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            Friends with Benefits: Through Tony's Eyes
      

         

         Tony could sense that there was something on Jack’s mind. He’d known the man for twenty-five years by now and there was very little about his friend he couldn’t decipher. He knew the body language intimately, having shared the stage as well as a bed with him on and off for his entire adult life. Instead of the smooth, relaxed face Jack always had after a good wanking session – and tonight’s session had been glorious – his brow was slightly furrowed and he was repeatedly doing that thing with his tongue. That thing he always did when he had something on his mind. With a deep sigh, perfectly masked as post-coital bliss, Tony made himself comfortable resting his head on Jack’s toned chest. He knew Jack had passed his latest medical check-up with flying colours and he’d caught himself appreciating the view during gigs. But this was the first time in ages he had been allowed to touch it. Jack had spent the previous months jetting back and forth between Europe and America and they had been bloody busy with promotion and tour rehearsals. Tony had missed this. He knew he was a very lucky man. He had it all. Talent (ish, nothing compared to the naked man next to him of course), looks (he knew he was pretty easy on the eye), money, an impressive career, love, adoration, everything. And he got to fuck Jack senseless every now and again. The aching need had been worse than ever when he’d been rushed off stage a couple of hours earlier and he had decided not to wait for Jack to appear at his door. So for once, he had sauntered over here – dressed only in his sweaty and tattered old robe – and done something about that ache.

         “Tony?” Jack asked quietly.

         “What?” Tony replied, trying his best to sound tired, not wanting to let Jack know he was onto him.

         “You know, I’ve been thinking…”

         Here we go, Tony thought to himself. He didn’t think it was something serious bugging Jack but he still wasn’t to keen on discussing it. He was tired, he was happy, he was spent. He wanted this sweet bliss to last for a while longer. He couldn’t really be bothered with Jack’s OCD at the moment. But he cared about the man. He truly loved his mate and if that meant wasting a moment of perfect aftermath to sort him out, then so be it.

         “I don’t like the sound of that,” he answered. In his own mind, the joking tone in his voice was obvious.

         “What?” Jack replied in a harsh voice.

         “I’m kidding,” Tony hastily said, lifted his head and looked Jack straight in the eye. Fixating him with his deep blue stare.

         “This… This thing we have… This thing we do…”

         So that was it. Jack was thinking about putting a label on their relationship. He knew Jack was pondering it. He’d known for ages. Just because Jack, the constant worrier, couldn’t let something rest. Tony himself couldn’t care less. He had learned the hard way to just go with the flow.

         “What about it?”

         “What is it?

         “I don’t know.”

         Tony put his head on Jack’s shoulder and shuffled even closer, hoping the closeness would make Jack feel secure, feel that he was in a safe place.

         “Doesn’t it bother you, though? Not knowing?” Jack asked. He actually seemed pretty stressed out by it.

         “Nope,” Tony answered.

         “Really?” Jack sounded surprised.

         “Really. Does it bother you?”

         Jack left his question unanswered. So, it did bother Jack then. Tony couldn’t just let this one slide. He had to ease Jack’s mind.

         “Don’t you think that if it had mattered, we would have figured it out by now?” he asked.

         “Are you saying that it doesn’t matter to you?” Jack snapped. Again. Christ, he was touchy today. Of course, it mattered to Tony.

         “Don’t be awful. I’m saying that if we’d felt the need to put a label on it, then we would have done so ages ago. That if either of us had wanted this to be more – or less – we would have done something about it, that we would have moved forward and outed it to the world or taken a step back and ended it?” There. He said it. Jack’s chuckle confirmed that he had said the right thing.

         “Outing us? Now that would be something, wouldn’t it?”

         “I’m being serious here,” Tony said. He was. He didn’t worry about it like Jack did, but he wanted to set things straight. Because he wanted these sessions to keep being a recurring event in his life and if that meant talking it out then they would talk all night as long as this was settled once and for all.

         “Me too Tony, me too. I mean, it’s been going on for so long but it still hasn’t changed one single bit. How come? And why haven’t we stopped doing it?”

          
      

         “Because neither of us ever had a good enough reason to make it stop. But when you find that reason – for it will be you who do – then you will know. And this will be over.” Tony stated honestly.

         “I don’t like the sound of that,” Jack answered, looking hurt. Oh, for crying out loud! If talking didn’t help then he would have to fuck Jack’s brains out. No brains, no worry. Tony knew exactly how to play this. He rolled over, gave Jack one of his irresistible smiles and took control of the situation.

         “Then stop talking about it. Shut up and kiss me,” he said. And Jack did.

         Boy, did Jack kiss him? Jack knew how to make out. He knew how to make out and make love. Nobody had ever been able to turn Tony on the way Jack did. Strangely enough, because Tony wasn’t gay. He had never messed around with guys but somehow this man had got under his skin. Tony supposed it was because he was truly the only one who could understand what it was like. What the crazy circus they called reality was like. Sure, the other guys in the band got it too – better than Jack even – but the mere thought of shagging either was so incestuous that it made Tony’s stomach churn. What a mindfuck. He deepened the kiss to shake the feeling off but didn’t get quite the response he’d been hoping for. So, Jack was still worrying about that shit then. Tony broke the kiss.

         “Jack. Stop it. Stop being such a worrier. I told you to kiss me. Now do it properly.”

         The sparkle in Jack’s eyes told Tony that he was doing exactly what Jack wanted him to do. In all the fanfics they’d read together – often laughing out loud at how their fans thought they did nothing in the studio but fuck each other – Jack was in charge. It actually turned Tony on to know that all these people were so off the charts. That they just assumed him to bend over any piece of furniture within reach and let Jack take him. Ha! If they only knew.

         He felt Jack’s arms slide around his body, pulling him close. Once again, their lips met. This was what Tony liked most about being intimate with Jack. That it wasn’t about love. No cute gestures, no sweet words, no romantic moments. Just sex. It might not be rough and tough every single time, although it tended to be frantic, but it was rarely about romance. He got that part elsewhere. Had it been about love, he would’ve rubbed noses, stroked cheeks or kissed eyelids. Now, he just thrust his tongue into Jack’s mouth, sucked his lower lip, and worked his way down his neck. The licking and kissing elicited a loud moan from the other man, which made Tony grin.

         “Like that, do you?” He asked.

         Jack didn’t answer. He just threw his head back and gave Tony full access to his neck, something Tony immediately took advantage of. He swirled his tongue over Jack’s pulse point, knowing full well it would turn Jack to putty in his hands. The sensation of warm and wet and then the sudden shock of his breath on that wet spot instantly chilling the skin down drove Jack wild every time. Every single time. He could probably go all fifty shades repeating the process over and over making Jack cum without even being touched, but that wasn’t Tony’s aim tonight. Instead, he turned his head slightly and started playing with Jack’s earlobe.

         The feeling when one of Jack’s large hands wandered down his back was very pleasurable. The softness of his fingertips sent shivers down Tony’s spine. Then all of a sudden, Jack’s palm made hard contact with his bum, making him wince. It set his skin on fire and felt oh so good. Another hard slap hit him and he couldn’t help moaning. Fuck, that felt good.

         “Like that, do you?” Jack groaned.

