Equilibrium

Jack pulled the loaned government car into the parking space as directed by the guard he’d just passed.  It was quite a distance to the door he’d been told to go through.  As he switched off the key and removed it, Jack thought about what lay ahead.  He didn’t relish the thought, but, hell, who else was gonna do it?  There was no one for Tony now.  No Michelle, no CTU.  No one.  No one but him.  And Jack knew what needed to be done – what had to be done.

Shit.  Jack glanced at the clock embedded in the dashboard.  Ten minutes late.  He scrambled out of the car, hit the lock button on the keyring, and walked quickly to the door that would lead him to where he was to meet with the associate warden and Tony, some kind of official paperwork to sign because of Tony’s former position, and Jack had been authorized to do it.

As he hurried along, both across the parking lot and then as directed through the building, employees and inmates alike stared at the slight, well-dressed man.  Some government asshole, the employees surmised.  And they were right.  Like to fuck his tight ass, a few of the trustees thought, and one even squealed as Jack passed.  But Jack was shark-eyed, cold.  He paid no attention whatsoever.  He’d heard it all before.

Although Jack had mentally prepared for Tony to be a changed man, when he entered the room where Tony waited, he was still a bit shocked by his friend’s appearance.  Tony’s skin was ghostly – pale and pasty.  But his frame looked healthy – he’d evidently kept himself busy with weights when possible.  Jack was glad for that.

“Tony.”  Jack threw a quick glance towards Tony, who said nothing, and then Jack introduced himself to the assistant warden, Stephen Cross.

Papers signed and pleasantries exchanged, Jack turned back to Tony.

“Sorry I was late, buddy.  Time got ahead of me.  Ready?”

Tony thought what a stupid question that was.  Ready?  What the fuck.  Yeah.  He was ready.  And why was Jack so dressed up?  He had on fucking wingtips, for chrissakes.

Jack motioned Tony to follow him, but when Jack slowed to let Tony pull up beside him, Tony stayed several steps behind.  When they finally reached the door that led outside, Jack paused.  When he turned to look at Tony, Tony had already halted, duffel back in hand, head down.  Jack blinked, stared at Tony for a few seconds, then moved to his side.

Jack knew it was hard for Tony to let go, let go of all that Jack knew would have happened to Tony here.

“Tony, it’s okay if you wanna be by yourself for a minute or two.  I’ll just wait right outside.  I’ll be there when you come out.”  And with that said, Jack went out the door.

Tony was grateful.  Thank god it was Jack who’d picked him up.  Only Jack would think to give him a moment to gather up the bitterness and hatred this place had filled him with – filled him with them and then refused to take them back on his way out.

When Tony emerged into the sunlight, Jack stood about ten feet away, looking over the parking lot, sunglasses masking his eyes.  Tony squinted, wishing he had some glasses to put on, too.  Without a word, Jack turned and headed for the car, knowing Tony would follow.  He was in the car, seatbelt fastened, key turning in the ignition when Tony finally reached for the door handle and pulled.

Tony placed one leg inside the car and folded his tall frame to enter.

“What are you doin’ in this fuckin’ government boat, Jack?  God, couldn’t you manage something a little more stylish?”  Tony settled into the seat and had to admit to himself as he fastened the belt that the seat was very comfortable.

Jack threw him “one of those” looks, as Tony called them, half-derision, half-exasperation, backed out of the space, and headed to the gate.

“You wanna talk, Tony?”  The question was delivered in the expected growl, somehow softened by its obvious underlying intent.  It wasn’t a command, it wasn’t an act of programmed kindness.  Tony felt it.  It was a genuine invitation to talk, a desire to know if he wished to unload.  Tony hated Jack for asking. 

No reply.  Jack drove up to the gate and exchanged a few words with the guard.

Fuck you, Jack, Tony thought to himself.  He sighed, face full of misery, and stared at the “outside,” the place of which he’d dreamed so much while he was on the “inside.”  But what the fuck?  He didn’t feel any better out here now than he had in there.

