

[image: Cover]




The Berlin Underground




4-Pack Bundle




R.J. Ridge




Copyright © 2022 by R.J. Ridge




All characters are age 18 and over.




This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.




Find more books from R.J. Ridge at http://www.indieerotica.com/r-j-ridge/




The Secret Fisting Academy




Mark finally convinced me to come on a night out with him after work, and to be honest, I was glad to be going. I’d seen Karl a few times since fucking his husband Tomas, my boss, at Richard’s crazed cuck fest a few weeks ago. Karl dismissed what had happened, reassuring me by cumming in his husband’s ass I was just doing what Tomas had told me. But I could tell the experience of forced cuckolding and Tomas’s four months in chastity had left a deep cut on their relationship, one which needed time to scar over.

To both Tomas and Karl’s credit, not another word was said about the secret Antinous Society; the ancient network of gay men Tomas had been pushing me to join. Not even by failed applicant Mark as we sat in a bar in the more upmarket Schönberg, waiting to be met by a clutch of the Berlin queer-vant garde. It was as if my free trial period to the Antinous Society was over. The next step was to enter my credit card details and sign away my future. Each time I sat down to think about it, I could only remember the hooded violation of being fucked without my express consent in the darkness of a basement mansion, surrounded by men who could not really consent either, only object, and then, only once. The worst part was every time I remembered the infraction against my body, I had to stop whatever I was doing and jerk off.

“Don’t you want a boyfriend?” Mark asked in his mid-western American drawl. But he’d been in Berlin long enough to know most people had never heard of the place he was from, nor did he expect anyone to be impressed by the college he’d attended. Mark was in every sense of the word an American exile, living in refuge in a city where he could build his wealth, perfect his body, and have whatever man his good looks bought him. Mark lived life as if it was an open-world role playing game, and he had it set on easy.

He still drank Jack Daniel’s though.

“I’m not asking for me,” Mark added as I sipped my Negroni, the bitter taste a secret memory of the Antinous Society. 

“I had one, for a long time.”

“What happened?”

I sighed, and gazed around the modern metallic interior of a fancy gay cocktail lounge. The sort where Karl’s gallery friends would hang out, rubbing shoulders with rich older queens in for an aperitif before dinner.

“It’s funny,” I said, even though it wasn’t. “Noah and my problems started when we came from London on a holiday to Berlin, when I realized I could have…more. It’s hard to explain. I went from coming out the day after high school ended to moving in with Noah, like some kind of fifties housewife, straight from my father’s house to my husband’s. He was always talking about marriage, kids, all that stuff. Even now, though, I feel like I’m disappointing him just by—

“Jonas!” Mark shrieked, jumping off the bar stool and hugging a tall Black man who looked and dressed like a runway model. “Finn!” Mark swung from Jonas to a terrifyingly blond, blue-eyed man whose sculpted body could only be the result of working as a personal trainer. And a successful one at that, since a Versace shirt hung from his muscled shoulders casually tucked into a Gucci belt. “This is Peter.”

“The first thing you better do,” Jonas said in German-accented English, dismissively glancing around the room, “is finish those drinks, because I am not in the market for a sugar daddy today.”

Two rounds of Jaeger and a taxi across to the old East later, we marched into a warehouse on Karl-Marx-Allee. Disco lights and techno music pumped from the open pipes above us. An empty stage stood at one end, with a fluorescent-lit bar along the other wall as the place rapidly filled with carbon copies of Jonas, Finn, and Mark. 

Tall hunks in muscle-fit shirts bopped alone to the unending beat, or flittered in bitchy groups around free-standing tables, judging everyone with open palms.

“Isn’t there an age limit to these things?” Jonas asked, glancing through half-rim sunglasses and spinning one finger around the rim of his martini glass. 

“Twenty-one?” Mark offered.

“No, I mean upper age limit.” Jonas nodded towards a man near us, minding his own business and watching the empty stage as he sipped a clear liquor. He couldn’t have been older than forty.