         Tony knew Jack was teasing him, mimicking his question from just moments before. Fair enough. Tony was too busy for words anyway. He just kept on licking his way down Jack’s torso hoping for a third slap. Mere seconds later, Jack’s hand hit down hard, then grabbed his bum. Jack loved grabbing him and Tony didn’t mind one single bit. They’d been pinching each other’s behinds on stage for so long that they could do it whenever they wanted to and still get away with it. Their fans expected it.

         Tony leaned even closer to Jack, almost rolling on top of him. He could feel the other man’s erection growing harder against his thigh, growing harder by the second.

         “Coming back for seconds, are we?” Jack whispered.

         “Oh, I plan on coming for sure…” Tony replied.

         “You are a dirty man, you.”

         ‘He doesn’t even know the half of it’, Tony thought to himself as he stopped playing with Jack’s left nipple. Time to get down and dirty indeed. Tony sat up and moved down to slide in between Jack’s spread legs. Sitting on his knees, admiring the view, he grabbed his cock and started stroking it slowly. Not for a second did he drop Jack’s gaze. He knew it turned Jack on. And Jack knew that he knew. It was all part of the game and a massive turn on for both of them. Tony was a bit of an exhibitionist, that he couldn’t deny – not even to himself. Comes with the job, sure, but he knew he was worse than your standard celeb. Christ, he was worse than the rest of the band together. This was the second time in just a few minutes his mind had wandered to Mick and Ben. Why? Jack’s soft fingertip trailing down his chest abruptly woke him from his ponderings. Fuck it. He had the dream man of half the female population of this godforsaken planet pinching his left nipple. Everything else became blurry in his mind as he gave in to the sensation and moaned loudly. The fleeting pain turned him on even more. He wasn’t one to chicken out when it came to pain as pleasure. Jack’s large hand slid further down his abs and he realised where it was heading. Jack was heading for the tattoo on his right hip. It was Jack’s Achilles heel for sure and Tony knew that touching it would turn Jack on so much he would try to start pleasuring himself any second. It was bound to happen and when it did, Tony swatted his hand away. He covered Jack’s dick with one hand while sliding the other hand faster and faster up and down his own cock. Jack tried to circle his hips and rub against Tony’s hand, anything to create friction, to be touched. Immediately, Tony moved his hand away and Jack whimpered desperately. Oh, to have this man at his command. That power trip was like air filling Tony’s lungs. Smiling to himself, he decided to have mercy on his lover. He bent down, positioned his face inches from Jack’s crotch and stuck his tongue out. The instant it made contact with the sensitive skin, he could feel shivers down his spine. Slowly, he licked the full length of the impressive erection in front of him. He circled the tip a few times, let his tongue swirl around it, and tasted the salty droplets already sipping from it. The instant he took Jack’s whole cock in his mouth he felt his head being pushed all the way down, all the way to the base. And then he let Jack fuck his mouth. Thrust after thrust until the salty taste in his mouth told him that Jack was close. That’s when he stopped. He sat up, looked down on Jack’s wet, hot, pulsating cock and decisively reached for the tube of lube on the nightstand.

         “Turn over,” he demanded. “Turn over and I’ll show you exactly how dirty I am.”

         Jack did as he was told, just like he always did. He rolled over onto his stomach, backed up on all four and gave Tony a glorious view of his gorgeous bottom. Tony never really had to ask Jack twice to bottom for him, and that was something he was grateful for because he really wasn’t one for begging. Reluctantly letting go of his erection, he plopped open the half-filled tube – had they really gone through half of it just wanking earlier on? – and squirted some on his left index finger. He reached for what he called his own private glory hole and started spreading the cool gel over it. If it had been up to him, he wouldn’t have bothered with the lube. He would’ve just slammed straight into Jack. But tomorrow was a gig night and Jack had to sit behind his drums for hours. He couldn’t do this dry. Jack wiggled his bum encouragingly at him. He must’ve been thinking the same thing.

         “Eager,” Tony mumbled, then pushed his finger all the way in.

         “Fuck!” Jack hissed.

         Pleased with himself for eliciting such an outburst from Jack, Tony bent his fingers just enough so as to almost touch his lover’s sweet spot. Almost. He knew from experience that hitting the right spot too early would end all the fun, so he avoided it. On purpose of course. Instead of granting Jack the pleasure he obviously craved, he slid his finger out and started working it in a slow but steady rhythm. In, out, in, out.

         Jack squirmed under his touch. Poor baby, Tony thought and added another finger to the mix. He knew that Jack appreciated being fucked properly. A man with a less impressive member than Tony would probably never be able to please Jack. He wouldn’t say that he was proud of being so well equipped so to speak, but he wasn’t ashamed of it either. He increased the speed of his thrusts slightly, eliciting a moan from Jack. He still avoided hitting that spot deep inside though. He wanted to be inside of Jack when he came, when they came. When he noticed Jack reaching down and starting to touch himself, his smile widened. This was going to be oh so good.

         “Enough with the teasing Tony. Fuck me. Just bloody fuck me.”

         Tony had Jack on his hands and knees in front of him, begging him to be fucked. What else could he do? He pulled out his fingers, reached for the lube again and prepared for entry. Covering his cock with the gel, he rubbed it fast working it rock hard. God, it felt good. He contemplated just wanking and coming all over Jack’s glorious arse but that would mean missing out and he didn’t like missing out. Instead, positioned himself between two round and soft bum cheeks and slowly pressed inside. He pushed an inch in, rested for a second to let the other man accommodate him fully, then pushed on, inch by inch.

         “Fuck, you feel good. So tight,” he hissed under his breath. It was true. He had fucked Jack many times and it still felt like the first time. Still tight, still new, still good. He had fucked many a fine arse in his days – being a rock star had its perks after all and he had surely taken advantage of his status on probably too many occasions – but none quite as fine as this one. He groaned loudly as he carefully started to move. Jack responded immediately, meeting his thrusts. He tried to hold back, he really did, but when Jack started to grind against him desperately, he found it almost impossible.

         “Harder,” Jack hissed at him, and with that, Tony was pushed over the edge completely. He grabbed Jack’s hips and started to plunge deep inside, harder and faster with every thrust. He pushed and pounded as deep as he possibly could over and over again.

         Somewhere in the midst of it all, Tony noticed Jack’s hand move faster and at the same time felt the muscle around his dick tighten with every thrust. Jack was close, no doubt about it.

         “Tony! Fuck, Tony!” Jack growled.

         “Let go,” Tony ordered, knowing full well that Jack would abide. “Cum for me.”

         “Oh. My. Fucking. God,” Jack groaned and released load after load of his warm juices over the bed. Probably all over himself too. Tony couldn’t see where it landed and to be frank, he couldn’t care less. He just relentlessly pounded into Jack until he found his own release. He came so hard he couldn’t contain himself from screaming “FUCK” as he emptied himself completely before pulling out and rolling over on his back.

         “Fuck, that was good,” he grinned.

         Jack slid down on his stomach, turned his head and looked him straight in the eye.

         “Hell yes.”

         They lay there for a moment or two, letting their ragged breaths slowly regain a normal pattern before Jack leaned over, kissed him and got out of bed. Tony knew that Jack had to clean up. Most of the cum spilt tonight had landed somewhere on or inside of Jack’s body. He was probably more or less covered with it. The thought of Jack all semen coated made Tony chuckle. Bless him, he thought. Tony himself didn’t care if he got messy or not. He didn’t mind it all that much and would shower it off in the morning anyway. For Jack’s sake, he still grabbed his robe from off the floor and covered the messiest spot with it so the poor bloke didn’t have to come back to bed all clean and get smudged again.