When they’d passed through the gate, Jack pulled over.

“Tony.  Put the seat back.  I’m gonna leave the windows down.  Let the fresh air in.”

This was not a question.  It was a direction.  Tony felt that, too.  Jack thought it might do Tony some good to get some air.  He was so pale.

Tony grunted.  It pissed him off that Jack was being nice.  And it hurt, too.  Hurt like something hot piercing his flesh.  It would be a while before Tony realized that the hurt was not born of anger, but of some kind of unconscious awareness that if Jack had not shown up, not been there, Tony didn’t know what he would’ve done.  Literally would have collapsed.  He was unsteady, wavering, both physically and emotionally, unsure of how to proceed now that he no longer had anyone to tell him what to do, where to do it, how to do it, and when to do it. 

He fumbled for the seat release, the one that made the seat lay back.  When he couldn’t find it, Jack leaned over, his arm draping over the top of Tony’s thighs as he reached to the opposite side of the seat near the door panel.  Tony squeezed his eyes together tightly, Jack’s arm grazing over his legs setting off a chain of emotional reactions. 

Tony grabbed Jack’s arm and flung it away from him, eyes blazing.

“Fuck you, Jack.  I can find it.  Back off!”

Tony finally located it.  He jerkily engaged the lever and the seat snapped back. 

Jack didn’t get angry, acknowledged to himself what Tony was undergoing.  He suddenly felt old.  Old and responsible.  The pathetic legacy of brutality marched on and now it was his turn to stem the tide, to staunch the wound.  But it didn’t make it any easier that Tony was so belligerent, and Jack thought back.  Tried to remember if he had been so.  At any rate, if Tony kept it up, it might be a tougher couple of days than he’d anticipated.  He allowed Tony his thoughts and headed the vehicle out to the main highway.  At the intersection, Jack turned the car away from the city and headed to the mountains north of L.A.

Once out on open and straight highway, Jack stole a glance at Tony.  So pale.  And the long, dark eyelashes looked even blacker than usual as they rested on the pale skin.  Jack turned his eyes back to the road.  The next time his eyes wandered over to Tony, Jack allowed himself  a silent chuckle.  The fuckin’ incongruity of it.  The pale skin, the near-black curling hair, much longer now than Jack had ever seen it before, the dark eyelashes – all of this softness in harsh contrast to the rock-hard biceps extending from the arms of the green t-shirt and the bare, muscular forearms resting along Tony’s outer thighs.  God, did they never let them out?  The prisoners?  Outside?  He’d never seen anyone with hair and eyes as dark as Tony’s who was that pale.

Jack allowed his mind to focus on the job, the duty actually, ahead of him.  He wondered if the next two days would be fruitful.  He knew what he had to do, what his goal was.  But he had no idea if Tony would go along quickly, or at all.  Jack bit his lower lip and let it slip through his teeth, scraping the skin.  He didn’t feel apprehensive, didn’t feel embarrassed, but he did wish there could be some other way, or that someone else could be the one.  He’d rather go home and have a Scotch and water.  Or two.

Tony’s mind was empty.  He’d gotten good at emptying it.  The only thing he focused on was the wind brushing his skin, caressing him.  It seemed wrong.  So wrong that air could feel that way.  And suddenly he felt dirty instead of cleansed because he didn’t deserve to feel the air on his face.  He didn’t even have the wherewithal to stop living.  He just existed.  And where the hell were they going anyway?  No stop and go traffic.  No city sounds or smells.  Tony forced his eyes open and saw trees – no city.  He turned his head slightly to address Jack.

“Jack, has living in D.C. caused you to lose your sense of direction?  We’re definitely not headed to L.A., in case you haven’t noticed.”

“Yeah, well, we’re not in Kansas anymore either, Dorothy.”

