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Chapter Text


 The walk back to Saitama’s apartment had taken a little longer than expected.
It had been a lot less awkward, and Genos kept him engaged, asking him about his strength and fights. The teen seemed to be very interested in just about everything, and it was making Saitama a little uneasy. He was just not used to talking about himself like this, ever. People didn’t ask about his life, and here was this stranger that he barely knew, totally enamored with every detail he gave.
They headed towards City Z, since the brat had insisted on going to his place, mentioning something about ‘cyborgs not needing a permanent residence’. Did the kid really not have a home? Saitama didn’t really want to take the brat with him, knowing fully well that he had left his home a mess, but oh well. If Genos really wanted him that bad, then he would just have to deal with it.
Speaking of the hero…
Genos also avoided questions about himself like the plague, and each time the bald man wanted to ask something, the brat found a way to derail it entirely. Even though this was a one-night-stand, and he really didn’t need to know the kid’s whole life story, it kind of felt rude to just have a one sided conversation. Oh well...Saitama wasn’t the one to pry. If Genos didn’t want to talk, then he could respect that.
It was almost dark by the time they finally reached the apartment, and as soon as he shut the door, Genos wasted no time to pounce on him. It wasn’t the usual aggressive handling, but instead, Saitama was held from behind, with the cyborg nuzzling into the back of his neck. It felt weird, having dark hair tickling against his sensitive skin. It was actually more distracting than the kisses that were pressed against his strong muscles, and Saitama couldn’t help but let out a little gasp.
“Oi Genos, I need to clean up the place a little, just wait a-“
“No.”
“What do you mean ‘no’? It’s a mess! I also have to take a shower! Come on.” The other hero didn’t budge, hands still gripping him tightly.
What was the kid’s deal?
Genos pressed him firmly against the door, hands roaming the front of his body hastily. They were hot, glowing in the darkness and giving Saitama a really hard time. The bald hero could feel his dick twitching, fully aware that Genos was probably not going to let him clean the place like he had wanted to. His futon was still unrolled from this morning, and that seemed to be all the other hero cared about. That, and his body.
The kisses evolved into licks, and soon the raven was biting along his neck, probably trying to leave a mark or something. Hah. Little did he know that Saitama didn’t bruise, so his effort was kinda in vain… It still felt good though, and the older man made no move to push Genos away, getting excited himself at the way a wet tongue and scorching hands were mapping his body, leaving a pleasant tingling trail behind.
This was exactly like his dreams had been for the last few weeks, and it was doing something weird to his mind. He wanted a lot more than just these gentle touches, but something was keeping him from admitting it to the cyborg. Was he embarrassed? That was almost impossible to imagine, seeing as how Saitama had very little to hide. He was pretty bland, and was kind of happy that the apartment was still dark. Genos would definitely find him boring, especially since Saitama had absolutely no experience with men, what so ever.
The hero tensed a little at the thought, realizing that Genos would probably expect him to at least know a few things about sex. The baldy had a basic understanding of how it was done, but had never really had the urge to explore it. He could have sworn that he was into boobs like other guys, but the way the teen was feeling him up from behind made him doubt that notion entirely.
“You taste so good…”
“I-I just fought a monster, so probably not…” The hand on his abdomen quickly itched downwards and slid confidently over his growing hard on. It made him flinch, pressing harder against the metal body behind him, causing the cyborg to growl into his neck. Teeth sunk into his skin harder, and the older hero could feel Genos grind their hips together. It was making him feel really hot, his breath coming out in pants as he pushed back against the cyborg.
“So amazing...” Genos’s other hand shot up to his zipper, impatiently pulling it down with enough force to almost rip it. His suit was quickly tugged off and hot digits began sliding along his skin, playing with whatever they could touch. The ‘whatever’ in this case were Saitama’s hard pecs, and man, did it feel strange to have his chest fondled. The hero knew that he was a far cry from any lady, but Genos really seemed to be enjoying himself, if his firm kneading was any indication. The teen hissed behind him, and bit down impossible harder, which drew out a shuddering moan from his lips.
As soon as the suit came down low enough, the younger man reached in, completely ignoring the belt that was trying to keep the costume up. Saitama jumped in his skin, a searing hand gingerly wrapping around his length.
