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


Unwelcome Visitors




Dumb jock.

Dumb horny jock.

Corey moaned, his eyes fixed on the swirling, pulsing spiral. The words, superimposed on the moving image burned into his mind as a monotonous, rhythmic buzzing sound blasted into his ears.

Stupid fucktoy.

Obedient slave.

Mindless servant.

The pleasure that had been building in Corey’s body for the last hour reached a crescendo. His back arched off the chair, though his gaze remained fixed on the center of the spiral. His cock, held tightly in his grip, throbbed and swelled as the cum worked its way up his shaft.

A quiet groan escaped Corey as the orgasm hit. He bucked his hips, thrusting his cock into the ring of his fingers as cum spurted out of him, thick, hot ropes splattering all over his chest and stomach. He felt floaty. Fuzzy. His thoughts were disjointed. Fragmented. It was difficult to think.

Unfortunately, it was just the post-orgasmic haze. As cum slowed to a dribble from the tip of his cock, Corey returned to disappointing clarity. He pulled the headset off his head and clicked off the video he’d been watching. With his other hand, he squeezed his cock, teasing the last few drops of cum out of his shaft.

Corey was still hard. Truth be told, he was hard more often than soft these days. It was almost like he was sixteen again, popping boners every couple of minutes regardless of how inappropriate it was. His fantasies had just gotten worse. Ever since Imperious had surfaced, he couldn’t stop thinking about being turned.

It was a bit embarrassing to get a hard-on in the super suit. It had happened a few times in the past week, and Corey didn’t really want the good people of Selene City to think that he got off on being a superhero — even if on some level, he did.

Often, Corey had more to worry about than the outline of his thick cock pressed up against the lining of his suit. The worst that it did was give tabloids incendiary material to paint him as a pervert — which he kind of was — but no one really believed tabloids these days.

On the other hand, Corey was sure that the unflattering pictures of his bulge had already been put into circulation among the fan clubs as spank bank material. It was a little hot to think about, but at the same time a tad mortifying.

Corey wiped himself off with an old shirt and got up from the computer. He was more than ready to turn in for the night. Today had been a long one. Not only had it been the last day of filming for that new film involving Tempest and Imperious, he’d also been up until the wee hours of the morning trying to track down Nightchaser.

All in all, the last twenty-four hours had been tiring and disappointing. The highlights of his day were getting to see his superhero alter-ego fucked by Imperious, and the intense orgasm that he had just had. Which was sad.

Just as Corey was about to slip naked under the sheets to sleep, his communicator beeped. There was a brief moment when he pondered not answering it, but he quickly reconsidered. He snatched the communicator off the nightstand and held it up in front of his face. “What is it now?” he mumbled.

SIBYL produced a small holographic projection that illuminated the dark room with a faint bluish-green light. The AI’s avatar always looked like a young girl, probably around Corey’s age, because that was what the original Sibyl had looked like before her untimely death.
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