Jack glanced quickly at Tony, half-smiling, but turned his eyes back to the road.  Tony’s eyes widened at Jack’s attempt at “Wizard of Oz” humor.  Now that was unlike Jack.  Completely.  Maybe D.C. had rattled him.  Tony stared at him for a few seconds more, wondering again what Jack was doing here and, again, what he’d do if Jack weren’t here.  Fuck.  He didn’t want to think.  Let the air wash him some more.  And he put his head back again, not even caring now where they were headed. 

Tony wasn’t asleep; he simply focused on the fresh air.  He had no idea how long they’d been driving when he felt the car slow, then turn off the road.  He didn’t want to open his eyes.  Too much effort.

Jack pulled into the small convenience store at the bottom of the mountain they were about to drive up.  The tiny town had few establishments, among them the store, a diner, a post office, and a service station.  Jack wanted to get a few things to add to what was already stowed in the backseat.  Tony had been silent since Jack’s attempt at humor, and Jack had just let him stew.  Jack parked the car, and as he opened the door and crawled out, he spoke to Tony.

“Tony?  Want somethin’ to drink?  I’m headed into the store for a few things.” 

Silence.

“Tony?  Did you hear me?  Want somethin’?”

Tony didn’t budge.  Didn’t open his eyes.  But he snarled some words at Jack.

“Yeah, Jack.  I want my fuckin’ life back.  Can ya get that for me?”

“Be right back” is all that Jack said.  Tony felt bad for yelling at Jack, and he couldn’t figure out why Jack hadn’t yelled back.  But he didn’t want to think about it and his eyes remained closed.

A few minutes later, Tony heard the back door on Jack’s side of the car open followed by the rustling of paper bags.  The back door slammed shut and the front one opened.  Tony could feel Jack slide under the wheel.

“There’s a diner across the street, Tony.  You hungry?”

Sullenly, Tony shook his head.

It didn’t deter Jack.  He continued.

“Okay.  Well . . . I am.  I’ve been going for hours already today.  Meeting this morning,  then another, then a plane out here, then getting the car and driving to pick you up.”

Suddenly Tony was seized with apprehension.  All of his muscles tensed.  What if he pissed off Jack and Jack left him.  Left him here alone.  He sat up, looked at Jack, who didn’t look disturbed, and tried to make amends for his recent behavior.

“A hamburger.  That sounds good.  I think I could eat a hamburger.”

Jack read something in Tony’s eyes, but couldn’t decipher it.  He was being less surly though.

Jack started the car, backed up, turned, and shot across the street to the diner.  Both men exited the car at the same time, and when they reached the door of the diner, Tony scrambled ahead to hold it for Jack.  He didn’t know why he’d done it.  It just seemed right.

It was like most small-town diners.  Booths covered with cheap red plastic placed parallel along both edges of laminated table-tops resting on metal posts. When they were seated, a waitress, who resembled most small-town waitresses, placed glasses of water on the table and turned to Jack.

“What’ll you have?”

Jack nodded to Tony to go first.

“A burger.  Everything on it.”

“Fries?”

“No.”

“You?” She glanced at Jack.

“Same, but with fries.”

“To drink?”

Jack nodded at the glass before him.

“Just water for me.” 

She looked at Tony.  He licked his lips, trying to decide.  Finally, words came to his mouth.

“Do you have milkshakes?”

“Yeah. Chocolate, vanilla.  That’s it.  Which one?”

“Uh . . . uh . . . ”

“For chrissakes, Tony, don’t agonize over it.  Just get one of each.  I’m paying for it.”  Jack shook his head and looked away, rubbing his temple with two fingers signaling his frustration.

Orders placed, Jack pulled a PDA from the inside pocket of his jacket and began to interact with it.  Jack had only one thing to check and the action took barely two minutes.  He replaced the PDA, picked up his water, and looked up at Tony.

Tony had closed his eyes and leaned his head back on the booth.  His neck was fully exposed, the purplish veins screaming to get out of the pale skin. 

Jack almost choked on the water he’d just swallowed.  