         Without further hesitation, Tony settled in for a good night’s sleep. He knew Jack would want to spoon him and after fucking his arse, he kind of felt that it was only fair to let him. Tony wasn’t the cuddly type, although with Jack he did allow himself some tenderness from time to time. It was nice to feel Jack’s warm breath in his ear, his stubble on his shoulder, his arm around his waist. Maybe this was love after all. With that thought lingering in the back of his mind, he closed his eyes and before Jack was even back in bed, fell asleep.
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         "Please tell me what you want to happen tonight." The man sitting opposite her chose his words deliberately and spoke slowly.

         It was not the first time he had found himself in this situation with a woman, whose nervous hands trembled so much that she couldn't hold her glass steady. She didn't know much more about him than the fact that his name was Johan and he was 47 years old. Twelve years her senior, but it felt as though they were of a similar age. Had she turned old or had he kept his youthful looks? Sofie turned towards him and swallowed hard.

         "Could we come back to that question a bit later on?" she asked after a brief moment, and a pink blush spread across her cheeks.

         "I have never done anything like this before", she added and took a sip of the wine that had been placed on the bar in front of her.

         Johan smiled at her.

         "Of course", he replied. "This is your night. Not mine."

         It hadn't taken him long to make her relax. He had a great sense of humour and warm, hazelnut eyes that gazed at her as if she was the most beautiful woman in the world.

         Had the situation been different, she would have been proud to introduce him to her friends or bring him home to meet her parents. But this was no ordinary date, and she would probably never get to introduce him to anyone. He was her fantasy, nothing else. Sofie nodded when he asked if he could top her glass.

         "You know what I wrote to you", she started hesitantly.

         Johan nodded.

         "I don't know where this is coming from, but I have a fantasy", she continued, but then stopped herself.

         Johan didn't say a word. He just took another mouthful of his wine. He had ordered drinks for them both. Sofie received a relatively light white wine, and Johan ordered a full-bodied, earthy Barolo for himself. He swirled the scarlet droplets around his mouth while he savoured the complex mix of flavours. He noticed the sage, the violet and the dried fruits that balanced the earthy tannins. This was a wine that combined the hard with the soft in a perfect union, and the contrasts appealed to him.

          
      

         Sofie's contrasts had also appealed to him. She had a tremendously innocent look about her with large, light-blue eyes and blonde hair, but there beneath the surface, was something much more daring. He was looking forward to enticing her to reveal more of this side of her character. He suspected that there was much more to Sofie than she knew about herself.

         "I have sent you some notes about this already", she said and blushed even more.

         Johan nodded. He struggled to grasp that this bashful, young woman in front of him was the same woman that had been able to write to him so openly and boldly about her desires and fantasies.

         "Do you find it tough to talk about it?" he asked.

         Sofie nodded.

         "Even though you don't have a problem putting it in writing?"

         "But that's entirely different", Sofie protested. "I am used to writing, but not sitting like this opposite a…"

         She went quiet.

         "… opposite a man and telling him about it", Johan finished her sentence for her.

         Sofie nodded again.

         "Exactly!"

         "Would it be easier if I started talking and then you can correct me if I have misunderstood something?"

         Sofie gazed at him and radiated relief.

         "Yes", she exclaimed. "Thank you!"

         "How come you wrote to me in the first place?" Johan was curious.

         After initial hesitation, Sofie decided she would be honest with him.

         "It dawned on me that you could turn my fantasy into reality", she explained and straightened her back as if she was standing up for herself.

         "The medical interns?" Johan asked.

         Sofie's eyes were firmly fixed on the wine glass in front of her, but she nodded in agreement.

         "How long have you had these fantasies?" he asked.

         "A long time", she replied. "I think I have always been fantasising about this in some form or another."

         "But never tried it before? Why?"

         "I have never had that type of relationship", said Sofie. "It has mostly been straight forward love-making. The missionary position and that sort of thing. He didn't want anything else."

         "Your husband?" Johan asked, but quickly corrected himself. "Sorry, ex-husband."

         Sofie nodded once more.

         "And now you fancy trying something else?"

         "Yes", Sofie answered in an unusually determined voice. "I do."

         "Tell me. What's on your mind?"

         Sofie cleared her throat as if she needed that to summon up some more courage.

         "I don't know if it is the examination itself, or to lie back in a gynaecologist chair like that and be completely exposed to the world", she started.

         "Carry on", Johan nodded his head encouragingly.

         "Perhaps this is something to do with not being burdened with lots of responsibility?" she continues. "And for once, not having to lift a finger. Not to mention that you also felt such a safe, comfortable person to be around, that I thought you could help me achieve this experience."

         "I will", Johan reassured her calmly.

          
      

         "We'll leave this place in a minute, but before we do, I want to give you a little present", he said and put a little box in front of her on the bar.

         Sofie gasped when she saw the little box. It was black with a bright, red ribbon tied neatly in a bow. The box did not reveal anything about its contents, but Sofie suspected it was something romantic. She couldn't tear her eyes away from it and felt her horniness growing stronger. Johan slowly untied the ribbon but didn't open the lid. Instead, he took her hand, palm facing upwards, and set the little box on it. Sofie didn't know what to do next. She didn't dare to open it without him asking her to do so.

         "Have you ever used a butt plug?" Johan asked after being silent for a moment or two. A moment that felt as though it had gone on forever.

         Sofie gasped again. She had never used a plug or any other sex toys for that matter, apart from a rabbit.

         "No, never."

         "Open it."

         Sofie carefully took the lid and lifted it a little bit so that she could take a peek inside. At the centre of the box, against the black background, was something shiny. Her surprise must have been evident when she looked up at Johan, who met her eyes without saying a word. He just nodded, urging her to take the lid off completely. It felt as though all the people in the bar were staring at her, but when she glanced around the room, she noticed that no one was paying any attention to her. Sofie removed the lid and stared dumbfounded at the plug lying there on the black velvet cushion.

         This is more like a piece of jewellery than a sex toy, she thought to herself. It didn't look anything like what she had imagined. It was made out of shiny steel, drop-shaped on one end and on the other, there was a circular disc with a red gemstone. The glow from the candles on the bar made the gemstone sparkle. Sofie couldn't help but stroke the smooth metal.

         "I want you to use this tonight", Johan said.

         Sofie nodded but didn't move an inch. Johan studied her with an amused look on his face.

         "So, aren't you going to the ladies’ room to put it in?" Johan asked.

         Sofie was embarrassed.

         "Well, yes, sorry. I don't think I know what to do. I never have…"

         "It's alright. Don't worry. Everything you need is in that box", Johan explained calmly.

         "Just bring the box with you afterwards."

          
      

         Sofie slid off her bar stool and put the lid back on the box, before placing into her handbag. Her body was in complete turmoil as she walked towards the powder room. The thought of wearing a plug made her so horny she didn't even have to feel herself to know that she was already wetter than she had ever been before. At the same time, it felt as though she might as well have opened the lid to Pandora’s box. But she wanted this, had dreamt about this for a long time, fantasised about it.

         She opened the door to the ladies’ room, entered one of the cubicles and made sure the door locked behind her. She had just pulled down the zip of her skirt when her phone pinged.

         "Take your knickers off before you come back."