“Hm? That's a surprise…”
“Huh?” Saitama had a hard time focusing on anything, except the hand working him under his uniform. It wasn’t until the sinful appendage stopped it’s ministration before he finally had the chance to think. Something had caught the cyborg's attention, and it had to do with his crotch apparently.
Oh…oh shit.
“I thought you were hairless all-over…” Saitama could feel his face heat up, and his breath sputter. So what if he had hair down there! It’s not like he chose to be bald!
“I'm just happy I have a little, okay?!”
Genos must have realized that Saitama was getting flustered about the comment, because the next thing he knew, was that he was spun around and roughly kissed on the lips, shutting up any curse he could have muttered.
The cyborg was just as passionate as how he’d been the other day, a tongue immediately coming to swipe at the older man’s mouth, begging for entry. Saitama kept grumbling, but opened up regardless, and met Genos half way, that sweet taste just potent. It calmed him down, nerves easing up from the embarrassment, and Saitama could feel himself responding to the kiss.
He didn’t know how long they stood there, making out in his hallway. It felt really nice, not being too hot and bothered for once, and it made him almost a little sad when Genos finally pulled away.
“…I need to see you, Saitama. All of you.” The hero could feel himself tense up again, but before he could protest, his hand was caught and a soft kiss was placed against his knuckles.
“You are perfect, trust me.”
“Huh?” Oh boy, his face was heating up. The gesture was very much unexpected, and it caught the older man off guard. Here he was, all roughed up against the wall of his hallway, and something like a simple kiss on the hand was making him blush? Saitama didn’t know how to reply, and he just stood there, looking at the glowing red-eyed teen for answers.
“May I undress you further?”
The hero didn't answer that, really thankful for the darkness in the room. He felt so hot all over, and it was not just because of the groping and fondling. He was also getting twisted up from the affection, giving the cyborg a shy nod of aproval. Genos wanted him, and no matter in what way, it felt...good. It was nice to have someone care for once, even if the desire seemed to be purely sexual. In the end, it was more than Saitama usually got, so he really shouldn’t complain.
Genos took the nod and went with it, hands coming to the hero’s front and unbuckling his belt. The suit slid down a little without the hold in place, but the cyborg had to give it a delightful tug, running his hands along Saitama's sides and thighs, dragging the costume to pool on the ground. The hero felt really exposed, stripped of everything except his boxers, but the embarrassment didn't stop him from kicking off his boots the rest of the way, stepping out of the yellow pile and tugging at Genos.
Okay, maybe he was getting excited, too.
“Oi. Take your clothes off.” It wasn't fair that the older hero was the only one naked here.
“Pardon me?” Saitama made the move this time, pulling the teens white shirt up higher on his metal frame. He couldn't see all that well in the dark, but the way that Genos glowed was really fascinating.
“I said, take it off. They're gonna to be in the way.”
Genos gaped at the hero, and for the first time that night, the brat actually really looked stumped. What...? Didn't people take their clothes off during sex? The hero didn't know what the other was thinking, but finally after what seemed like a few minutes, the teen took a hold of his shirt and threw it over his head.
Wow.
Saitama wasn't one that really cared for men and their physiques, but cyborgs? Amazing. Genos was the perfect blend of man and machine, his body was a beautifully crafted piece of art, made up entirely of smooth glimmering metal that expanded over a large, dangerous frame. The hero found it really appealing. Mangas and animes were cool, and man, did the cyborg not look like he had just stepped out of one. Saitama felt the itching desire to feel the tempting body before him, unable to stop his hands from running along the cool metal. There were so many little intricate details carved into the plating and Genos's chest especially, was so well constructed, not a single visible defect along any of his edges. It was lovely, and Saitama couldn’t stop himself from tracing every little dip.
Genos was breathtaking.
Saitama was busy for a few good minutes, but a surge of arousal brought him back to reality. That’s when he noticed that Genos had gone very still, watching the hero's every move. It was weird for the usually aggressive teen, red eyes glowing brighter than before.
“Sorry...I got a little carried away.” And probably made a fool of himself.
Genos didn't say anything, instead moving fast to swoop up the hero in his arms and carried him over to the messy futon.