“You know Dolf,” Mark said, laughing. “He loves the daddies.”

“Who’s Dolf?” I asked, looking over my shoulder towards the entrance where more men still streamed in as if for a spinning class. 

“You don’t know Dolf?” Jonas asked, overly-shocked. Finn said something quickly in German I didn’t catch, causing both Jonas and Mark to laugh. That was the sum total of the interactions I’d had with Finn all night, each one at my expense.

“Dolf is a porn star,” Mark explained. 

“It’s Dolf with three f’s,” Jonas added.

“Oh yeah, Dolfff.”

As if it was Dolfff’s cue, the lights lowered and the techno music ratcheted up. Men crowded around the open stage as smoke machines and strobe lights paved the way for a dramatic entrance. To fan-girl levels of cheering, Dolf the porn star mounted the stage dressed in leather chaps, a leather cap, and, naturally, a leather waistcoat open to reveal a muscled, hairy chest. The crowd went wild as a techno beat ramped up.

Dolf danced around the stage, enchanting Mark, Jonas, and Finn, alongside the rest of the audience. Dolf snatched a bottle of beer from someone in the crowd, bent over to reveal his chaps were assless, and stuck the beer bottle directly into his hole. The crowd went wild. He popped the bottle back out, took a swig, then handed it back to the starstruck fan. I couldn’t see, but assumed he took a drink of it as well.

“What I wouldn’t eat from Dolf’s ass!” Jonas shouted over the pounding music. Behind Dolf, two men wearing even more leather gear set up a folding table with four black suction cup dildos, ranging in size from beer bottle to fire extinguisher. The last one I couldn't possibly imagine going inside a human. It was far wider at the bottom than its already thick top, and aggressively ridged. It looked more like a piece of industrial machinery than a tool of sexual pleasure. Although perversion seemed the more appropriate word.

Dolf whipped off his waistcoat and chaps, revealing a black leather jock strap, just like the one Karl had bought me, now buried in the back of my closet and unlikely to ever see the light of day again. Dolf climbed on top of the table, deepthroating the smallest dildo as his assistants pumped lube into his hole. As he spun and started straddling the first one, I couldn’t imagine he actually felt a thing.

By the time he made his way to the last dildo though, I was impressed. With copious amounts of his own brand of lube, Dolf edged the gigantic dildo into his expanding hole. His face twisted into an expression of ecstasy and acting as he squatted halfway down. A strange sense of sexual tension filled the room. Despite the smoke machines and club beat, we were watching a man fuck a bollard-size implement. 

It only seemed to be the pre-show, however. 

“Number four-nine-five!” a voiceover said in English. People started to look under their drinks. 

“I’m four-nine-seven,” Mark said. “Quick,” he said to me. “Check under yours.”

Sure enough, under my glass was a small strip of plastic stuck to the bottom with the lucky numbers.

“Oh God,” I said, “what now?” Dolf had inserted a random fan’s beer bottle into his ass, and given it back for him to drink. Although I could respect his talent, if having a wide-open hole could be considered as such, but I was hardly a fan. I had a flashback to Noah and my night at a Berlin bar when a young twink got fisted on stage. My body shivered with the thought Dolf might do the same to me. “I don’t want to get fucked on stage,” I yelled to Mark. 

“Just get up there,” he said, and started pointing at me so the whole warehouse knew who the lucky winner was. Gulping, I had no choice but to make my way to the stage, surrounded by perfect bodies and mean, jealous eyes.

“What’s your name?” the famous Dolf asked me. He smelled like lube and poppers.

“Peter.” The crowd applauded, but I could feel their hate. I was more nervous to upset them than disappoint Dolf. The dildos had been cleared and Dolf mounted the table, readying himself on all fours, snapping the straps of the jockstrap cupping his round ass.