He blinked, blinked again, a futile effort to make the image go away.   His eyes weren’t closed.  Now he closed them in an effort to will away the sight.  Again, futile.  The image remained.  He could see himself, on his knees, on top of this table, pants down, fully-erect cock exposed, its base grasped by the thumb and index finger of his right hand as he rubbed it up and down the side of Tony’s neck.  Jack shook his head, shook it hard, and finally dispelled the image from his mind.

Jack’s index finger rubbed at his eyelid and he turned his head to look out the window to stave off a repetition of the vision he’d just experienced.  He forced himself to watch the cars on the highway, watch the people enter and exit the store across the street.

Tony didn’t raise his head, but he allowed it to fall slightly to the side.  He opened his eyes and watched Jack stare out the window.  Then he turned his head in the other direction and contemplated the diner’s patrons.  People.  Laughing, eating, drinking, talking people.  Normal.  What the fuck, Tony thought, am I doing here with all these normal people.  I don’t deserve to be here.

And yet, somewhere deep inside of him, deeper now than ever before, Tony remembered a time when he knew that he did indeed deserve to be here or anywhere else for that matter with “normal” people, knew he deserved better treatment than he’d experienced for some time.  If he was to survive here on the outside, push through the experience of prison, somehow he had to fully acknowledge that he truly deserved to be out in the real world.  And he also knew that Jack was somehow connected to his possible redemption if, indeed, redemption was to come.

He glanced over again at Jack.  He was pretty.  Yes, fuck, yes, Jack was pretty.  The suit, the tanned complexion, the fancy haircut.  Washington’s boy now.  Presentable.  More than.  Tony continued to stare.  In profile, Jack’s eyelashes astounded him.  He’d never noticed them before.  They swept down in an arc each time Jack slowly blinked his eyes.  How stupid.  How stupid, Tony thought.  Why am I obsessing over Jack’s fucking eyelashes?

In self-disgust, Tony raised his head and turned it forward.  The movement caught Jack’s attention and he looked around.  Thank god.  The vision of his cock on Tony’s neck had disappeared.

The burgers came, they finished their meals.  When Jack headed to the cashier to pay the tab, Tony headed out to the car.  In less than a minute, the car was headed up the mountain.  In ten more minutes, they pulled up in front of a cabin.

 ***************

“Why are we here, Jack?”

“To help you, Tony.  Help you make the transition.  Gain your footing.  Move from there, to here, then to the real world.”

Tony’s brain couldn’t cipher it.  “There” he understood.  “Real world” he understood.  But what was that in between?   What was “here”?  What did “here” mean?

When they’d arrived at the cabin half an hour ago, Jack placed a few bags from the backseat in Tony’s arms to carry in along with his duffel bag.  Tony heard the doors of the car slam shut and then Jack was beside him, placing a small ice chest and a small piece of luggage on the porch as he fumbled for a key.

When they entered, Tony absently wandered the room while Jack placed various things in the refrigerator and cupboard.  The cabin appeared to be only two rooms.  The one in which Tony paced was fairly large and served as both living and dining areas and kitchen, the tiny space Jack now occupied. 

Tony pulled one of the chairs from under the dining table, tilted it up on one leg, and spun it around.  He dropped his frame down onto the chair, legs straddling the seat, his chest leaning on the seatback where normally his back would have rested.  His arms hugged the bottom of the seatback and he watched Jack as he finished up.

Tony could have imagined unimaginable things every second for the rest of a long, long lifetime and never would he have imagined what happened next.  Never.  Ever.

Jack turned from the kitchen area towards Tony, walked over to the chair, straight up to it, put his right hand on Tony’s head, turned it to the side, and pressed his cheek into his belly – Jack’s belly.  And he held it there, loosely.  At the same time, Jack’s left hand went to Tony’s upper back.  It didn’t move.  It just rested there.  Tony stopped breathing.  He was as still as stone.  His thoughts refused coherence.