“Now it's my turn.” Oh god, the brat sounded really excited.
Saitama was roughly placed onto the mattress, ready to ask what the hell was going through the cyborg's mind, but he was silenced, by lips that captured his chapped ones in a messy kiss that sent shivers running along his spine. Those hot hands were back, fingers running over his abdominals and pectorals with a strong amount of force, and Saitama returned the favor and started to rub his own hands along the cyborg's glowing arms. It got him a good reaction, namely Genos growling into his mouth and hands kneading at his chest with vigor. Black digits found his nipples, pulling and tweaking them brutally, causing the hero to let out a weak, needy whimper.
Were his nipples always this sensitive? Men weren't supposed to have them, so uh...
Genos broke the kiss, chuckling darkly while feathering kisses down the hero's chin, nuzzling his neck with soft synthetic lips. “I didn't think you would like that.”
Well, Saitama didn't either, but life was full of surprises. The hero wanted to comment, but his body was actually enjoying the treatment too much, jolts of arousal making him harder by the second.
There was a brief moment where he wondered if there actually was something between the cyborg's legs, since...well... the teen seemed pretty flat there, and what place would really make a mechanical dick anyways? The cyborg seemed to be having fun, so there was at least something going on...somewhere.
“Oi...aren't you going to take your pants off, too?”
Genos stilled in his movement, lifting his body up a little to look at the hero. He looked a little contemplative, but only for a second. “Would you take them off for me?” Yeah, there was that mischievous grin again, perfect white teeth glinting in the darkness.
Saitama had to feel his way down, the room not lit enough to know exactly where the teen’s pants opened. He lingered a little longer than he should have at some parts of Genos’s chest, really appreciating the details etched into metal. Having a real life cyborg in front of him was just really cool, okay?
The buttons came off quick, and the thick jeans easily got pushed down metal thighs. There was more cool mechanics there, and man, for the first time, Saitama could really appreciate another man's ass, even in the dimly lit apartment. It was just as well built as the rest of the raven’s body, and it was enough to distract the bald man from the hand that tugged at his boxers.
“Lift your hips up a little.” Genos smirked when he caught Saitama off guard, probably knowing fully well that the older hero had been too preoccupied. But…
...now that his last piece of clothing was about to come off, Saitama really couldn't move.
It wasn't like he was shy about his body or anything, and yeah, Genos didn't seem too displeased with the boring man, but he was still a little nervous. The hero knew pretty much nothing about this type of sex, and that was probably going to show. Would the cyborg get frustrated with him?
“Uhm...” Saitama could feel his face heat up a little at the others expectant gaze.
Genos was confused, head crooking to the side and frowning. “What's wrong?”
“I'm just... not used to this...”
“Pardon me?”
“This sex thing.” Saitama didn't mean really mean the whole sex in general, more so sex between men. It certainly didn't help that the cyborg was all over him, very much eager to see more, and he was doing nothing to stop him.
Genos’s eyes flickered, glowing an even more brilliant red, before he sat up all the way and released the older man's boxers. It even startled Saitama, but he didn't dare ask what was going through the brat's head.
Was that a deal breaker?
Saitama didn't know what had snapped in the teen. But his body was suddenly and roughly pushed down, with Genos moving to loom over him. The cyborg nestled between his thighs and then aligned himself before grinding his hips down, hard. The hero's worries were quickly swallowed up by lust as teeth found their way to his neck again, biting down almost hard enough to cut.
“W-Whoa there.” Those scalding hands came up to his chest again, giving the strong muscles a firm knead, causing the hero to gasp. Saitama could feel his erection twitching at the treatment and his mind fogging over from all the attention.
“You feel so good, Saitama.” The teen was chuckling into the crook of his neck, slowly sliding his way down to the hero's chest. “There is so much I want to do to you.”
“Well then, get on with it. I don't have all night.” If they had a long agenda, then Genos shouldn't be wasting so much time touching him. Saitama wanted to sleep at some point tonight.
That earned him a sharp bite, the other hero's canines catching his nipple and rubbing it between his teeth. It almost hurt. The slight bubbling of near pain also bordered on the edge of pleasure, and it got Saitama a little more excited, feelin a light surge of electricity erupt beneath his skin. Was he a masochist?
