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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.

      

   


   
      
         
            Friends with Benefits
      

            Through Jack's Eyes
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Friends with Benefits
      

            2
      

         

      

   


   
      
         
            Friends with Benefits: Through Jack's Eyes
      

         

         They were lying in bed, post-coital glow still lingering. It had been one of those nights. Nights when the post-show high and adrenaline rush refused to die down. When they had both needed to find some kind of release, it was Tony who had come to his room sometime just after midnight. Strangely enough, because it was almost always the other way around. It was almost always Jack who snuck across the hall and crept into Tony's bed in the wee hours of the morning. Tony never said no of course, but he rarely ever initiated it either. It. Jack smiled at the thought of it. Whatever it was, it had been going on for more years than he dared count. And no relationship or band hiatus had ever stopped it from happening. It was, Jack admitted to himself, the most honest and sincere thing he had in his life and he couldn’t imagine it ever to end. It had outlasted pretty much any relationship either of them had ever had, that was a fact. He often wondered why. Did he love Tony? Dearly. Tony was his best friend, his confidant, and his brother in arms. Was he in love with Tony? God no! They loved each other as friends do. Friends who, on occasions like tonight, just happened to have mind-blowing sex with each other. But there was no emotional connection, just sex… And that was the main reason for Jack not really being able to figure out what this thing was. Why he after so many years still didn’t know.

         “Tony?” he asked quietly.

         “What?” The man resting his head on Jack’s chest answered sleepily.

         “You know, I’ve been thinking…”

         “I don’t like the sound of that.”

         “What?” Jack’s voice sounded far harsher than he had intended.

         “I’m kidding,” Tony said, lifting his head from Jack’s chest, looking him straight in the eye.

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

         “What about it?” “What is it? “I don’t know.”

         Tony put his head on Jack’s shoulder and shuffled even closer, seemingly unfazed by the subject at hand.

         “Doesn’t it bother you, though? Not knowing?” Jack asked.

         “Nope.”

         “Really?” “Really. Does it bother you?”

         Jack didn’t know what to say. Did it bother him? He had thought a lot about it, twisted it around in his head many times, but did it bother him or was he just concerned by the fact that he just didn’t know?

         “Don’t you think that if it had mattered, we would have figured it out by now?” Tony asked. “Are you saying that it doesn’t matter to you?” Jack replied. “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.”

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

         “I’m being serious here.”

         “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,” Tony stated. “But when you find that reason – for it will be you who do – then you will know. And this will be over.”

         “I don’t like the sound of that,” Jack sulked. He really didn’t.

         “Then stop talking about it. Shut up and kiss me,” Tony said.

         So Jack did.

         He kissed those oh so kissable lips. The sensation of stubble brushing against his chin when he moved his head startled him for a fraction of a second. It never ceased to surprise him that those soft plump lips didn’t belong to a woman. Tony was an excellent kisser and the sensation of smooth lips combined with scratchy stubble was extremely enjoyable. Hot as fuck was what it was. So hot that it made him want to do that. Fuck. Another thing that never ceased to surprise him was that he wanted to fuck Tony. It surprised him because he had never been physically attracted to any other man. The mere thought of even kissing a bloke – apart from as a joke of course – was absurd. And yet, here he was, horny and hard and in bed with his best mate — what a mindfuck.

          
      

         All of a sudden, Tony broke the kiss and abruptly sat up.

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

         Decisive Tony was hot. That was one of the few things about it that Jack actually did understand. That a massive part of the turn-on was that he wasn’t in charge. That he was, for once, under someone else’s spell. That he was not the one on top. He’d read enough of the saucy and imaginative fan fiction their fans wrote to know that they assumed Tony to be the bottom in their make-believe relationship. Boy, were they wrong. Completely off the fucking charts, they were.

         Jack slid one arm around Tony’s slim waist and the other around his shoulders and pulled him even closer. Once again, their lips met. There was no sweet nibbling; no lovey-dovey rubbing of noses together, no gooey-eyed looks. Instant, erotic, full-on make out was what it was. Within seconds, Tony’s tongue was exploring Jack’s mouth. He took Jack’s lower lip in between his own lips and sucked it. Jack immediately felt the familiar twitching down below. He was already hard and ready to go at it. When Tony let go of his lip and started working his way down his neck, he moaned loudly.