         Sofie glanced at the text message and hesitated slightly, but then, with a purposeful flick of the wrist, she unzipped her skirt and shook her hips as it fell to the floor. Then she pulled her knickers off and chucked them in her bag. She was the one who had approached Johan, and she was the one that wanted more than just plain old vanilla.

         She rummaged through her handbag and pulled out the little box with its matte black finish, opened the lid and looked at the plug. It was feminine, and could almost be described as cute. Sofie held the small object in her hand and was amazed by how heavy it was. The thought of that red gemstone sparkling adorning her tonight made Sofie so aroused that she couldn't stop herself from feeling how moist she was.

         First, she let her fingers caress her vulva and then she took the plug and used it to stroke the area around her clitoris. There was just no stopping her now, and she quickly pushed into her pussy, while she looked herself in the mirror. The face of the woman she could see reflected was not the same woman she was used to seeing. The horniness had removed cute, innocent Sofie, and welcomed the raw, eager look that had emerged instead.

         It also felt both forbidden and decadent to stand there, half-naked in the loo with a plug up her pussy, but she took great pleasure from this. She pulled the plug out, and while it was still moist and warm, she spread her legs, arched her back a little and pushed the plug in-between her buttocks. If it had felt prohibited to stand half-naked in the loo, it was nothing compared to seeing the red gem sparkling in between her buttocks. That's for sure.

         Her mobile pinged again, and the short text from Johan made her put her clothes back on in a hurry, smooth down her hair and hurry out to the bar. She was slightly flushed and apologised for taking so long.

          
      

         "Are you wearing it?" Johan asked.

         Sofie nodded.

         "Turn around", Johan urged and twirled her around so that she stood facing away from him, with her back close to his chest.

         He was tall, even when he was sitting down on the bar stool, and she could feel his breath on the back of her neck when he leaned forward.

         "So if I pull your skirt up and feel around, it'll be there?" he asked and stroked her arms.

         He let his hands slide down her upper body and almost unnoticeably skimmed her breasts and nipples with his thumbs. Her nipples stood at attention just by his brief touch. He smirked as Sofie couldn't help but moan when his hands ran across her body. He paused briefly at her waistband, unbuttoned the top button and pulled the zip down.

         "Would you like me to have a feel?" he whispered.

         Sofie was unable to speak but spread her legs a little to give him access. Imagine if the people around them knew what they were up to. If the other guests had turned around, they would have been able to see how Johan's hand disappeared between her buttocks and down to the plug.

         "You're a good girl", he murmured in her ear.

         Sofie arched her back a little bit more so that he would be able to stroke her, but he chose to pull the zip up and button her skirt again. As if none of this had happened. He coolly told her it was time to go.

          
      

         The chilly autumn air hit her when they left the hotel, and it almost felt as though she sobered up, even though she hadn't had more than a glass of wine. Johan smiled at her and put her at ease. He held her hand on the way to the club. It was a lovely evening stroll, and anyone that bumped into them or saw them walking along the pavement would have imagined they were on the way to a porn club, where Sofie would be having sex with several different men.

         "This is it", Johan said and turned to face her. "Ready?"

         Sofie nodded. Johan knocked on the door and waited for a little hatch in the door to open. A face stared back at them, the hatch closed again and then the door was opened for them to enter. Johan jovially greeted the man inside. Sofie felt shy and lost, but Johan took her hand and led her through the hallway and further into the building.

         On the surface, this looked like any other hotel lounge with sofas and squishy armchairs, but when her eyes had grown accustomed to the dim lighting, Sofie spotted a woman sitting on one of the sofas. The woman was stark naked and surrounded by four men that were eyeing her up and almost caressing her body with their eyes. When the woman leaned back and spread her legs, all the men jumped into action. As if on a secret signal, one of them started to suck her nipples, another one licked her.

         Sofie couldn't tear her eyes away from this woman and her entourage. She moaned loudly as the men touched her and then she turned her head slightly to wrap her lips around the third man's cock and grappled with her hand to reach the fourth guy too. As far as Sofie was concerned, that woman certainly didn't need to apologise for her behaviour or her sexuality. Johan's eyes followed Sofie's gaze, and without her noticing, he slipped his hands underneath her blouse and sought her bra. His nimble fingers undid her bra, but he let her keep it on, though it was hanging loosely across her boobs.

         "Just look at how much she is enjoying that", Johan whispered in her ear.

         Sofie's eyes were as wide as saucers taking in the performance on the sofa, and she nodded. Johan unbuttoned the top of her blouse and Sofie did not attempt to stop him. Nor did she lift a finger when he unbuttoned the second, third and fourth button. Eventually, all the buttons were undone, and if she didn't move very carefully, her blouse and bra would fall to the floor.

         "Come on", he said. "We're supposed to be in one of these rooms over here."

         He took her hand and strolled through the lounge as if he was showing her off to the audience around them. Sofie could feel the men looking at her, and she enjoyed the attention she was getting. She straightened her back, pushed out her chest, exchanged challenging, raunchy looks with some of the men and sensed an urgent, throbbing horniness growing within her.

         Johan walked in front of her towards one of the smaller rooms at the back of the house. He paused briefly and smiled a little at how Sofie sauntered through the room. There was something much deeper and darker beneath her maidenly surface. The blonde locks of hair and the innocent, blue eyes didn't do her justice. There was something carnal about her, and he longed to discover who she was.

          
      

         Johan opened the door and entered the room. Sofie followed him but stopped on the other side of the threshold.

         "Wait here", he said.

         His tone of voice had changed, turned deeper and was now much more authoritative. More decisive. More like a doctor.

         "I will just fetch my interns", he said. "You can get undressed while I'm gone. There is a hook there where you can hang your clothes."

         Sofie nodded obediently. She glanced around the room, not much there to be honest. There was an armchair in the corner of the room, a little table next to that and a rug on the floor. Apart from that, the room was unfurnished, bar the hook he had asked her to hang her clothes on.

         There was a knock at the door, but she didn't have time to open it before Johan entered. He had changed out of his previous outfit and was now wearing a doctor's uniform. Behind him, three young men also entered. Bare-chested and wearing nothing but white doctor's trousers.

         "These are my medical interns", Johan explained. "They will help me with the examination today."

         He turned to the three guys and told them that she had reached out to him and asked for help with a particular problem she had. She didn't know whether she could feel sexually aroused anymore. So together with him, the three men were there to carefully examine her body and establish whether everything was in good working order and whether they could do anything to fix her problem. Johan was leading this examination, and the three medical interns were supposed to do whatever he told them to.

         The men nodded to show that they had understood their assignment. Much to her amazement, Johan opened a door behind a curtain she had not noticed before. The room behind the first one was much larger, and in the middle of this room was a gynaecologist chair. Sofie gasped when she spotted it, but without saying a word just followed Johan into the room.

         "So, to start, we'll examine your breasts. I will feel your breasts and observe how they react to touch. Afterwards, my interns will do the same thing." Sofie nodded.

         "I want you to stand over there with your back to the wall, stretch your arms up towards the gymnastic rings. Grab the rings, one in each hand, so that we can have clear access to your chest area," instructed Johan.

         Sofie stepped over to the wall and got into position, stretched her arms up to the gymnastic rings hanging on the wall and saw how the three men formed a semi-circle around her. Johan walked up to her and kissed her lightly on her cheek before letting his hands travel down towards her chest. They reacted immediately to his touch. Without saying a word, he massaged them gently before he pinched her nipple hard and twisted it around.

         Sofie winced.

         "Too painful?"