He was lifted up by the waist, cyborg removing himself to get rid of the dreaded boxers. The fabric came off easily, and Saitama could feel himself blush again, his body illuminated slightly by the glowing red hero.
Wow. Genos really was going to fuck him.
It was a little late to doubt the brat now, especially with all the stuff that had already gone down, but Saitama still had a hard time believing that anyone would want him in this way. It was something he had given up on a long time ago. That’s probably why it felt really good to have someone actually like him for once, even if only for one night. Genos seemed to see something that the hero couldn't, and it made him feel wanted, needed.
“You are so lovely.” Saitama was about to negate that, but there was a hot hand on his dick and his words got lost in a soft whimper. The cyborg smirked, leaning down and kissing a trail from his abs to his pelvis, warm fingers holding him tightly. “...So beautiful.”
A hot tongue caught the tip of his member, completely blanking his mind and earning the cyborg another choked gasp. Genos gave him a few good licks before running that hot mouth down his length and back up again, teasing him with a deliberately slow pace.
“I need you to turn over.” The raven purred after he pulled off with an audible ‘pop.’
“Huh?”
Genos sat back up, eyes looking a whole lot scarier that Saitama had expected. They were predatory and unwavering, and it shot jolts of heat down to the hero's groin. The cyborg's hand came up to massage his thighs, ushering him to move. “Get on your knees.”
Oh god.
Saitama gathered himself before moving slowly to comply to the others demands. His thighs were shaking a little, and the anticipation was almost too overwhelming. Damn, he had never felt like this before, not knowing what was going to happen next, and even worse, not being able to see either. Saitama got onto his elbows and knees, looking back as best as he could, but his view was blocked by Genos. The cyborg leaned over him, placing a tender kiss along the nervous hero's spine.
“Don't worry. This will feel good.”
Saitama really didn't know how his body would react to this kind of stimulation, having been so emotionally dull for so long. It was weird, he could have sworn that he had gone impotent, but Genos sure was proving him wrong.
Saitama shivered as Genos kissed his way down his spine, biting him a little along the way. Hands found their place on his ass again, massaging his muscles far more tenderly than earlier, halting their movements just before the other reached his tailbone.
“Do you have any lubricant?”
“Huh? What would I need that for?” Saitama was confused. Why would he have stuff like that just laying around? Did Genos need to oil his-
“Whoa!” the thought was cut off, as a finger found its way between his crack and pressed teasingly into his entrance. It was too sudden, forcing out a surprised gasp out of the hero. He had felt the cyborg's hands on his ass before, had imagined them entering, but damn, it felt totally different. It was weird, not really hurting or anything, but definitely not adding to his arousal.
Genos snickered behind him again, peppering kisses down his spine towards his tailbone, and soon the finger eased out. It was still a little surreal to the hero, feeling his entrance twitch slightly with the movement. It became glaringly obvious why they needed lubricant. Saitama raked his brain as to where he could possibly have some.
“Hey...uh. I may have some oil in the kitchen.” Would vegetable oil be okay?
“Too far away.”
“W-what!” Saitama quickly learned what Genos meant by that, when the kisses abruptly stopped and a wet tongue ran down his backside, licking over his twitching opening. It caused the hero's vision to blur for a second, muscles tensing and forcing out a loud gasp. While the finger had felt foreign and weird, this certainly took the cake. It was indescribable, shivers rippling through the older man's body as he felt Genos playing with him, large hands spreading his rear wide open as the cyborg continued his assault.
“F-Fuck!” There weren't any coherent thoughts left in Saitama's mind, his figure tingling all over as little pulses of heat coiled in his stomach. His nerves were on fire, mouth opening for a long, surprised moan. The tongue entered him, moving around and forced Saitama to relax, to try and not clamp down on the intrusion. He really didn't want to break Genos.
And that wasn't the end of it. The hero could feel the brat chuckling inside, feel him all the way down to his bones. The cyborg seemed to take the moan as encouragement, getting more aggressive and roughly pulling Saitama's cheeks further apart. Those hands were gripping him hard, metal squeezing into flesh tight enough to leave bruises. It did something to the hero, made him feel that weird need for more pressure, slight pain adding to his now leaking hard on.
