improved.

“I heard from SIBYL that you can walk again,” said Castor, plopping down on a chair by Corey’s bedside.

Corey chuckled. “It will take more than breaking nearly every bone in my body to keep me down,” he said.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
NSNARED

ETHAN WHITE