         Sofie shook her head.

         "That's good", he replied. “We do need to give you a thorough examination so that we are sure not to miss anything. Isn't that right?"

         Sofie nodded. Johan quickly pinched and twisted the other nipple too, but this time she was prepared for it. When he let go of her nipple, Johan waved his hand at one of the men, beckoning him to come closer and the guy appeared by her side immediately. Sofie could feel the warmth of his body and closed her eyes while his hands found their way to her breasts.

         She could feel more, and more hands fondled and caressed her boobs. Her breathing was growing ragged and heavy, and when one of the men bent down to suck her nipple, she moaned. She didn't want this to end and was almost about to cum when she felt Johan's strong hands loosening her grip of the rings. When she opened her eyes, the men had positioned themselves around the gynaecologist chair. They were waiting for her.

         Johan led her to the chair and asked her to lie down. She happily obeyed him and then let him spread her legs. He helped her put each leg up, and Sofie nodded when he asked if she was comfortable.

         "So what we will examine now is the exterior genitalia", Johan explained for the benefit of his medical interns.

         "We will start with an extremely light touch to gauge how the patient reacts. Do I have a volunteer?"

         One of the men was quick to raise his hand, and Johan pointed at him.

         "Great. You will go first. What we are about to examine is the exterior genitalia with labia and clitoris. I want you to use a feather-light touch, the lightest you can muster, to see if we can make the patient react."

         Johan turned to Sofie.

         "You need to tell us when you can feel something", he instructed. "Regardless of whether it is discomfort or other sensations."

         Sofie nodded and sensed how the medical intern's hands stroked the inside of her thighs. The others were observing them and had no way of hiding how horny they all were. Their trousers couldn't conceal how rock solid their cocks were.

         Sofie felt the warmth of his hand more than his actual touch. She was ready, she couldn't help but press herself against his grasp, but he swiftly pulled away. Damn, damn, damn, she thought to herself. She needed him, and she needed him now.

         She now noticed more hands running across her body, but as soon as they came anywhere close to her pussy, the pressure reduced, and she could hardly feel the lightest of touches. Sofie spread her legs even more so that they wouldn't have any trouble getting to her, but they were teasing her. She was groaning loudly, and she was trying to lock eyes with Johan. She needed to beg him for mercy. She couldn't take any more.

         Suddenly all the hands disappeared, and instead, two of the men positioned themselves on either side of her and fondled her breasts. They bent forward, licked and sucked her nipples. Johan and the other man stood by her spread legs and studied the pussy that was glistening with arousal.

         "It is now time to check whether or not she has the ability to become moist", said Johan and took a step closer to her.

         His thumbs spread her labia and stroked her vaginal opening gently. She was so wet. She must be dripping, Sofie thought, but didn't dare to move as she feared he might stop. She needed his hands, needed his touch and needed his cock.

         "She is very wet indeed", said Johan appreciatively as he slid a finger inside of her. "Wonderfully wet."

         He turned to the man next to him.

         "Would you like to feel how the patient reacts when I stimulate her clitoris?"

         The man nodded and positioned himself next to Johan.

         "I will now caress the patient's clitoris using my tongue, lips and hands alternatively. Meanwhile, you will examine the patient's vagina with your hands."

         The man nodded and took a small step to the side so that Johan would be able to get to her.

         "Right there", he said and put a couple of droplets of lubricant on his fingers.

         He wore doctor's gloves, just like the other man. Johan's fingers slowly found their way to her clitoris and stroked the side of it. Sofie could sense how the other man's fingers slipped inside of her without any issues. He was looking for a G-spot, while Johan stroked her clit. Sofie realised that she now had one man's fingers inside her, another man's hands caressing her clitoris and two others sucking her breasts. For a second, she thought she ought to be ashamed of herself, but the pleasure took over and eradicated any thoughts of shame from her mind.

         "Cock", Sofie moaned and squirmed. "I need cock! I can’t take it anymore! I need a cock inside me. Now."

         Johan nodded to one of the men, who then walked over to Sofie's head, pulled down his trousers and showed his erection to Sofie. Her eyes glazed over with desire, and she opened wide to get the solid shaft into her mouth. She sucked it and gently yanked it, while Johan started fingering her harder and more methodically.

         Sofie didn't recognise the feeling that was building up inside of her. She didn't know what it was. It seemed to flood her whole system, like a wave rolling in across a beach. Before she realised what the sound was, a cascade came pouring out of her. She let go of the cock and looked wide-eyed at Johan.

         "You just came. A fountain orgasm." Johan explained calmly. "Was that your first one by chance?"

         Sofie nodded. She hadn't even believed fountain orgasms were real, and now she couldn't wait to experience one again. Before she had time to react, Johan started fingering her hard. This time, she came quicker and harder than last. It only took a couple of seconds and then she wanted even more.

         "Again", she begged. "Again. One more."

         Johan fingered her a third time before he mumbled, in a raspy voice, that they would have to examine whether she could accept cocks. She would need to be examined vaginally, anally and orally. Sofie reached out for the cock she just had in her mouth a moment ago. She wanted him to come back. She wanted more of him.

         While she was giving an intern a blow job, out of the corner of her eye, she saw Johan positioned himself between her legs. He carefully pushed a finger inside her and then one more. With two fingers inside her, he let his thumb caress her clitoris until Sofie could take no more.

         "Fuck me!" she yelled.

         "Please fuck me."

         Johan held his thumb steady on the clitoris when he pushed his erection into her. He stopped deep inside her for a brief moment before he slowly started to pull out.

         "No", Sofie moaned. "No, no, no. You have to fuck me now. Fuck me."

         Johan grabbed hold of her hips and pushed himself back into her. He penetrated a little harder and quicker this time. Sofie let her head fall back with a light moan. She stretched her hands out, wanting the other men too. She wanted more. She wanted all of them.

         Johan fucked Sofie hard. When he pulled out, one of the other interns stepped in to take over for him. Sofie had no idea which one of them was fucking her, but it didn't matter. All that mattered was that her pussy was full of cock.

         "Do you want more?" Johan asked.

         "Yes, more…."

         He opened her mouth and asked her to open wide. He gently arched her neck backwards, so that he would have easy access, and then he started fucking her mouth. Sofie had never before had a man's cock that deep down in her throat and the sensation of having both her mouth and her pussy full made her cum again. She didn't notice the other men leaving the room, but eventually, Johan and Sofie were left alone. He stroked her hair.

         "You've been a good girl, but we do have one last examination to do", he said. Sofie nodded.

         "You are carrying a beautiful piece of jewellery tonight, aren't you? But I think a cock would be much better in that place, don't you think?"

         She nodded once more.

         "When we do this type of examination, it is essential that the patient is fully relaxed", Johan said and stroked the area around the butt plug.

         He twisted it gently before pulling it out slowly. He took Sofie’s hand and put the plug on her palm. It was warm, and Sofie stared at it with fascination. She hadn't even noticed that Johan had put his rubber gloves back on. He held a finger against her rectum and waited for her to relax. He teased her by circling the opening with his finger, round and round before he finally pushed his finger inside her. Sofie gasped. She had never been penetrated like that before, but she loved the sensation of his finger inside of her.

         "Cock…. give me your cock."

         "Are you ready?"

         "Yes. Yes, please, yes", she moaned.