It was over before Saitama could even take in what was going on, that scalding tongue leaving him and replaced with two fingers roughly sliding in. It was much slicker than before, metal not pulling at his skin this time.
“This will have to do.”
Saitama answered with another moan, feeling the digits settle in all the way to the second knuckle. They still felt weird, but so much different now. It wasn't really all that unpleasant anymore, strange shudder racing up his spine from the feeling of being stretched.
“S-Shit...Saitama.” The fingers roughly pushed all the way in, slicking up his insides and stretching the hero even further. He whimpered at the movement, could feel the digits starting to rub against his walls, pressing deeper inside. It was making his vision fade out, his dick becoming painfully hard from the touch and leaking with pre-come.
“A-Ah!”
“Don't let anyone see you like this...” Heh.
The joke was that no one would probably want to see him like this anyway, but Saitama was too far gone to say that, feeling the fingers slip out and back in again at a frenzied pace. It reduced him to a moaning mess, keening everytime they grazed impossibly deeper, “...Understand?”
Saitama let out a loud moan, hoping that it was what Genos was looking for. He didn't really have the brain power to come up with something intelligible, body moving on its own and pushing back a little against the pressure. The teen kissed his rear again, fingers retracting completely and leaving Saitama breathless. It took him a second to calm down, his ass twitching from the rough treatment.
“You're just too cute...”
The fingers were pushed back in again, but more of them this time. There were three now, and it was almost too much for Saitama. He could feel himself stretch around the digits, an odd stinging sensation combined with the pleasure making him possibly vibrate. 'Pain' was a feeling he had forgotten so long ago, and the hero's body tensed up, a loud moan escaping his lips.
Getting hurt had never felt this good.
Genos seemed to be realizing what was happening, because soon the three thick digits where shoving their way all the way in, stretching the hero even wider. It didn't stop there either, the fingers began scissoring him and then curling to feel along his tight cavern. “Saitama...you feel so hot and wet inside.”
The hero was sure that part of that was the cyborg's fault, but he didn't have the energy to answer. He could feel the slight sting chase away his coherent thoughts, could feel his body boiling with building pressure. His dick was bouncing with the movement, utterly hard and slapping against his abdomen from Genos finger-fucking him.
“I can't wait to get inside you...”
Saitama cast aside his embarrassment and pushed himself back, taking in the fingers all the way. He could hear the cyborg groan, muttering curses under his breath at the sinful sight.
But there was something going on, movement from Genos.
The fingers in inside of him curled again, rubbing hard along his walls with a weird, new movement. They were still feeling him up, but instead of just stretching him open, they seemed to be doing something else entirely. Saitama tried to get his hips to stop shaking, the slight twitch still keeping his body on edge, wondering what the other hero was trying to do.
“O-oi! Whats wro- Ahhh!”
A loud moan was ripped from his lips, his vision going white for a moment before Saitama's arms gave out under him, body shuddering from pure shock as the three fingers inside of his found a weirdly amazing place, pushing crudely against it.
“Found you.”
It all went downhill from there, Genos relentlessly rubbing against the spot that felt so fucking good. He keeled forward, body bracing against the futon for balance. The cyborg seemed to find it amusing, coming up to bite his left cheek with enough force to hurt, digging his canines into warm skin. It was enough, sharp sting burning too good and it making Saitama come utterly undone. He could feel the heat, could feel his own body releasing against his stomach and the futon. The hero let out a choked cry before laying his forehead against the mattress.
He had just come. Pretty hard, too.
The hero tried to catch his breath, body still twitching with the aftershock of it all. The fingers slid out of him, stretched entrance tensing a little as he was left empty. There was a weird clinking of metal, and soon he could feel Genos shifting, could sense the other coming closer. The strange hero had let go of his rear, busying himself with something Saitama couldn't make out. He tried to look, but his view wasn't the best, especially in the dark.
“W-what are you doing?” Saitama was slowly catching his breath, face still aflame from his first orgasm.
Genos stilled again, chuckling quietly and running his now cool hand over the hero's back in loving strokes. It was almost like he was petting Saitama, and it actually felt nice.
