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         “You’d think a man with a scarf fetish would know how to handle a tie...” 

         Ripping his eyes from the task at hand, he looked me straight in the eye through the mirror, not even a hint of a smile on his lips. He was in a right mood, something that very rarely occurred, his normally impeccable manners had flown out the window. 

         “Blah, blah, blah scarf fetish,” he muttered and turned his gaze back to his own reflection. “I don’t have a scarf fetish.” 

         “Sure. Whatever you say.” I winked at him. 

         He glared at me again, still struggling with the thin black tie around his neck.

         “As a matter of fact, there’s a huge difference between scarves and ties, you know. And bow ties. Or cravats, mind you.” 

         He took a deep breath, and I could tell that he was about to embark on a lengthy exposition of the distinctions between different types of neckwear. It wasn’t easy holding back the giggles bubbling from the pit of my stomach up through my throat. Not easy at all. And before he even opened his mouth to start mansplaining, I failed miserably. I burst into laughter.

         He huffed, and for the umpteenth time undid his tie in order to start over.

         Silencing myself with a hand over my mouth but grinning behind it, I studied him in the mirror. His charcoal shirt was still smooth and crisp but if this farce continued much longer, I suspected he would have to change it as it would inevitably be rumpled by his increasingly violent struggle with the tie. His quiff was on point though, I had to give him that. Perfectly combed, yet fashionably ruffled. What he lacked when it came to tie tying, he sure made up for with his hair styling skills. 

         “Oh, for fuck’s sake!” He let go of the tie again and stared at his own reflection with exasperation and despair in his eyes. So he had turned to swearing. Time to deal with the situation then.

         “Undo it,” I told him and left the bathroom. I quickly found what I was looking for and walked back in.

         “Let me help you,” I said while putting my Uptown pumps on. 

         He watched me in the mirror, and I could swear I heard him gasp as I bent over to adjust the straps properly. We were the exact same height barefoot. His heels – the tango shoes as I teasingly called them – made him an inch or so taller than me but when I stepped up behind him, those impossibly high Louboutains enabled me to almost look down on him when our eyes met in the mirror.

         “Calm down. Now, how do you want me to sort out this poor excuse of a knot? Windsor? Half Windsor? Maybe a Prince Albert?  

         He stared at me with disbelief. “Prat.”

         “Pratt? Adventurous choice I must say.” I couldn’t help but smirk at him in the mirror.

         “Ha, very funny.”

         “Stop being so grumpy. Now, do you want my help or not?”

         “Fine.”

         He sighed, but I could feel his tense shoulders relax ever so slightly. 

         I reached around his neck and undid the untidy mess his last attempt had ended in. I took his hands in mine, placed them on the tie and started doing it up. Half Windsor. 

         “You know what this reminds me of?” I asked him, trying to change the subject and force him to talk to me. 

         “What?”

         “Pretty Woman. You know when Julia Roberts sorts Richard Gere’s tie out? And talks about her grandfather?”

         He didn’t reply, but also didn’t stop me from guiding his hands when adjusting the tie. For a few seconds he let me be his puppet master before his hands stilled despite my movements. 

         “You know what that reminds me of?” he asked. 

         “What?”

         “Richard Gere fucking Julia Roberts.”

         He pulled his hands out from underneath mine with such speed that I almost lost my balance. Before I had time to react, his hands were gripping my wrists tightly, pulling them up above our heads. I’m not quite sure how he did it but without tangling up our arms, he spun around and suddenly we stood face to face, the tips of our noses almost touching, and I could feel his breath on my lips. It was ragged. I recognized the unsteady and uneven rhythm of inhale and exhale that signaled that the usually so Zen man in my life was horny. With a slight squint, his piercing blue gaze screened my body from head to toe. Brown strands of hair falling down over my left eye, the pearls dangling from my earlobes, the revealing, yet somehow still classy, cut of my neckline showing the exact right amount of cleavage, my tanned legs, the pumps. Then up again – a minuscule but obvious pause on my chest – to meet my eyes. When he pushed me a few steps back and up against the wall, I was prepared. Despite the force of his movements, I didn’t lose my bearings. I knew what he was doing, and I let him do it. When his lips claimed mine I willingly obliged. When he pushed his pelvis towards mine, I could feel his erection grow through the multiple layers of clothing. I couldn’t help rolling my hips ever so slightly.

         He kissed me as if he hadn’t kissed me in ages, when in fact my lips still stung from making out just an hour ago. He had to stand on tiptoe to reach my mouth and it made me giggle into his mouth. 