What the fuck, he asked himself.  What the fuck was Jack doing?  And he squeezed his eyes shut tight.  Tony thought he’d lost the rather loose hold he’d had of late on his sanity.  Finally gone over the edge.  Jack Bauer’s hands touching him in this way.  But there was no denying it.  Tony’s feelings struggled deep within.  One part of him wanted to grab Jack and throw him across the room.  Another wanted to grab onto him and hold him tight.

There was no further movement on Jack’s part.  He simply waited for Tony to gain a measure of composure.  His act, he well-knew, would catch Tony totally off guard.  

Tony hadn’t acted on either of his thoughts.  He gave up trying to decide and concentrated on the surface his cheek now rested on, Jack’s abdomen – it was soft and hard.  Jack had taken off the coat, but had on a dress shirt and some kind of t-shirt underneath.  The two layers of fabric provided softness, but through these, Tony felt the hard muscles.

Involuntarily, Tony moved his cheek up and down to test the hardness of Jack’s abdomen, to feel its hardness against his skin.  And when he realized what he was doing, he stopped, his head spinning.  My god, he thought.  What would Jack think?  It was so surreal.  Surely he wasn’t here.  Here rubbing his cheek up and down Jack’s belly like a cat rubbing its owner’s leg.  And again, the word “here” wormed its way into Tony’s mind and he tried to define what the “here” meant in Jack’s earlier statement – to move Tony from “there” to “here” to the “real world.”  Was “here” Jack’s belly?

God, what did it mean?  Jack Bauer holding his head, cradling it?  What the fuck?  Why?  But Tony didn’t move his head away from Jack.  And he didn’t feel disgust.  And he couldn’t understand why he didn’t.  He felt shocked, yes.  Shocked and . . . and . . . strangely moved.  Again he felt the urge to put his arms around Jack.  But he couldn’t, wouldn’t, do it.

Jack didn’t move.  Didn’t move either hand.  Simply let them rest on Tony.  Finally, he spoke.

“You gotta get your balance, Tony.  Steady yourself.  Regain your equilibrium.  Re-learn how to stand on your own.  Let go of things, things you feel . . . ”

Let them go, Tony silently screamed.  Let ’em the fuck go?  Fuck, no.  Never.  Never will I let that go, he thought.  The disgusting . . . the despicable . . . and Tony’s train of thought abruptly stopped.  Never.  Tony’s mind reeled with hatred and loathing.  He shoved Jack away from him.

Tony stared at the floor.  Jack hadn’t actually  moved.  He was unbudged.  It was only Tony who’d moved.

Jack sighed.  Loudly, deeply.  Tony heard him and glanced up, but Jack wasn’t looking at him.  His eyes were focused on the wall behind Tony’s head.  Tony felt unsteady now that his connection with Jack was lost.  Without thought, driven by impulse, he reached his arms out and wrapped them around Jack’s slim hips, hugging him to the seatback and nestling his cheek into Jack’s belly again.

Jack was pleased.  He blinked.  Tony had reached out to him.  This was good.  If things stayed on this course, it might not be so bad.  Tony’s strong arms gripped him tightly, and again Jack was cognizant of the muscular changes in his friend’s body.

They didn’t move.  Tony’s arms remained tightly wound around Jack’s hips and Jack’s hands returned to their positions on Tony’s back and head.  Tony couldn’t think about what he was doing.  Couldn’t understand why he felt safe.  Jack.  A man.  Another man.  No.  No, not more of this.  And as Tony’s head reverberated with the word “no” and he pressed his face more deeply into Jack’s abdomen, he strained to hold Jack closer although part of him wanted to push Jack away.  The dichotomy of the situation, the internal struggle, made Tony dig more deeply into Jack’s flesh.

Jack was vaguely aware of the increased pressure of Tony’s hands.  No matter.  He couldn’t imagine what Tony  – no, he could.  He knew exactly what Tony was thinking, going through.  Jack allowed the hand on Tony’s back to move up to his neck and he pulled Tony’s head up to face his own.  His palms rested on Tony’s cheeks.  He looked into Tony’s eyes, trying to convey understanding.