“...you.” there was an odd pressure against his rear, something thick and long pressing up between his ass. It took the hero a short second to realize what the other was doing, situation dawning on him right after.
He gasped as Genos leaned over him, face resting in the crook of his neck and rocking his shaft between Saitama's cheeks. It was strange, friction completely different, but still able to make him feel hot all over again. He could feel his abused entrance twitch, wondering if Genos would feel just as big inside of him as the cyborg's thick fingers had been.
“I can't wait to get inside you, Saitama..” The dirty words made the hero blush harder, little gasp coming out as the cyborg ground down harder against him, the action making his spent member jolt back to life again.
“G-genos.”
“So tight...and just for me.” Saitama wanted the teen to hurry up, growing extremely impatient. The hero ground back, against the cyborg, wordlessly ushering him to move.
“S-shut up.” the lewd words were making him dizzy, his face impossibly red with every husky breath hitting his skin.
And the cyborg went silent, kissing the place right behind his ear and lowering his hips. Genos gripped him firmly, hands on his ass again and spreading him wide. The brats's thumbs were lining the way to his entrance, shaft moving into position. Saitama could feel the tip press against him, a little more lubricated than it should be. When had Genos had time to slick himself up?
The cyborg chose to torment him, hips rocking slowly to rub against the hero's abused muscle, not fully entering just yet. It was torture. He was anticipating the other man to push in at any second, but it just never happened. It was breaking something in the hero, breath caught in his lungs and body grinding back against the cyborg. He felt dirty, felt like his dignity was gone, but man, he also really didn't care right now. Saitama had felt so numb for too long, and now that he was almost going insane with this...this...
“Genos...I need you to...fuck...” The words came out painfully and breathy. He could feel his voice flutter between gasps, “...do something!”
There was a dark chuckle his ear, Genos's own breathing coming out in short pants. It was good to know that he wasn't the only one getting way too bothered, and made him feel a little proud of himself.
“A-as you wish...”
And it finally happened.
Saitama let out startled gasp, feeling himself stretching open to accommodate the large length. The tip was pressing inside, moving in just enough to get the head fully sheathed.
Genos let out a primal growl, biting down on the hero's neck and suddenly moving. And not just a little.
The cyborg slammed all the way inside, body settling flush against Saitama's. It shook the hero, body tensing up in shock as he released a loud, guttural moan. It sounded foreign to his ears, but his senses were muted for a second as Saitama's vision faded around the edges.
Genos didn't seem to be doing any better, breath coming out strained, engines whirring against the hero's back, droning.
“I'm sorry...I couldn't...stop.”
Saitama answered with another moan, trying his best to collect himself again and push his face off of the futon. His muscles were still loose from his first orgasm, and man, it didn't seem like he would get his power back any time soon.
“M-move!”
The hero pushed himself back, working up the strength to set a pace. He could feel his own erection throbbing painfully, knowing now that the slight sting of getting stretched felt good. He wanted to feel more, wanted the damn brat to finally push in harder. Genos obeyed his demand, taking a firm hold of the older man's hips and pulling out a little. The shift was incredible, shaft bigger than the fingers had been.
“S-saitama...you-” The hero didn’t know what the other was going to say next, hips roughly grinding against him. Genos moved, easing out with a slow burn and grunting as he pushed back in again. The cyborg seemed strained, panting hard against his neck.
Saitama felt like his skin was on fire, stinging pain making him shudder in…pleasure? Oh god, he really was a masochist.
“So tight…”
“S-shut up!” It was the second time he desperately wanted the teen to just be quiet. “J-just…”
The hero ground back hard, pressing close to the hot body slanted over him. It was scary how much he wanted more, wanted to feel the friction burn its way into his skin. Saitama could feel the mechanical shoulders release a gust of steam against his back, water condensing and mixing with his sweat. He was becoming utterly undone, feeling so incredible for the first time. Genos compiled to his request, hard shaft pulling out all the way and giving the hero no time before slamming back in. It abruptly shut up any thought, forcing out another guttural moan out of him. The movement continued, and soon the older man was pushing back again, trying his best to get as much friction as possible.