         “Take them off,” he ordered.

         My smile widened. “I can’t”.

         “What?”

         “I can’t. I can’t undo the straps.”

         “What?” He stared at me, equal measures of annoyance and confusion on his face.

         I looked up at our hands. His grip on my wrists was still tight. The back of my hands pushed firmly against the wall. I was stuck. 

         “Babe. You have two heads and it’s obvious which you’re currently thinking with. I have two hands, and both are currently useless.

         His smile widened as he pulled my hands so close together that he could hold them in place with just one of his. He may be a small man, but he has great command of his body and impressive strength and stamina. I would have to struggle to get out of his one-handed grip. Not that I wanted to. I was perfectly happy to be under his command. 

         With his free hand, he loosened the noose around his neck and managed to wriggle the tie over his head. Seconds later the smooth silk loop was wrapped around my wrists and pulled tight. Tighter than handcuffs. He had to get up on his toes again to reach a towel hanger and fasten the tie around the top of it. 

         “Let’s get those fucking shoes off.” He took a step back and got down on one knee. 

         Grabbing my left foot roughly, he lifted it off the floor and put my toes on his thigh, leaving me hanging like a marionette from the ceiling. He didn’t look at my foot as he found the strap and undid it, as he ripped the shoe off and threw it over his shoulder making me giggle, as his hands trailed up my ankle, over my knee and up over my thigh letting ten slim fingers disappear under my skirt. He stared straight into my eyes. He didn’t flinch as he found and undid what I thought would be a surprise for later – the clips of my new garter belt holding 10 denier stockings in place. He just held on to my gaze. He smirked ever so slightly as he slowly rolled the stocking down my thigh, his fingertips caressing the skin he exposed. When he had eventually pulled a rolled-up ball of silk off my toes and threw it in the same direction he had disposed of my shoe, he put my foot back down on the floor. I expected him to start on the other foot but instead he stood up and gave me a second look-over. My lopsided posture with one naked foot flat on the floor and one still confined in a £700 stiletto sandal left me feeling exposed. A flicker of a shadow passed in his eyes and I nodded almost invisibly. One quick stride forward, one hand behind my neck pulling my head towards his, the other lifting my still booted right leg and wrapping it around his waist, and he kissed me again. Ferociously.

         His tongue quickly gained access to my mouth. Probing. Entwining with mine. He sucked on my lower lip and almost drew blood when he nibbled on it. His impossibly blue eyes hid behind smooth eyelids and fluttering, long eyelashes. I desperately wanted to touch him. Run my fingers through his hair and grab it, wrap my arms around his waist and grab his bum, pull him closer into our embrace. But I was stuck. He couldn’t make a tie look nice, but he definitely knew how to make it stay in place. 

         “I want to touch you,” I panted in between kisses.

         “Too bad you’re tied up, babe,” he whispered. 

         “Then touch me.”

         Still exploring my mouth with his tongue, and still holding on to my right leg, he let go of my neck. He trailed his fingers around it, down past my collarbone and, following the outline of my neckline, down towards my chest. The light touch of his caress mismatched his passionate kisses making my insides churn with desire and my heart swell with love. Even after years of being together, he still managed to surprise me with his skills. How he could turn sweet lovemaking into pure porn and back in just a second. How he could turn a rough fuck into a romantic moment with just a touch. How he had me completely wrapped around his little finger, and boy, did he know it. 

         He traced the sweetheart neckline of my dress until he reached the middle of it, then continued his soft caress down the black fabric just between my breasts. My nipples hardened and I shivered. He broke the kiss and looked down as he turned to drawing an infinity sign around my tits. Up between them, around the right breast, up between them, around the left. Teasing and taunting and staring at his own finger. Then he started moving his hips. Circling them at the same speed and in the same manner as his finger. His cock gliding over my skirt just by my sex, circling to the right, going down and then up towards my core again. He moved smoothly as if he was dancing. I tried to meet his movement and match his pace. So he stopped. He pressed his trouser-clad cock hard against my belly and grabbed my right tit hard. Hard enough for me to flinch. He knew I didn’t mind him being a bit rough, but he still glanced at me, checking for consent.

         “Come on, baby. Touch me”, I begged. I wanted him to knead my tits, I wanted him to pinch my nipples, I wanted him to rub my clit. I craved his touch on the most sensitive parts of my body.

