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Fucked at Comic-Con

By J.M. Christopher

 


Before I leave the house, I double check to
make absolutely certain that my costume looks perfect. Today is the
comic convention that I have been waiting for for what seems like
forever. Although I’ve been to every convention that I could
possibly make it to, this one is going to be different.

A few weeks ago, I was browsing on the
Internet and found a forum specifically for people going to this
comic convention—and I was shocked and excited to find a thread
from a man who was looking for at least one woman that was down to
fuck. It’s been way too long since the last time I had sex, and
being an antisocial comic book nerd hasn’t really helped that
situation along. So, of course, I immediately sent a response to
the thread on the forum and I’m now planning to meet up with
Water-man, The Speedster, and Ratman right outside the entrance of
the convention at one in the afternoon.

I’m going as Catlady, because she is my
absolute favorite super villain, and her costume is so sexy. I have
the entire outfit, complete with thigh-high boots, kitty ear mask,
and whip—and I look incredibly hot, if I do say so myself.

While I drive over to the center where the
convention is being held, I keep glancing at the clock, adjusting
my mask, and taking breath mints. I have condoms in my purse, but
I’m still not entirely sure how we’ll be able to pull it off and
not be caught by one of the people working there. I mean, where are
we even going to fuck? Honestly though, I’ll leave it up to the
other guys. I’m too excited about having group sex with total
strangers—that’s something I’ve never done before, and I can’t
wait.

Finally, I’m at the convention center. I
drive around a few times, looking to see if the guys I’m meeting
are there. I’m pleasantly surprised to find all three of them
there, and none of them look half bad. Although two of three of
them are masked, it’s easy to see that they have pretty decent
bodies. Ratman in particular looks pretty muscular, and from what I
can see, it’s not because of any fake padding under his costume.
The Speedster’s face is the only one that I can see, and he has
sleek blonde hair, and is actually pretty handsome.
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