“Roll up your sleeve,” said his leather-bound assistant. With nowhere to run, I did just that. He unfurled a black silicone glove, long enough to birth a calf. With all the tenderness of a doctor’s office, the assistant raised my arm and slid the leather sheath over it. The crowd edged closer as I saw Dolf take a blast of poppers and realized what was about to happen. They wanted me to fist Dolf.

“Are you ready, Peter?” Dolf yelled to the crowd.

“Um…” My glove was slathered in lube as Dolf shuffled backwards. His hole beckoned. It didn’t look very open, but the crowd was starting to chant and clap their hands in time.

“Come on, Peter, give me your best shot. Who wants to see me get fist fucked?”

The crowd cheered. I had no choice. Sucking in an anxious breath, I approached with one gloved finger. It slid straight in. Dolf arched his back and pushed into me. I didn’t even have to move for his ass to expand around my knuckles. 

“Fist him, fist him,” the crowd chanted. 

“Punch my hole open, Peter.” 

What was I to do? I withdrew the half of my hand already inside, and more lube was squeezed on. Dolf pulled his cheeks apart and showed me the open target. I made a fist to the crowd, and they cheered. Tightening my grip, I held onto one of Dolf’s ass cheeks for support, then hurled my fist straight at his hole.

There was less resistance than I figured. He’d clearly been stretched out by the obscene dildos. But I slid out as quick as I’d gone in, afraid of hurting him. Yet he only seemed to want more, as did the crowd. The chanting became as loud as the thumping music, and I caught sight of the jealous stares of Jonas and Mark while they whispered to each other. I’d give them something to talk about. 

“Take it, Dolf,” I said, “take my fist.” He nearly fell forward on the table, but he took it. His ass swallowed my hand as I started to stretch out his ass from knuckles to wrist. The black silicone glove disappeared deeper into him. His body contracted around my forearm, long past where a watch might be. Underneath the pounding music, flashing lights, stifling smoke, and hot silicone, I had to admit that fisting Dolf was getting me hard.

I slid my arm then hand out, leaving a perfectly round gaping hole where my fist had been. Dolf bent his back farther down, like a coiled tiger, and I slid inside again as he gripped the flimsy table. The crowd came ever closer, some leaning on the stage, trying to get a better look at how the hero of their fantasies was taking my fist. I felt transported back to the Antinous Society; surrounded by hungry eyes, faces I couldn’t quite see. What had happened to me there, I wanted again. To be violated in the darkness, taken by unknown assailants. I imagined the crowd smashing through the invisible barrier holding them back, holding me down, ripping my clothes off and forcing their fists into me as deep as I was inside Dolf.

Suddenly he pulled away. I tried to grab his ass and pull him back to me, but covered in lube, he slipped from my grasp. Dolf grabbed one of the medium-sizied dildos, stuck it to the edge of the stage and squatted straight on it, as easy as riding a seatless bike. His audience surged closer. Dolf unfurled a pierced cock from his jockstrap, and the hungry crowd set upon it with grabbing hands and eager mouths, while Dolf’s ass I had opened bounced around on the dildo.




• • •




“You’re so fucking lucky!” Jonas said, suddenly my new best friend. “What was it like?”

With Dolf having his finished his performance by ejaculating wildly into the crowd, the stage was now laid out with Dolf-branded lube, butt plugs, leather gear, dildos shaped like his dick, and large silicone fists which were also apparently cast from Dolf’s body.

“Weird,” I said, eyeing Mark and Finn up on the stage laughing over Dolf’s dismembered body parts. “I’ve never fisted anyone before.”

“Well, you looked like a natural,” Jonas said, edging closer. He leaned over my shoulder. “I hope you don’t waste your time chasing after Mark when you have other options.”

“I’m not chasing after Mark.” I removed his arm from my shoulder, slightly offended by the insinuation. I saw Mark glance over from the stage. “If anything, Mark's the one chasing me.”

“Oh, honey, Mark does not chase. The boy doesn’t even look, he is looked at.”

“Hey,” said Mark, slightly breathless from having abandoned Finn and rushed through the crowd back to my side. “Can I get you another drink?”

