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Addiction







Castor vividly remembered the scene of Luxus breeding Tempest. It had ended with the speedster staggering back, spent, and Tempest getting up with cum trickling down his legs to knock Luxus out cold with a fist. Just the thought of it made his cock twitch—needy thing that it was.

He could scarcely believe it had been a month. Everything after that point had been a bit of a blur.

More to the point, he had no idea how they managed to get away with little more than a light interrogation. He was pretty sure he’d walked into Hall HQ with a lump in his pants and cum stains on his suit. To say nothing of how fucked up Tempest was at the time.

Fuck’s sake. Tempest’s irises had been glowing blue at the time! It should have been enough to get them thrown into custody. It should have triggered an investigation, at the very least.

Not that Castor was complaining. Capturing Luxus had been enough of an accomplishment that Tempest was fully reinstated, which meant he could go back to his old job of standing in for Supers to protect their civilian identities.

While he was sad he and Corey—Tempest without the suit—wouldn’t get to spend as much time together, he was just glad to lay his superhero alter-ego, Phantom, back to rest.

He just wasn’t suited to being a hero, anymore. Oh, sure, he still acted the part but that wasn’t anything new to him.

His whole job entailed acting like someone else—taking on their persona so fully and so seamlessly even his clients’ significant others wouldn’t notice. It was just… This time, the skin he was wearing was his own.

In polite company, he had to keep up appearances. He acted as Castor, the retired but dignified hero still looking to make a positive contribution to society by helping active heroes keep their civilian secret identities intact.

The difference was that he’d stopped deluding himself. He had come to accept who he was. In private, he let himself be Castor, the depraved pervert and degenerate slut.

That said, the stakes tonight were high. He was taking over for Tempest again, playing the part of Corey Cooper since the erstwhile hero had been called away to deal with a “situation” in Seaside City.

It had to be a big deal, which was why he couldn’t help but worry about Tempest. HQ had been pretty empty when he came in to get his assignment earlier in the day. Little more than a skeleton crew had been there to keep things running.

He didn’t know exactly what was happening but he didn’t have the luxury to care overmuch. He put the unnecessary thoughts aside. He could come back to them later when he had the time. For now, he had to focus on the job. He could worry later. He could have his fun later.

He glanced at his reflection in the floor-length mirror. He had on a very nice tailored suit—the kind easily worth a thousand credits, at least, on the lower end.

Truth be told, it wasn’t the kind of thing Castor would have thought to find in Corey’s closet. He didn’t even know where the guy would have found the money to buy it but he wasn’t about to pry. Not when he wasn’t sure he’d like the answer.
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