         She inhaled sharply when he pushed into her anus ever so slowly and gently. He stood still for a while so that she could get used to the feeling before grabbing a dildo he had prepared for her. With his cock still inside her anus, he pushed the dildo into her pussy and started fucking her with both the dildo and his cock at the same time.

         Sofie had no idea how many times she came, but when Johan eventually pulled out of her, his body slumped across her.

         "Bloody hell", he gasped. "Bloody hell, Sofie."

         They didn't speak for a little while, but eventually, Johan got up and walked over to a cupboard. He pulled out a dressing gown and a blanket for her.

         "I think you have had enough for one night", he said softly.

         "We are done for now, but as you might imagine, there is more to be explored and discovered", he carried on in a calm, collected voice.

         "But I think we'll have to save that for another night. Come with me. I'll show you where the showers are", he said and handed her the dressing gown.

          
      

         With an almost surreal feeling in her body, Sofie arrived home a few hours later. On the surface, nothing had changed, but Johan had aroused something deep within her that she wanted to explore further. She picked her mobile up again and reread his text message.

         "Friday @ 7:30 pm?"

         Without as much as a second of hesitation, she replied.

         "Yes, please."
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         It was just after seven o’clock when Sofie stepped into Catalunya. She was a little too lightly dressed for the autumn cold, but she wasn’t ready to start wearing her woollen coat just yet. She had not been there before and stopped just inside the entrance to orientate herself within the room. It was not a particularly large restaurant. “Intimate,” a restaurant critic would have called it, Sofie thought, unbuttoning her coat before stepping in.

         Just inside the entrance was a small dark wooden table with the evening’s tapas and wine recommendations on it and a bench that was probably more comfortable than it looked. In the next room was the bar and just to the right of it was the dining room with about ten tables, no more. She was early, and there were only a few guests there. So far, there were more staff than guests.

         With just a few steps, Sofie found her way to the bar and settled down at one end of the dark counter. Her coat hung on the barstool beside her, and without her noticing it, the bartender had put a glass in front of her. He had poured a cava for her.

         “But I haven’t ordered anything?” Sofie protested.

         “Everyone could do with a glass of cava. The bartender smiled at her before looking over the restaurant.”

         “Very true,” Sofie smiled and thanked the bartender.

         She looked at the clock and sipped her wine. She did not know what Johan had planned for them tonight, and the messages he had written had not given any clues. All she knew was that she wanted to meet him. She needed to meet him again. Must meet him again.

         The memory of his cock made her horny. She wanted more of it -more of him.

         “How is the wine?”

         A man’s voice interrupted her train of thought, and she wondered for a second if what she was thinking showed on her.

         “Yes, delicious, but I’m waiting for someone,” she replied, putting her hand on the barstool that the man was trying to sit on.

         “Johan?” The man asked with a calm smile.

         Sofie furrowed her brow.

         “Yes, how did you know?” She asked in surprise.

         “Johan is a good friend of mine. He will be a little late but asked me to keep you company in the meantime,” the man replied and removed her hand from the chair.

         The man nodded to the bartender and asked for a refill for Sofie and a glass of Rioja for himself. He raised his glass and turned to face her.

         “To new acquaintances,” he said, smiling disarmingly.

         Sofie drank some of the wine and smiled at the man as she shook off her nervousness.

         “Sorry, I forgot to introduce myself,” the man said. “I’m Viktor.”

         Sofie took his hand. His handshake was firm, but the hands were soft. For a second, Sofie wondered what line of business he was in if he had such soft hands. He must have been Johan’s age, maybe a little older. His hair had some grey tones to it, but it suited him and emphasised his steel-grey eyes.

         Sofie had barely tasted the wine when a waitress came up to them.

         “Your table is ready,” she said, turning to Sofie. “Should I take your coat?” The waitress asked.

         Sofie looked at Viktor quizzically.

         “Thanks, that would be nice,” he told the waitress before turning to Sofie. “I promised Johan to make sure you got some food in your stomach,” he said.

         “Will he be joining us?” Sofie asked without really knowing the answer.

         “Of course,” Viktor nonchalantly answered. “I’m just his stand-in for a little while. Of course, we don’t need to stay here, but Johan has asked me to keep you company until he comes. It shouldn’t take long.”

         Sofie hesitated a bit but grabbed Viktor’s hand and followed him to the table. Viktor was just as attentive as Johan, and he soon made her relax in her company. He was a natural at conversation, and he made her laugh out loud several times. Had she not been waiting for Johan, this would have been a date that she would have been thrilled with.

         She enjoyed both the dinner and the company, and when the coffee arrived, the evening still felt successful. She leaned back in her chair and sipped her coffee as Viktor got up.

         “May I excuse myself for a moment?” He asked, politely.

         Sofie smiled at him.

         “Of course.”

         He walked past her and bent down as if to kiss her on the cheek but instead, he whispered quickly in her ear, “You have received a text message, don’t take too long to reply.”

         Sofie, surprised, searched to meet his gaze, but he had already left the room. Curious, she got out her phone from her purse and read the message from Johan. “Ask Viktor about The Dice Man.”

         Nothing more. She read it several times over, but it was nothing more than that. Ask Viktor about The Dice Man. She put her phone back in her bag and shook her head.

         “How did you know I had a message?” Sofie asked when Viktor came back.

         “Your phone made a noise,” said Viktor neutrally. “It sounded like the same notification I have on my mobile,” he continued, shrugging his shoulders.

         Sofie didn’t believe him. She was almost sure it was silent, but there was no room for discussion.

         “Who is The Dice Man?” Sofie asked after a short while.

         Viktor coughed as if something was stuck in his throat.

         “The Dice Man?” He asked in surprise. “Where did you get that from?”

         “Johan wrote it in his message,” Sofie replied. “He wrote that I should ask you about The Dice Man.”

         Something had been awoken in Viktor’s eyes when she asked the question. Curiosity perhaps, but there was also something else in the air that had not been there before Johan’s message. It was a rawness and horniness that made him seem bigger, more masculine.

         “Are you sure you want to know the answer?” Viktor asked.

         “Yes,” Sofie replied with a conviction she didn’t really have.

         “The Dice Man is a book by Luke Rhinehart.”

         “A book?” Sofie exclaimed in surprise. “Why did Johan want me to ask you about a book?”

         “It’s one of his favourite books,” Viktor replied.

         “What is it about then?”

         “It’s about the dice being God,” Viktor laughed after a while.

         Sofie looked at him.

         “No, sorry,” Viktor said. “It’s about the main character, Luke Rhinehart…”

         “Is it an autobiography?” Sofie interrupted him.

         “No, not at all. It is written under a pseudonym. Luke becomes a dice player. He starts rolling dice for the decisions he needs to make and follows a single rule: always to follow the outcome of the dice’s roll.”

         After sitting quietly for a minute, Sofie asked, “Have you read it?”

         Viktor nodded.

         “Have you tried rolling dice yourself?”

         Without saying anything, he pulled a couple of dice out of his inner pocket. He put them on the table in front of her. Sofie looked fascinated at the dice that lay in front of her. She picked them up in her hand and felt them. There weren’t ordinary dice. They had been handmade. The green colour suggested that they were jade.

         “So, what are the rules?” She asked after a little while, placing the dice in front of her.

         “There’s only one rule. If you roll, then you must follow the hand. Nothing else.”

         Sofie looked at him in fascination.

         “So, I can set up what alternatives I want?”

         “Of course,” Viktor answered. “It is up to you.”