He could feel Genos shift, sitting up and roughly gripping the hero by the shoulder, pushing the pleasure-weakened man fully down against the futon. All he could do to keep himself from moaning in desperation was to bite the mattress pressing against his face. The cyborg held him down, increasing the power and rate of his thrusts, with every intention of wrecking him.
“You’re mine, Saitama.” Genos held on tightly to his hip, pounded into the hero with reckless abandon.
‘Fuck, I’m close’ Saitama didn’t dare let go of the mattress he was biting, knowing fully well that no coherent word would come out if he tried to talk now. His mind was far too gone, his cock slapping against his stomach with every time he was pushed forward, keening hard into the mattress.
The hero let out a needy moan, hoping Genos would understand his frustration. Saitama let go of the mattress, moving to grip his leaking erection and stroke himself with the brutal pace they were moving at. He was too far gone and did not feel the other hero let go of his hips to reach down as well, a metal hand replacing his own over his shaft.
“W-wait.”
‘What!’ Saitama whined into the mattress, teeth letting go for just a second, unable to stop the desperate sounds spilling out of him. He started moaning with each hard jerk of the others hips, head spinning from the sensation. Genos was not easing up, fucking him hard from behind and squeezing his cock with enough force to stop him from releasing, hot pressure building up to a new high as he was used.
It hurt…hurt so much, and it felt amazing. Pain was not something the bald man could really remember feeling, body always numb from having too much power, but this weird, twisted burn was the closest he could remember to ever being damaged. It was burning him, like a flash fire running across his skin, tears forming in the corner of his eyes.
It all came crashing down on him when Genos released him, letting all the pent up tension erupt. Saitama’s vision faded to white, his body abruptly stilling as he let out a loud cry of pleasure. The cyborg stopped, still panting loudly in his ear. It took the hero a second to come back to his senses, feeling the hard shaft still deep inside in, just as hot as before.
“G-Genos?” Had the other hero not…
“Don’t….move.” The cyborg pulled out, steam vents opening all over his body and releasing a large blast of condensed pressure into the room. It was quite a show, red lights illuminating the two, distorted by the vapor that created a tangible haze around them.
Saitama was quickly pushed to lie on his side, a leg lifted and placed on top of Genos’s shoulder. He didn’t have the strength to protest, his body still limp from release. The cyborg took hold of his spent member again, gingerly stroking the slick organ while looking intently at the exhausted hero.
“One more time.”
“Urg.” Saitama didn’t really care at this point, body still tingling from bliss. He could use a break, but ‘one more time’ meant that they would stop after this, right? Genos looked like he would be done any second, and then they could get some much needed rest. He could live with that, hooking his leg around the others shoulder and turning a little to get in a better position. “…okay.”
The cyborg gave him a strained, naughty grin. The brat pushed back in, slippery friction making Saitama shiver. The hand on his dick was doing a pretty good job too.
“I-I think I’m spent. Hurry up.”
“We’ll see about that.”
Genos started with the pace he had before, body brutally slamming back into the hero. It still felt good, and combined with the hand pumping him with the rhythm, Saitama felt like he would actually eat his words. There was a very good chance that this could make him come one more time.
“O-oi. Get down here.”
Saitama lifted himself onto his elbows, using his arms to prop himself up. He wanted Genos to come closer, and when the teen finally leaned forward towards him, he cupped the cyborg’s cheek, unsure as to why he felt the need to. The brat had given him such a good time, really impressing him, making him feel absolutely incredible. Genos looked so lost, eyes filled with a weird mix of confusion and lust...
...It was really adorable.
“Uhm...” It was too embarrassing to choke out a thank you, so Saitama chose to go the simple route. The hero pulled the brat down, kissing him awkwardly and leaning their foreheads together, enjoying the way the others red eyes went wide. Genos faltered in his step, body tensing up.
The reaction caused Saitama to pull away.
“...are you okay?”
Something had gotten to the teen, his porcelain face washing over with a new emotion. The cyborg looked shaken, vents opening and letting out another large cloud of steam, fogging up the whole room for sure this time. Genos dropped the hero's leg off of his shoulder, securely bringing them around his waist, making the position a whole lot more comfortable for the two. He looked flustered, face burring down into the crook of Saitama's neck.
