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            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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         For several years now, I have travelled the world as a backpacker. I have made my money by taking photographs of everything I have done during my travels and put it up online. I have thousands of followers and several companies that sponsor my lifestyle. Thankfully I am not ashamed of the way I look, and I realise that my looks are a contributing factor to why people choose to click on my selfies. The fact that I'm single has probably helped boost my popularity too.

         I have found one or two people to share a bed with over the years, but no man or woman has ever been able to satisfy my needs. Quite often I find myself daydreaming during the actual lovemaking, but the adrenaline kicks I have been missing in bed, I have gone searching for elsewhere. I have done all the stuff that is typically macho, masculine and foolish, like high-altitude mountaineering in the Himalayas and scuba-dived with white sharks in South Africa, trekked through the Colombian jungle and have, more than once, stared death in the face. But it still hasn't been enough. One piece of my jigsaw is missing, and I don't quite know what it looks like.

         I have ignored or pushed aside how much Tjörn island means to me. That's where I grew up — a small place where everyone knows everyone, and if someone happens to stand out, people talk. Therefore, I've told myself that I could manage perfectly fine without Tjörn, but when I find out what's happened it is like my whole world grinds to a halt.

         My childhood friend Jonny texts me to let me know and I'm sitting in café in Prague when I receive his text. As the magnitude of this catastrophe sinks in, I hop on the next available flight back to Gothenburg and then a train to Stenungsund. Jonny picks me up from the station in his new car, a Mazda Miata soft-top. It is bright red, which matches his strawberry blonde, tousled hair. He looks serious. His eyes are covered by a pair of Ray-Bans, but I can tell he's been crying.

         We hug each other and suddenly it's like no time has passed since we last saw each other.

         "Great that you could make it back,” he said.

         "Of course, I would come,” I answer. "This is my home too."

         We get in the car and Jonny drives. He yanks and shoves the gear stick back and forth, just like he always has done. The radio's on:

         
            "… has run aground and it is estimated that 30,000 tonnes of crude oil have leaked into the ocean near Tjörn. It is still too early to say what kind of long-term effects this will have on the flora and fauna of this island…."
      

         

         Jonny swaps to a different radio station and it doesn't take long before a Rammstein tune is booming out of the loudspeakers. When he leans over to twiddle with the radio, his shirt slips open a centimetre or two and there underneath, I spot something black and glossy, the edge of some plasticky material. He adjusts his shirt without saying a word. I don't ask what kind of weird vest that is, but change focus by asking: "So how's your mum?"

         "She's just fine,” Jonny replies. "She asks about you sometimes. If everything is okay with you. She doesn't use social media, of course, so sometimes I show her what you're up to. I showed her the clip from your parachute jump and she looked like she might have a heart attack."

         I've missed Jonny. Remembering what it's like to be with someone is never quite the same as being with someone for real. His sun-kissed skin in the hot sunshine is in some way more tanned than I had imagined it to be and his red hair is also redder in real life. He's more real somehow.

         We drive straight past the farms where we grew up and head out to Björholmen, where all the volunteers are gathering. There are so many cars parked by the roadside that Jonny must slow down. He mutters some swear words and my mind is full of memories of riding a tuned moped all over the island at night. I didn't have my own moped, but he always gave me a lift at the back of his. Jonny doesn't like driving slowly. I remember having to hold on to him as tightly as I could to stop me from falling off. Back then, we didn't do it to get more likes, but just because we could. Or because we didn't have anything better to do, which was often the case when we only had two or three TV channels to choose from.

         On the rock ledges by Björholmen Marina, they had erected big marquees where we could change into our workwear. They hand out orange waterproof dungarees, wellies, a plasticky and latex gloves. Jonny and I change together. We arrive last out of all the volunteers and I have to make do with what's left, whereas Jonny has his own workwear. To start with, I try to pull the waterproofs over my regular trousers, but they're too tight, and I soon give up on that idea. I pull both my trousers and boxers off. Then I manage to get my packet into the waterproofs. Jonny just laughs. The rubber is pressing against my skin. I try lifting my knees and the plastic makes a creaking sound. I like it. Jonny glances down at my trousers and I realise that my cock is pressed against my leg like a sculptural relief. Oh well. Never mind. I had thought of taking a couple of selfies and post online, but I cannot make myself do it.

         Beneath the tight latex skin that covers my own, the summer sun makes me all sticky with sweat. Jonny manages to look handsome in his orange outfit. I remember how much we loved the rain when we were little. When the raindrops would patter against our waterproofs and we would splash around in the puddles.

         We walk across the cliffs and they direct us to a rocky beach where thick crude oil has formed large pools after the storm last night. Out at sea, the oil tanker can be seen aground. The water is jet-black. The whole scene is hard to digest, and a heady scent of asphalt permeates the air.

         We shovel oil into buckets and then drag them away to empty elsewhere. This is heavy work, but we manage to make lots of trips before lunch. Jonny stays close to me all through the morning. He's strong, but it in a different way compared to me. I have built my muscles with the help of machines in the gym, whereas he's got his through hard work at sea. He makes shovelling look totally natural, and I'm wondering whether I'm getting sunstroke because Jonny is good-looking in his sunglasses and a spade in his hand.

         Before we can eat lunch, we must get the crude oil off. It's incredibly sticky and ICA has sponsored us with washing-up liquid. The hotel at the marina has opened its showers for us. Jonny jumps in the shower before me, and I take a seat on the chair outside. The rubber is stretched taut against my skin in a pleasant way. I try to cross my legs, but that's impossible. I think about Jonny undressed in the shower. With my eyes closed, I imagine how he pours washing-up liquid all over his body.