         “Like that, do you?” Tony grinned.

         Jack didn’t bother answering. He liked it. Tony knew he liked it. No point in even discussing it. Instead, he threw his head back and gave Tony full access to his neck. Tony swirled his tongue over Jack’s pulse point, heating up his skin until it burned like fire, then blew out a gust of air instantly chilling the warm skin merely an inch from his mouth. He turned slightly, aiming for Jack’s earlobe, flicking his tongue over it.

         Jack let one hand wander down Tony’s bare back until he reached his firm bum. He smacked it hard making Tony wince. He smacked again for good measure, eliciting a deep moan from Tony. A deep moan straight into his ear.

         “Like that, do you?” Jack groaned, mimicking Tony.

         This time it was Tony who didn’t bother answering. He was too busy licking his way down towards Jack’s left nipple. So Jack just slapped Tony’s glorious arse a third time and grabbed it hard. He loved grabbing Tony’s bum. When they were playing around in the studio, on stage, when they were fucking. Tony’s derriere was perfection.

          
      

         Tony was almost lying on top of him now and Jack could feel his erection growing harder against his thigh.

         “Coming back for seconds, are we?” He whispered in between kisses.

         “Oh, I plan on coming for sure …” Tony cheekily replied, looking up from Jack’s chest, letting go of the nipple he’d eagerly sucked.

         “You are a dirty man, you.”

         Tony just grinned at him, sat up, slid in between Jack’s spread legs and slowly started stroking himself. Not for a second dropping Jack’s gaze. That was always a massive turn on. Tony wanking was about as sexy as anything could ever get. It beat lap dances, threesomes and blowjobs any day of the week. Jack reached out and slid a finger down Tony’s chest. Circling first one nipple and then the other, taking it between his thumb and forefinger, pinching it and making Tony moan. He let his hand slid further down the surprisingly toned abs – Tony had definitely been working out since their last session together – and down towards his favourite part of Tony’s body. Sliding his thumb over the very sexy tattoo almost made him cum on the spot, hardened member untouched. He reached down to start working himself but Tony swatted his hand away and covered Jack’s cock with his free hand, still working his own. Jack bucked his hips upwards trying to rub against Tony’s hand. With a smirk on his face, Tony removed his hand, eliciting a desperate whimper from his lover. Pleased with the reaction, he mercifully leaned down and stuck his tongue out to let the tip of it touch the base of Jack’s swollen cock, all the while working his own – now at a considerably higher speed. The contact sent a shock of current through Jack’s body. Slowly, as if time had almost stopped, Tony licked Jack’s full length and circled the blood-filled red tip with his tongue before engulfing it fully. The intense pleasure was almost unbearable and Jack’s hand’s immediately flung to Tony’s head, pushing him down even further. Always eager, always being a good sport, Tony let him press all the way to the back of his throat. Let him thrust into his mouth. The build-up was quick and intense. Grunting loudly and thrusting harder, Jack chased the release he so desperately wanted.

         Suddenly, and completely without warning, Tony jerked his head away, leaving Jack’s cock wet, cold, and glistening with pre-cum and saliva. Shaking his head and licking his lips he slid away from Jack’s centre of gravity.

         “Turn over,” he demanded as he reached for the tube of lube on the nightstand. “Turn over and I’ll show you exactly how dirty I am.”

         Jack did as he was told, spreading his legs even further, and backed up on all four. Tony never really had to ask him twice to bottom for him. The feeling of Tony’s more than sizeable member filling him completely was something he never got tired of. He heard the plopping of the tube popping open and the almost slurping sound of lube being squeezed out. Mere seconds later, he felt a cold wet finger circling his entrance painstakingly slowly. If it wasn’t for the fact that he knew he wouldn’t be able to sit behind his drums on stage the next evening, he would have growled at Tony to just slam into him dry and all. As it was, he wiggled his bum a bit, encouraging Tony to go on.

         “Eager,” Tony mumbled and without warning pushed his finger all the way in.