Jonas buried his surprised face in his glass as Finn reappeared, ruffled from the fight through encroaching bodies.

“The darkroom will open in five minutes,” a voiceover said. 

“Oh God,” Jonas said, downing his drink. “Let’s get the hell out of here.

“I don’t mind if you want to stay for another,” I said hopefully. Men were starting to congregate beside the bar, waiting for a large warehouse door to be opened. Finn whispered something to Jonas.

“Finn’s right. We should get to Schwuz before midnight, otherwise it’s double the price.”

“What’s Schwuz?” I asked. Jonas rolled his eyes at me.

“A dance club,” said Mark. “It’s fun.”

“Fun costs twenty euros a pill,” added Jonas, ready to head out. “I’m on a budget, sweetheart. I’m not wasting my fun money on an entrance fee. Now come on, I’m ordering us a cab.” I glanced over toward the darkroom door. “You don’t want to go in there, sweetie. The only chance most of these guys have is to grab something in the dark.” The disdain for anyone not a model was clear on Jonas’ face.

“Come with us, Peter,” Mark said, sensing my doubt. “I’ve been off carbs for a week for this.”

“Why?”

“You’re in Berlin, sweetie,” Jonas scolded me. “It’s a topless club. No shirts allowed.”

I glanced at Mark and he nodded. I could imagine the place. Hundreds of perfect torsos, like a gallery of Antinous statues, high on fun pills and bopping around to an endless beat. Mark, Jonas, and Finn might be built to be looked at, but I preferred the anonymity of the dark room.

“I think I’ll just walk home from here, actually. I live near Alexanderplatz.” 

Jonas and Finn didn’t bother with goodbyes.

“That’s a shame,” Mark said, giving me a quick hug. “I was really hoping we’d get a chance to dance together.”

I shrugged a goodbye and we parted. The boys, like most of the self-proclaimed good-looking ones, were heading swiftly to the exit, while the real men drifted towards the now open dark room. With the bar less busy, I bought myself a vodka. Standing alone, I thought about Mark’s question which started the night. Don’t you want a boyfriend? The answer, I realized as I drained the glass and moved toward the now open darkroom doors, was decidedly no. I wanted to get lost alone in a darkroom.

Dark it certainly was. Little slivers of light piqued occasionally from watch faces, but otherwise the open space of the next-door warehouse enjoyed an absence of light. But there was an abundance of sounds, though. Moaning and groaning ricocheted like a thousand porn videos being played at once. I judged clear pathways by listening to the sounds of hasty sex, avoiding walking into people with my own version of gay sonar. It didn’t all work so well. My foot collided with a soft body. I stretched out my hands to offer a touching apology, but there was no one there.

“Sorry,” I said, over the sound of slapping balls. A brief light from a phone showed I’d walked straight into a bukkake. The man I’d kicked was on his knees, mouth open, surrounded by a small group of men I too was in the middle of. I caught an annoyed glance from the receiving man, brave enough to kneel down while fully clothed, as one invisible man next to me groaned and splattered cum across the back of the kneeling man’s head. The light cut out, and I nudged away from the group, wondering if gay Berliners were blessed with some sort of night vision, because I couldn’t see a thing. 

Eventually, my eyes adjusted enough to take me safely to a side wall. There were men here too. Men standing side by side, jerking each other off. Men leaning down to suck a stranger’s cock. Men with their bodies being slammed against the wall as they were fucked in the ass. I edged around these obstacles with my arms feeling the way, swerving between bare asses and ruffled heads of hair as if I was fighting my way through a jungle. Flashes of electronic lightning illuminated the scenes. Right in front of my face, a young man, not much older than I, had his hands spread against the wall and trousers around his ankles. An older man: trimmed and toned with a bald head and a thick beard, had at that very moment ejaculated inside the young guy he’d been fucking. He pulled his cock out and scattered one strand of loose cum onto the floor. Then the light flicked out and darkness returned.