         Sofie sat quietly.

         “I want to try.”

         “There is no try,” Viktor said. “Either you roll, or you don’t. But if you roll, then I’ll roll the next hand so that we can play together. So, it is you and me tonight.”

         Sofie hesitated for a moment before taking the dice. She was just about to roll them when Viktor grabbed her wrist.

         “Do you know what you’re getting yourself into?” He asked, looking up at her.

         His look made her horny. She couldn’t deny that. There was something very attractive about him that made her wish that Johan wouldn’t show up.

         “No, but I want to do this.”

         “Then go ahead,” Viktor answered, leaning back. “Roll”

         Sofie blew on the dice she held in her hand and then rolled them onto the table. A five and a six. Sofie looked at the dice. Without saying anything, she got up and walked over to Viktor and kissed him lightly on the cheek before sitting down.

         “Well, I’ll be,” he said, amused.

         Sofie looked at him, determined.

         “Yes. Your turn.”

         Viktor took the dice lying on the table and threw them. One and two.

         “There, you see? I hadn’t expected that. Not this early.”

         He looked thoughtfully at Sofie who couldn’t stop staring at the dice.

         “There is a club called Delirium,” Viktor began. “I think you’ve been there before?”

         The memory of last weekend washed over her, and she nodded.

         “I hadn’t thought this would be the case, but to be able to follow the result from the dice, I need to take you there.”

         He was silent and almost looked like he was apologising.

         “Do you still want to come with me?”

         Sofie nodded.

         “I want to go there.”

         “Well then,” Viktor said cheerfully. “But we can take our time and finish our dinner first. We can’t let such a fantastic crema Catalana go to waste.”

         The taxi ride to the club couldn’t have taken very long, but it felt like an eternity. Sofie couldn’t stop thinking about what the dice meant, and she couldn’t help notice the state that Viktor was in. He did nothing to hide it, but nothing to force her into anything. He was horny, and he wasn’t ashamed of it.

         Sofie wondered if they would recognise her at Delirium. Although everyone was there to fuck, she thought that two men, two weekends in a row might be a bit much. But on the other hand, she had had sex with four men at once last weekend, so it’s probably a little too late to play the prude.

         If the man at the door recognised her, he didn’t let on. They quickly passed through the entrance to the lounge. Viktor placed her at a group of couches and asked her to sit down while he went to the bar. He put the dice on the table in front of her.

         “Will you be wearing clothes or not when I come back?”

         Sofie rolled the dice. A two and a three. She quickly undressed but kept her tights, shoes and garter belt on, just like the dice demanded.

         It was still empty in the room when Viktor came back. He put a drink down on the table.

         “You are magnificent,” Viktor said.

         It didn’t sound like a pick-up line, but like he genuinely meant what he said.

         “Are you wearing clothes?” Sofie asked.

         “Yes,” Viktor answered calmly. “Until further notice.”

         “So, I’ll sit here half-naked while you have clothes on?”

         “Yes,” Viktor responded again.

         Sofie crossed her legs as if to cover up.

         “Don’t do that.”

         Viktor’s voice had changed character and had a determination in it that she had not heard before. She quickly did as he said.

         “We’re at Delirium. It’s not a place where you need to be shy. On the contrary.”

         Sofie looked down at the floor, embarrassed.

         “Won’t you spread your legs for me and show me what a beautiful pussy you have?”

         “What if I don’t have a beautiful pussy, though?” Sofie asked defiantly.

         “You do. Show me now.”

         Sofie quickly looked around the room before sitting down on the couch edge and spreading her legs as much as she could. She moistened a finger in her mouth and began to touch herself. She inserted her finger into her pussy and then into her mouth. She sucked her finger before taking her hands to spread her pussy with her fingers so he could see how horny she was.

         With his eyes fixed on her, Viktor undid his fly and took out his cock. He jerked it slowly without dropping his eyes.

         “What do you think?” He asked slowly. “Should we see what the dice have to say?”

         Sofie nodded quickly. A four and a one.

         Viktor got up but did not pull his fly up again. He took her hand and helped her up.

         “It’s time,” he said to Sofie, leading her to the door that opened to a long corridor.

         He held the door open for her but stood so close that she could not pass him without pushing herself up against him. She stopped for a while and grabbed his cock with her hand. It was rougher and veinier than any cock she had seen before.

         “Soon,” Viktor said, kissing her on the cheek. “Soon.”

         He walked in front of her and stopped outside a door.

         “Here we go.”

         Before opening the door for her, he pulled her towards him and kissed her. The kiss was tentative at first, but when Sofie pressed up against him his lips and tongue became increasingly hungry. She searched for his cock with her hands, but he didn’t let her get near it.

         “Not yet, we’ll go in here first,” he said, tearing himself away from her. “Not yet.”

         He opened the door for her and asked her to go inside. Sofie stepped into the room and breathed in. The first thing she saw was a large elevated bunk covered in red vinyl with loops and chains attached to its black frame. The bunk must have been bigger than a double bed and look almost like a throne in the room. Shackles lay on the bunk which were attached at each corner.

         The other thing she saw was Johan sitting in an armchair in the corner of the room.

         “Hi, Sofie,” said Johan and got up to greet her.

         Confused, Sofie searched for Viktor’s eyes, but he did not give anything away.

         “So, the dice chose you tonight?” Asked Johan amused.

         Sofie stared at Johan first and then at Viktor. Viktor still did nothing to hide his state, and no matter what had happened during the evening it was evident that they had planned it together.

         “But…But…”

         “No buts,” Viktor said, walking up to her.

         He pulled her over and gave her another kiss. Sofie couldn’t help but kiss him back even though she knew Johan was watching them. In the corner of her eye, she could see how he was sitting down in the armchair again.

         “Johan has told me what little a sex doll you’d like to be…”

         Viktor’s voice was thick, and he was breathing heavily. Sofie nodded.

         “A real little sex bitch who wants to be good and show off her beautiful pussy to anyone who would like to see.”

         Sofie nodded again.

         “Look at Johan, Sofie,” Viktor said, turning to face Johan.

         Just like Viktor had done, Johan had taken his cock out and was slowly touching himself while he watched them.

         “Do you see how horny you make him?” He asked. “Do you know how hard you make me?” He asked her, taking her hand and putting it on his cock.

         Sofie nodded slyly.

         “So, why don’t you take it and make him proud tonight and show him what a sex doll you are?” He asked, pointing at the bunk.

         Without hesitation, Sofie lay on the bunk and stretched her arms up to the head. She felt more than saw how Johan looked at her. Viktor fastened her wrists in a pair of shackles before tightening the chains they were attached to. He continued with her ankles before carefully nodding to Viktor to open the door. Viktor did as Johan commanded and opened the door before hanging up a thin chain which symbolised that it was okay to look but not touch.

         Sofie could hear people walking through the corridor, but she couldn’t see who was stopping at the door. She could hear their breathing and the sound of someone getting fucked, but the only thing she could see was the mirror attached to the ceiling above her. She could see Johan sitting with his cock in his hand, and when Viktor pulled her back so that her head was a little over the bunk, her eyes searched for his gaze. Viktor stood at her head and opened her mouth before penetrating it with his cock.

         Sofie had never sucked a cock as big as Viktor’s before, but he coaxed it deeper and deeper into her mouth, and as he pushed down her throat she saw how Johan whispered how good she was.