         He decided to take pity on me and pushed his hand down my cleavage, grabbing my breast inside my bra and reaching for my nipple. He smiled at me when he found the hardened bud and began rolling it between his thumb and his index finger. 

         “I love your tits,” he whispered. 

         “So do I,” I panted, a cheeky grin spreading over my mouth.

         He threw his head back as he laughed at my sass.

         “Filth.”

         “Look who’s talking!” I taunted. 

         “You call this filthy? Oh, baby, this is far from filthy. This is plain old vanilla,” he retorted. 

         “Screw vanilla,” I giggled, and once again pushed my pelvis towards his, trying to rub my sex against his. Dry humping is an excellent form of foreplay and he has made me cum many times by just rubbing himself against me. This time he didn’t pull away. He met my hips and finally relieved some of the frustration inside me. 

         He let go of my breast, put his hand on my hip and started pulling my dress up. The ball of fabric in his hand grew until my garter belt clips were exposed, and the hem of the skirt hiked almost all the way up to my stomach. Still moving his hips, he snaked his hand in between our bodies. I shivered in anticipation, waiting for him to reach my knickers and touch my sweet spot. But he didn’t. Instead he palmed himself. Between our bodies he started stroking his cock up and down. His knuckles slid over my knickers as he moved his hand, and I tried to rub myself against them in order to get the clit stimulation I so desperately craved. He pretended to ignore my desperation and continued to stroke himself. His breath became slightly irregular as he grew even harder under his own touch. All the while, he was staring me straight in the eye. Letting out a moan, he unzipped his trousers and managed to let his hard cock out of its tight confinement. With a tight grip around his shaft, he stroked his tip over my silky thong, and when it made contact with my clit, albeit, with a barrier of fabric between us, I moaned too. Pulling the foreskin up and down his shaft while playing with my clit, he kissed me again. His grip around my right leg tightened and I feared he would just wank, come on my knickers and leave me unsatisfied. It wasn’t like him to not put my pleasure first, but I was so horny, and he kept teasing me. My knickers were wet – I didn’t know whether from my excitement or his precum, but most likely both. We were panting into each other’s mouths and even though the experience was high erotic, I needed more. So I found myself begging again. 

         “Please baby,” I whimpered. 

         He didn’t reply. Just pulled my knickers aside and without further ado pushed into me. As he sank deep inside, he hissed a series of imperceptible words I assumed to be profanities. I moaned loudly as his tip brushed against my g-spot. The wetness of our excitement provided excellent lubrication and when he started circling his hips again, his pubic bone rubbed against my clit. Being stimulated on both my sweet spots at the same time almost sent my head spinning. I’d already broken out in a sweat and when he began thrusting into me, making sure to make contact with my clit or my g-spot with every thrust, droplets began running down my forehead. My dress had stuck to my chest and my wet back glued to the door. Hair and makeup and dress were all ruined, but I didn’t care. I just bucked my hips, bit his lower lip and succumbed to the pleasure he was giving me. 

         Before long he was pushing into me at such speed, I thought he was about too combust. I could see his heart threatening to beat its way out of his chest even through his shirt and he grunted louder with every thrust. I was frantically chasing my release and so was he, full steam ahead. 

         We came together. Gloriously so. Wave after wave of pleasure hitting my body making me shake violently while he shot his load deep within me and went quiet. He didn’t swear, he didn’t call my name, just squeezed my leg tighter around his waist. His quiet orgasms were always the most intense. He shivered slightly as the final spurt left his body, then leaning his sweaty forehead against mine, he stayed inside me until his panting had subsided and his breathing resumed a somewhat normal pace. Before letting go of my leg, he reached down and undid my shoe, then gently put my foot down on the floor whilst slipping out of me. Softly, he kissed the tip of my nose then rubbed his own against it. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the calm spreading through my body. He grabbed my face carefully and kissed me. Sweet pecks on the lips. Then he trailed his hands over my face, ruffled my hair and caressed my arms while working his way slowly up to the hook over the door. He untied my wrists, gave me one last butterfly light kiss, removed the tie completely and took a step back. I slid down the door and landed rather ungracefully on the floor. My legs were like jelly and my arms ached. The definition of spent. He looked at me and smiled his crookedly innocent, yet flirty, trademark smile, while putting the tie back around his neck and started tying it again. I was about to offer him my assistance, but the swift movements of his fingers mesmerized and silenced me.  He zipped up his trousers, tightened the knot around his neck a bit more allowing me to admire his handiwork before he strode off into the bedroom. A perfect Pratt tied around his neck.
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         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.
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