I wasted no time. I reached out to where the young man’s ass should still be and squeezed his warm skin. It was lightly haired but still smooth, like a fashionable down jacket damp from a light misty rain. I moved behind him, holding both his ass cheeks steady. He didn’t try to run. I could smell the cheap body spray from his underarms, like the locker room of a twenty-four-hour gym. I ran my hands around his tight abdomen, tracing my fingers around his stomach, running one hand up his feathery chest as another toyed with his loose, limp cock that quickly hardened in my hands. 

I didn’t ask for permission. There was no need. I already had it. he bent a little bit down, pushing his ass closer to my crotch. Not a lot, but it was enough. I didn’t bother to finger his hole, I didn’t attempt to even find it in the darkness. I simply unzipped my trousers, flipped out my cock, gripped it in one hand and jabbed it straight into the warmth of his body before I was even fully hard.

It took two tries for my cock to find his damp hole. I slammed straight in. He didn’t flinch. He barely even moaned. A light gasp escaped his breath in the darkness; his ass muscles contracted around my dick, but not to push me away, to add to the pleasure. Soon the rough edge of my zipper sanded the smooth skin of his ass. The hair around his hole ruffled the shaft of my dick as I fucked him. 

Something wasn’t quite working. Either the angle or fucking him with my trousers still on. I kept slipping out of his soggy hole. I wondered how many loads he had inside him. It certainly felt like more than one. I pushed him down more and he acceded, but not by much. Perhaps for taller men, better hung than I, this was the perfect position. But this stranger and I were the same height, same age, same build. I couldn’t swarm around his body and fuck him like all the other men.

He still wasn’t bending enough, so I was forced to grab hold of my dick and fuck upwards, in order to get inside. My fist kept knocking against the round of his ass, knuckles scraping skin as I fought to push even half my cock in. My thoughts returned to Dolf. Donning that long silicone glove, sliding a whole fist into another man. I’d never done it before, but I’d thought about it so many times. The power it gave over someone else. To slide fingers then thumb then knuckles then wrist inside another human. I imagined how far I might have gotten into Dolf, had I been less afraid at first. I thought about fisting him to my elbow, stretching his hole with a flex of my bicep, fucking him up to the shoulder.

Unlike Dolf, this guy I was fucking now was still not making it easy. With every thrust my cock slid out, and I seemed to lose his hole and have to rummage around to find it again. With one hand holding my cock, I felt around with my other and put two fingers against his slippery hole. Yes, there was certainly more than a single load inside.

It made it easier to fuck him, but not by much. My legs were bent under, but my arms weren’t long enough to both hold his hole and hold my cock. So I held my dick by the tip, not the base; essentially sliding into my own hand which broke through to his hole as well. This worked. With one arm wrapped around his abdomen, I could keep him close to me as I thrust inside.

Slowly, and at first by accident, but then design, I inserted my thumb and forefinger inside. I made a tight circle at first while my cock was withdrawn, and once both knuckles had pushed in, I made the “o” shape wider. I felt his body tremble, but held him tightly. I pushed my cock through the tight grip of my fingers, the lube from strange men making it slide like water, until the head of my dick burst through my closed fingers, turning it from “o” to “O”.

I could feel him resist. He was pushing away from the wall, but I held him tight. I kept the fucks going, sliding from my pinky held beneath his ass through to my thumb and forefinger now embedded inside. I stayed on the edge, his ass muscles forced my fingers closed as I pulled out, then forced him back open as I pushed in.

He gasped. I’d fought to get another knuckle into his body, into his hole. I slammed my cock through my grip, into his ass. He heaved a gulp of air. He reached around, trying to get a hold of the situation, to find out how many cocks he was being fucked by. He only touched my body; he found only me. I smiled, wondering if he thought I had some fist-sized dick I was pushing inside him. 

