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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.
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