         Viktor held her head while he deep-throated her. She enjoyed that she could have him so deeply in her and out the corner of her eye she saw Johan getting out of his armchair and lifting the chain from the door. He sat down in his armchair before nodding to the crowd outside so they could enter. One by one, they stood in a ring around her, but no one touched her. The only one that touched her was Viktor who had his cock in her mouth.

         Sophie’s pussy pounded, and she could feel how it was running all over her. She spread her legs and hoped someone would take her, but none of the men touched her. In the blink of an eye, she saw Johan get up from his armchair, and when Viktor pulled out of her, she turned her head to see where Johan had disappeared to, but she couldn’t see him anywhere.

         She saw men following every movement she made with her eyes, and she saw Viktor snatch away someone who came too close but saw Johan nowhere.

         “Good girl,” Johan whispered suddenly in her ear.

         She turned her head and tried to stroke him, but the shackles prevented her from touching him.

         “Want more cock?” He asked.

         Sofie nodded hard.

         “Your cock. I want your cock,” Sofie whispered.

         “Soon, but first you have to show me what little fuck bitch you can be.”

         Sofie nodded again.

         “Look up,” said Johan, pointing at her in the mirror.

         Sofie looked at herself naked, surrounded by men who couldn’t help but masturbate at the sight of her on the bunk. No one made an effort to touch her, but Sofie longed to feel their hands on her body. She wanted to show Johan what a sex doll she was.

         “Have you licked pussy before?” Johan asked.

         Sofie shook her head.

         “Are you going to be a good girl and do it for me tonight?”

         Sofie nodded and tried to pull away from the shackles.

         “No, sweetheart,” said Johan. “You don’t have to be freed. Everything you need will come to you. And if you are a really good little girl you will get cock.”

         He nodded to someone at the door. Sofie felt the scent of perfume before she saw a woman climb up onto the bunk next to her. She was slender, and the contrast between her raven black hair and alabaster white complexion was striking. Without saying anything, the woman started licking Sofie. Sofie saw in the mirror how the woman pulled up her skirt and arched her back.

         One of the men tried to stroke the woman’s pussy from behind as she licked Sofie, but he was quickly pushed away. Her tongue played over Sofie’s vagina and her clitoris, but as soon as Sofie was close to coming, she took her tongue away.

         Sofie moaned heavily when Johan reached her. She reached for his cock with her mouth, but he twisted her head and waved to the woman instead. Without hesitation she went to Johan who whispered something in her ear. The woman looked at Sofie and then Johan before nodding.

         She climbed up on the bunk and sat astraddle Sofie with her back to Sofie’s face. She leaned forward, and Sofie could smell the scent of her pussy. She had never been so close to another woman’s vagina before, but as the woman lowered herself over Sofie’s face, Sofie began to lick her gently.

         “If you are good at licking Yukako tonight you will get as much cock as you want,” whispered Johan.

         Yukako’s soft, wet pussy was enchanting, and Sofie explored every bit of her with her tongue and lips. She caressed her pussy, nibbled at her lips and sucked on her clitoris. She could feel how Yukako was moving to get in closer and the more she dropped down over Sofie’s face, the harder Sofie licked.

         Sofie could feel Yukako cum in her mouth. She could feel the pussy pulsating, and she still had the taste of her in her mouth as Yukako stepped down from the bunk.

         “You’re being such a good girl…”

         Sofie heard Johan’s voice and felt his caresses on her hair while someone else opened her shackles. First, the wrists and then the ankles. She did not dare to move. She didn’t know what Johan wanted her to do.

         “Turn over,” he said bluntly.

         Sofie quickly knelt on all fours and saw how Johan took the dice and threw them in front of her.

         A six and a two.

         “What do you think that means?” Johan asked.

         “I don’t know,” said Sofie uncertainly.

         “You licked a pussy tonight but haven’t had a single cock in your pussy yet. Well, that’s not good for a sex doll like you.”

         “No.”

         “So, what does that mean?”

         “That I should lick more to get cock,” Sofie answered obediently.

         “Good girl,” Johan said, nodding to a woman behind Sofie. “Evelina loves getting her pussy licked, and you will surely show her how good you are?”

         Sofie nodded while Evelina got into position on the bank and pulled up her skirt before pulling down her sheer chiffon lingerie and inviting Sofie to help herself. Sofie gently stroked her before opening her mouth to taste her breasts.

         Sofie couldn’t help moaning when she had her nipple in her mouth. She sucked on the breast and with her fingers played with the other nipple. Evelina, who was considerably taller and more muscular than the slim Yukako, took a firm hold of Sophie’s hand and put it up to her pussy.

         Reluctantly, Sofie let go of her chest and looked down. She followed Evelina’s hand and inserted a few fingers into her pussy. Sofie was struck by how warm, soft and moist it was. Why hadn’t she eaten pussy before? Sofie playfully circled her fingers around the opening before penetrating Evelina again with her fingers while letting her tongue play with her clitoris.

         In a wordless interaction between the two of them, Sofie began to bring forth an orgasm but was interrupted by Johan holding the dice at her. A six. Sofie closed her eyes and nodded before she felt a cock penetrate her as someone pushed her head down towards Evelina’s vagina.

         She let her hands sneak up to Evelina’s chest. She found the nipples and rubbed them between her fingers. Evelina moaned but made no sign of cuming. Sofie squeezed a little harder. The pain seemed to make Evelina horny. With a firm grip on her nipple, Sofie licked her to an orgasm that caused Evelina’s body to shake.

         Evelina remained on the bench with Sofie kneeling on all fours above her.

         “Good…” Johan whispered and held out the dice to her.

         A two. Sofie had been so busy with Evelina that she had not noticed that the man who had been fucking her had in fact been several who had been taking it in turns with her. Two more dicks before she had shown Johan what a fucking little bitch she was. Then she would get his cock.

         “Show me how good you can be now,” he said, caressing her cheek.

         “I want your cock,” Sofie said.

         “You’ll get my cock, but first you will make two gentlemen very happy with you, isn’t that right? We should not promise them something we can’t keep?”

         Sofie shook her head.

         “Two dicks?” She asked.

         “Two dicks.”

         Johan settled back in the armchair and waved the two men over who were left in the room. Without saying anything, he watched them take her. He saw Sofie ride one of the men while the other bent her forward to penetrate her as well. Her makeup had run, and there was nothing left of the neat hairstyle she had earlier in the evening. Sofie was used. Utilised. He enjoyed watching her come once more and only when she collapsed in a small pile on the bench did he reach for her.

         He caressed her across the cheek.

         “Where’s Viktor?” Sofie asked after a moment.

         “He’s in the black room with Yukako,” replied Johan.

         “The black room?” Sofie asked. “What is that?”

         Johan looked at her as if he were trying to decide on something.

         “Odds or evens?” He finally asked, holding out the dice.

         Sofie looked up at him.

         “Even,” she answered after a moment’s hesitation.

         Johan threw the dice.

         Double Six.

         “I’ll take you to the black room,” said Johan.
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         With eyes like saucers, Vera stares at Erik when he held up the little parcels in front of her. In his guitar-damaged hands, they look like small meringues of paper mâché, but the content was sadly neither sweet or tasteless. Vera bites her fingers nails, picks one of the parcels up, holds it between her thumb and index finger and observes it in the bleak light from the cheap ceiling light.

         “How long before the action starts?” she asks and walks towards the cloakroom to pour herself a glass of water.
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