I stretched him into taking a third knuckle. Only one more finger left and my entire fist would be in his hole. I could barely fuck thanks to the angle; my cock in my hand now being stretched sideways inside his ass. I’d come this far. So had he. I’d fisted Dolf, I might as well fist him, too. Before he could push me away, I put all my effort into driving my arm deeper. Finally, the pressure cracked and I forced the final fifth of my hand fully into the stranger’s ass. He’d wanted a fucking; he’d got a fisting.

Immediately I relaxed my hand, and I felt his insides unbend around my curled palm, instead of a harsh fist. But I wasn’t done. With my hand now fully in him, it was all too easy to know where to put my dick. As he panted, his hole trying to get used to the violation, I thrust my cock straight in. It was the strangest sensation, because my dick was greeted by his ass at the top, and my open palm at the bottom. I had to fight his clamping muscles to get in and stay in, but now my thumb wrapped around my cock inside his hole. 

Holding his stomach close in, keeping my knees bent, searing legs coiled and still, all I had to do was rub my cock from inside his hole. My thumb and forefinger tightened around my head, the unknown cum acting as plentiful lube, and I jerked off from within his stretched-out ass.

With my hand fully breaching his hole, sliding ever so slightly up and down, it took less than a minute for my legs to start to quiver. I started to pant now too. I moaned—I couldn’t help it—then, as if I’d simply jerked off, I came deep inside his ass. I kept my cock still as I edged a few fingers out, each one making him shake. With only my thumb and forefinger left in him, I clamped tight to the base of my now softening cock and slid out. I squeezed every last drop of cum like toothpaste from a tube, and left it all inside. As I finally withdrew every part of me from him, another slice of light illuminated the scene. 

Tears were streaming down his face. He was panting like a dog, his ass a soaking mess of cum now rolling down his bare legs, and he collapsed onto his knees. I couldn't blame him. But the howls and growls of men on the prowl did not relent. Like Jonas had warned, these men would take anything. The sliver of light illuminating a man on his knees was like a flare in an open sea. Blood in the water. The sharks attacked. I saw two men go straight for his head. One grabbed a fistful of hair, pulling his tear-stained cheeks back as a cock was shoved into his mouth. A third crouched onto the floor, feeling for the gaping hole I’d left open for the next one. The light cut out, and I felt my way out.




• • •




My legs shivered with weakness, and I was caught unprepared for the biting cold. Karl-Marx-Allee was spread out like a Communist death march; an endless avenue with only the faint hint of a destination somewhere in the far distance, never seeming to get any closer. I felt trapped in a dream; but not lost, though. Overwhelmed with possibilities. The orbit of Berlin spun faster than my desires could keep up. The city more attuned with itself than I was with myself. For centuries people gravitated to Berlin to uncover the hidden parts of their sexual desires, and for centuries more the Antinous Society had guided a select group of men, raising them above the self-important men like Jonas, Finn, and even Mark.

Overthinking kept my mind busy, as eventually the endless boulevard gave way to the boundless square of Alexanderplatz. Once I crossed this concrete ocean, I would be halfway home. I stopped on the corner, waiting to cross the street, when from the warmth of a nearby restaurant, two well-dressed figures stepped out into the cold. Karl and Tomas. They wore smart suits. Karl had his arm in Tomas’ and a laugh followed them out from the bright yellow interior of a smart restaurant of white linen tablecloths. A black Mercedes waited on the street. The driver in a cap stepped out and opened the door for the couple.

This was the difference between the men of the Antinous Society, and the rest of Berlin. Mark and Jonas and Finn ordered taxis from club to club; Tomas and Karl had their driver wait for them. Mark did not look, Jonas had said, but was looked at. Well Karl and Tomas did not wait, they were waited on. My knees were still weak from the rushed darkroom sex, and now my feet hurt from the march along Karl-Marx-Allee, with yet more socialist brutalism to go. What was I doing, ignoring this once-in-a-lifetime offer to join an ancient, global elite? What was I afraid of more? My deepest desires, or my unleashed potential?
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