Genos was embarrassed, and man, that was cute.
But the hero didn't get too much time to think about, breath becoming labored when the cyborg drove himself forward, thrusting ferociously into Saitama again. His muscles were limp, but his dick defiantly wasn't... so yeah, it seemed like he could release one more time.
Saitama's hips were roughly grabbed and lifted off the futon, back forced to arch upwards. The hero was too exhausted to really respond, lolling his head back as he allowed the brat to manhandle him. Genos seemed dead set on finishing this thing as soon as possible, and he weakly placed his hands on the cyborg’s shoulders as he roughly pounded him into the mattress. Saitama knew that the teen was close, and so he helped himself, taking hold of his own leaking member and pumping with the thrusts, getting ready to coming one more time.
And it was over pretty soon after that. Genos grunted into his shoulder, biting down onto hot flesh and sending a sharp pain down Saitama's spine. It was enough, pleasure mixing with the feeling and causing him to see stars. The cyborg came inside, and if the baldy hadn't been this exhausted, he would have definitely complained about the now slick and weird fluid that was starting to leak, especially when the brat pulled out.
Genos mouthed some words against his skin, but man, Saitama didn't really care at this point. With his eyes dropping, he wrapped his arms around the cyborg and rolled onto his side, pulling the blanket that was beside the futon over them in a bad attempt to cover.
Screw it, Genos was warm enough.
The last thing Saitama noticed was arms coming around him and pulling closer, a warm face nuzzling into his chest as the world finally faded to black.
–
Oh god.
Saitama really should have not just fallen asleep last night, because he was paying dearly for it the next morning. His entire body was lax, muscles not wanting to move an inch, and he could already feel himself making excuses to not get up today. The only thing that was out of place was the sticky feeling on his chest and thighs, and man, that was probably going to be a pain to get off later. He should probably shower; maybe soak his muscles in a nice bath to get this clean.
“Good morning.” Saitama opened his eyes, looking at the cyborg that was lying right next to him, a pleased smile on his face.
Oh yeah, Genos was still here.
“...morning.”
Saitama had kind of expected the teen to be gone before he had woken up. That's how one night stands worked, right? Genos still being here made him a little happy, not having had anyone to wake up to in years. There was no denying that he had definitely enjoyed himself last night...but this was it. The brat would leave and Saitama would have to get on with it...
“You look cute when you sleep.” Genos's eyes roamed his bare chest, skin probably dried with nasty stuff.
No, there definitely was no way he was cute like this, and Saitama raised an eyebrow at the teen in protest. He didn't really care though; still feeling more relaxed than he had in a long time.
“So uhm...” What was the diction here? Genos had said that he only wanted one night with the bald man, and that meant that the other hero had had his share. The teen didn't have to be nice about it, really. People didn't stay with Saitama, and there was no reason for Genos to hang around here any longer...even if he was nicely warming the hero's skin.
Guess this was it, huh?
The cyborg leaned forward, planting a lazy kiss against Saitama's lips and interlocking their fingers. It was cheesy, and shit; it was making the hero blush a little under the attention. He wasn't used to this kind of stuff, and the brat didn't seem to get that.
“Thank you...” Genos got up, wrapped the hero up in his blanket and went on his way to gather the scattered clothing. His mechanical body was beautiful, finally fully visible in the sun light that cracked through the window. The red and the back design looked so good, and Saitama couldn't stop himself from shamelessly staring at the man's every move, watching him get dressed.
Once the teen finished, he came back over, squatting back down to the sleepy hero. “Can't wait to see you next time.”
“Yeah...O-oi!” Genos leaned forward, kissing him on the head and making his way to the large window.
Man, that felt strange. Saitama wasn't the biggest fan of people touching his skin, and especially not his when it was a blatant reminder of his lack of hair. The brat knew that, and still kept kissing him there. Rude!
Oh well.
Wait.

Next time?

“Oi! I thought you said that this was only for one night!” Genos looked back at the shocked hero, eyes half lined and dark smirk forming on his face. It was playful and predatory at the same time.
“I'm sorry, Saitama, but...”
The teen finally opened the doors, light breeze washing into the room.
“...villains don't keep promises”
.
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