         “Fuck!” Jack hissed. It felt so good. So so good. Tony bent his finger deep inside and almost hit that divine spot that could make Jack cum in an instant. Almost. He did it on purpose of course. Bastard. Tony slid his finger out and oh so slowly pushed it back in. Out, in, out, in. A slow and steady rhythm that was slowly and steadily driving Jack insane.

         As if he could read Jack’s mind, Tony added another finger to the mix, stretching Jack’s entrance wider. The fuller feeling was just what Jack needed and he couldn’t help biting his own lip. Thrusting and prodding, Tony still didn’t twist or turn his fingers enough to reach that place deep within. Not that it wasn’t good –it was great - but Jack needed more. He needed Tony to press his stiff tip into him, to push beyond the first reluctant barrier of his anus, and to thrust his impressive length into him. The expectation of the immense pleasure Tony would soon give him was almost unbearable and he desperately reached for his own rock hard cock. This time Tony didn’t stop him, didn’t swat his hands away. He just continued fingerfucking him.

         “Enough with the teasing Tony. Fuck me. Just bloody fuck me.” Jack was already on his hands and knees, he might as well beg for it. The response to his request came immediately when Tony pulled out his fingers, leaving him feeling empty and forlorn. It was worth it though. He didn’t have to turn around and look to know what was going on behind him. The squirting noise of more lube being pressed from the bottle, the squelching when it was smeared on Tony’s dick, the grunts slipping through Tony’s mouth as he rubbed himself even harder, preparing to finally grant Jack his wish… Those noises said it all.

         Hissing and moaning for every millimetre, Tony sank into him. Stopping every inch to let Jack get used to the sensation of being filled up, of finally being granted the fullness and completeness he only ever felt when Tony fucked him. He worked his cock hard and steady, the pleasure of jerking himself completely taking over any pain or burning from being taken.

         “Fuck, you feel good. So tight.”

         It almost made Jack proud to hear the pleasure in Tony’s voice. He always had – even long before these sessions first started – known that Tony fancied anal activity. That he had often taken advantage of his status and stardom to convince pretty groupies to let him fuck them there. It turned Jack on big time to be able to elicit such groans and moans and noises of pleasure from such an experienced man. Not every arse could do that.

          
      

         Wanting and needing more of that intense pleasure, Jack met Tonys slow thrusts. Bucking his hips, grinding.

         “Harder,” he hissed through clenched teeth.

         Tony grabbed Jack’s hips and plunged deep inside him, picking up speed with every thrust. Fucking him faster and harder with every plunge, Tony frantically drove his dick into him all the way to the hilt. Jack’s hand also picked up speed as he was working his cock wildly and uncontrollably, aiming for release.

         “Tony! Fuck, Tony!” he growled, knowing that he would only last a few more moments.

         “Let go,” Tony almost barked at him. “Cum for me.”

         “Oh. My. Fucking. God,” Jack groaned, letting go and releasing into his own hand. Thick spurts of semen spraying the sheets, his stomach and even reaching his chest.

         Relentlessly and without any intention to stop to let him recover, Tony pumped into him reaching his sweet spot over and over again. With a loud “FUCK” Tony came deep inside of him, spilling load after load into him, emptying himself completely before pulling out and rolling over.

         “Fuck, that was good”.

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

         “Hell yes,” he grinned.

          
      

         Jack went for a shower. However reluctant he was to get out of bed he really didn’t want to sleep knowing that two times, two sets of cum – most of which were smeared all over his chest – and quite a generous dose of lube were stuck to his body. He just didn’t. When he slid back between the sheets a few minutes later, Tony had already fallen asleep. He took a moment to admire the immensely beautiful man next to him. Even at the age of forty-three, Tony had the smile, abs and firm bum of a teenage heartthrob. Teenager or middle-aged didn’t really matter; the man was a pure beauty inside out. And here he was, snoring away in Jack’s bed. Jack shook his head. He was mindfucked, he thought to himself once again. Mindfucked and assfucked. He chuckled at his own wit before he shuffled even closer to Tony’s sleeping form, wrapped an arm around the other man’s waist and settled in for a few hours of blissful sleep. He knew that when he woke up the next morning, Tony would be gone and by breakfast they would be back to normal again. Back to being just best mates. He didn’t know how many days, weeks or even months of normal friendship would pass before he was back in Tony’s arms and it didn’t bother him one single bit.
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