         "Your turn, Niklas!"

         I look up to see Jonny dressed in shirt and jeans.

         "You don't need to wait for me,” I say.

         "Okay, but don't take too long. It's our turn to clean up some birds after this." He walks off towards the canteen. I hurry into the shower cubicle and look myself in the mirror. I can feel throbbing inside my trousers. I yank my clothes off and take a cold shower to cool down.

          
      

         When we get back to work, I focus on the rubber — every step, nice and tight. I would happily dress like this every day regardless of the weather. I know some people do. As always, Jonny is self-assured and explains to me what I need to do to help the defenceless birds. Their feathers have been destroyed by the oil, which dissolves their natural insulation and they can't maintain their average body temperature. I wash away the oil with washing-up liquid and water. Then I dry them with a towel. They don't put up much resistance. Perhaps they understand that we're just trying to help. We put each bird on a towel in an individual cage. Hours pass by, and when it's finally time to call it a day, we are both exhausted.

         "We have to have another shower,” Jonny explains.

         Once again, only one shower is free.

         "I can wait outside,” I say.

         "No,” Jonny replies. "Come here."

         He takes my hand and my heart starts pounding as I'm following him into the shower without saying a word. He closes the door behind us and locks it. "Can you please give me a hand?" He asks.

         I pour the washing-up liquid onto him and rub to remove the oil from his workwear. Jonny suddenly grabs my shoulder, leans forward and whispers into my ear: "Do you remember when we sailed with granddad's fishing boat when we were fifteen? The rain started chucking it down and we had to put our weatherproofs on. It was cold and we huddled together. You held me tight. That's when I knew I liked latex. I sensed you might feel the same, but I never had time to talk to you about it before you and your family moved away."

         He sheds the plasticky jacket, the work trousers and the latex gloves. Beneath the workwear, he's wearing a black latex jumpsuit like a second skin. Out of a hole between his legs, Jonny's cock is peeking out semi-hard.

         "This is me,” he says. "This is who I am."

         "You're beautiful,” I reply.

         "I hoped you would think so."

         The latex suit is all glossy. Clean and nice. Jonny's cock is stiffening as we speak. I kneel in front of him, take hold of his member and feel how it hardens against the palm of my hand. Then I take it into my mouth. It tastes of salty sweat. Suddenly, I realise I have come home. Everything that has niggled me in the past has suddenly disappeared. I belong to Jonny now, in Jonny's world.

         He takes a firm hold of my hair, holds me even closer as he thrusts his hips towards me. I suck harder and hear how he grunts. I can feel my stiff cock pressing against my leg at the same time, squashed inside their very own trouser prison. I have never been this horny and while I'm sucking, the pressure is building up inside me until I can't cope anymore. With my lips wrapped around Jonny's dick, I cum inside my trousers. I let go of him and lie down on the shower room floor. Jonny lets me rest for a moment or two before he straddles my face and fucks my mouth until he cums too like a salty wave washing over my tongue.

          
      

         I stay the night at Jonny's. He's still living at home with his parents, in a little red house with white trim just a stone's throw from Björholmen. My parents and I used to live in the house opposite. The natural surroundings are harsh and barren with hardly any trees, and the ones that grow there look more like bushes. We used to play on the rocky granite outcrops. In the summer we swam in the sea, went fishing and sunbathed. We did everything together.

         Sparks are literally flying between us; We are electrically charged near each other. Jonny's parents are wondering how long I will stay, and I don't know how to answer. I wonder how well they know their son. Jonny doesn't tell them anything about us, and I don't either.

         Jonny's room has two beds as he used to share with his older brother. The brother moved out quite some time ago, but Jonny, who now works at the family firm, has ended up staying. I lay down on the spare bed. We're so exhausted that we don't even have the strength to touch each other. No more than a couple of square metres of air between us. Despite being uber-tired, I cannot seem to fall asleep. Too many thoughts swirling around in my head and Jonny seems to feel the same way because he blurts out:

         "Every time I want to live and be who I really am, I have to travel down to Gothenburg."

         "So, you haven't told your mum and dad?"

         "No. They haven't heard of this kind of thing. They would just think there's something wrong with me, or even worse, that there's something wrong with me and it is their fault. I usually say I'm visiting a friend."

         "Oh right, I don't know what my parents would say, to be honest. But I would be curious to know what would happen if my followers found out."

         "Have you had time to post something online today?"

         "No, I haven't."

         "So, they've either forgotten about you, or they think you're dead."

         We laugh, even though it might be true. I try to picture the scene of Jonny driving his cute Mazda down to Gothenburg to live his latex life.

         Jonny carries on: "Sometimes I think it would be really hard on my parents if I suddenly dropped dead. Mum and dad would find all my latex outfits but wouldn't be able to ask me about it. They wouldn't understand a thing."

         I turn to him in the dark and say: "If you drop dead, I can clear away all your secrets before they discover anything."

         "Would you do that for me?"

         "Of course, you're my best friend. And perhaps even more than that now."

         When he doesn't reply, I continue: "Or you could just come with me when the decontamination work is done, and we can travel the world together."

         "I have the fishing boats to take care of,” he says.

         "Jonny. Seriously. You were the one that used to say you were determined not to get stuck on this island. We can go anywhere we like. Amsterdam perhaps. Or Berlin. Or Bangkok if you want to really push the boat out."
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