“The first time, Tony.  The first time is a blur, then clear.  Clearer than you ever want anything to ever fuckin’ be again.  It’s just the way, Tony.  And from that clarity comes the loathing, the hatred.  Of self, others,” he hesitated, “self,” he said again.

Jack’s gaze shifted up and behind Tony, and again he seemed to stare at the wall.  At first Tony was lulled by the look in Jack’s eyes and the softness of his voice, but then, when Jack’s words registered in his brain, he felt angry.  He could feel it growing inside him, building up.  He jerked his arms away from Jack and stood up, looking down at him.  Platitudes.  Fucking platitudes.  Jack was uttering fucking platitudes to him about being humiliated and destroyed as if he knew what he was talking about.

“Fuck you, Jack!  Just fuck you!  You don’t know what the fuck you’re talkin’ about.  I just got outta prison, you fuck!  Prison!  Have you forgotten what people do to the new boys in prison, Jack?  Forgotten what they do to anyone who’s attached in any way to law enforcement?  Are you that stupid, Jack?  That stupid?”

And just as quickly as it had built, his anger was spent.  The outburst had been very violent, his body shaking and the words spitting out of his throat.  Exhausted, he slumped back down into the chair.  Jack hadn’t moved.  Not a millimeter.  Slowly, Tony raised his gaze and stared at Jack’s face, a face that was impassive at first.

Jack’s right hand moved to rest on the top of the seatback, but did not touch Tony.  Inexplicably, this made Tony very sad.  He wanted the hand to make contact with his body again.  Anywhere.  But it did not.

And Tony continued to stare at Jack’s face, but it was impassive no longer.  It was malevolent.

Then Tony heard it.  A growl, truly an animal’s growl, and then Jack quietly snarled to the wall, “There are worse places than prison, Tony.”

It was barely audible.  But it was clear to Tony.

He’d always found Jack intimidating.  He’d been fooled by the slight build only briefly when they first met.  And over time, he’d seen Jack in action.  Jack had done things, quickly and without fuss, that Tony, a well-trained and quite effective operative, had never done.  Couldn’t do.  It wasn’t that Jack was without remorse.  No.  You could read it in his eyes.  But he did what had to be done.  Not everyone could do the hard things.

Jack’s eyes were unfocused, his mind wandering to an earlier time, a time so long ago.  Him, in Tony’s place.  And Phil . . . no, didn’t want to visit that right now.  Focus on Tony.  And to bring his mind back to the present, Jack placed his hand on the back of Tony’s head.

Tony felt joined with Jack again, and that was good.  But he also felt, clearly recognized, the latent danger in the hand of the man who gently touched his head.  Tony continued to watch Jack, and he ruminated on the face above him.  Impassive again.  The malevolence gone.  But it was stoic.  So different.  So different from the men in prison who’d tormented him, those weak men who’d succumbed to evil and were nothing, nothing compared to a Jack Bauer.  

And Tony trembled.  He trembled from the nearness of Jack’s body and from the knowledge of Jack’s power.

Jack’s other hand found its way to Tony’s back again and began to move.  It made gentle circles on Tony’s back.  Soothing him.  Assuring him that all was well.  Tony’s head lowered and he buried his face in Jack’s body.

Jack needed time.  Time to think what to do next.  His thoughts were not directed completely to the task at hand and he had to get re-directed.  He wouldn’t move away until Tony allowed it, but he’d make the first verbal move.

“Tony, I’m gonna make myself some instant coffee.  You want some, too?”

Jack waited for Tony’s reply.

Tony breathed deeply.  He heard Jack, but didn’t want to move.  Some lethargic grip had hold of him and he simply couldn’t pull away.  Or speak.  Jack’s belly smelled so good.  He wanted to smell like Jack.  Then he insinuated his cheek into Jack’s belly even farther.  But, no.  He didn’t smell like Jack.  He smelled like prison soap.  Cheap, nasty, burning prison soap.

Tony’s head shot up.

“Jack, I wanna take a shower.  Is that all right?”

Jack looked down.  Tony looked like a child.  He wanted permission.

“Sure, Tony.  I’ll make you a cup, too, in case you want it later.  Go on.”

Jack nodded his head in the direction of the door to what was, presumably, the bedroom of the cabin.  

Jack still didn’t move.  He waited.  Tony realized this, and he stood up, releasing Jack from his position.

Tony walked to his bag, picked it up, and turned, headed to the bathroom.  He didn’t look back, but knew Jack was headed to the stove on the other side of the great room.

When Tony emerged from the bathroom, Jack was seated in bed, his back against the low headboard.  Jack’s head turned to the bathroom door.  Tony didn’t see him, his hands grasping a towel and rubbing it over his wet hair in an attempt to dry it.  He vigorously rubbed at his head, and Jack unwillingly watched the ripple of the muscles as they moved in rapid succession.  In fact, Jack was unwilling to remove his gaze period.  He’d had only a hint of Tony’s physical condition while studying his biceps and forearms in the car.  Now it was clear.  Tony was more ripped than he’d ever been in his life.  The dark, curly chest hair stopped just above the well-defined abdominal muscles.  Large, well-developed legs extended from the hem of the white boxers.

Jack suddenly felt dizzy.  He didn’t blink.  He simply stared.  Then, he forced his gaze forward again, through the bedroom door and out to the great room.  He couldn’t stop the rush of blood – felt himself harden. 

When Tony threw the towel behind him back into the bathroom, he saw Jack on the bed, staring into the living area.  A mug rested on his left thigh, cupped with both hands.  He was very still.

Tony was riveted to the floor.  What the fuck?  Jack in bed.  He’d taken off the fancy shirt and was in the undershirt and slacks.  No socks.  And, Tony considered the fact,  only one bed in this place.  What was he supposed to do?

Via telepathy, or some other indefinable wavelength, Jack spoke.

“Come on over, Tony.  Your coffee’s on that table.”  His head jerked to the side of the bed opposite to what he was on and, as Tony’s gaze followed Jack’s, he saw the mug.

Tony swallowed, hard, and he hoped Jack hadn’t heard it.

He moved to the bed, reclined in much the same position as Jack, and reached for the coffee mug.  He didn’t want any coffee, but he raised it to his lips anyway.  What he wanted was liquor.  Hard liquor and lots of it so he wouldn’t have to think or understand.

He looked forward, too.  It was uncomfortable in some ways, but comfortable in more.

Jack finally spoke, still staring straight ahead.

“Tony?  How do you feel about sex?”

Sex?  Tony silently repeated the word to himself.  What the fuck was Jack talking about?  Sex . . . what?  What did he mean?

“Tony.  Sex.”  And this time Jack’s head turned to Tony and Tony’s turned to Jack.

“What . . . what do you mean?”

“Are you interested in sex, Tony?  Any kind of sex?  With yourself?  Someone else?  Do I need to get you a woman, Tony?”

“For chrissakes, Jack, I don’t want to be with a woman right now.”

Tony’s hand trembled and the mug shook as he turned away from Jack and placed it back on the table.  

“I . . . I . . . it’s disgusting Jack.  How could I?  I . . . I . . . ” 

Tony’s gaze stayed straight ahead.  He’d hoped Jack would shut up.  But he didn’t.

“Someday, Tony.  You will.  And if you don’t want to hurt that woman, I mean physically hurt her bad, if you don’t want to take this shit inside of you out on her, you have to listen to me.  You have to steady yourself.  Go through re-entry.  Do you want to be this way for the rest of your life?”

Jack allowed Tony time to contemplate.  He replaced his mug on the bedside table.  Then he looked forward again, not at Tony.

Tony couldn’t respond.  Sex didn’t mean anything to him anymore.  Anything that had ever been pleasurable had been shoved so far down inside of him, oh, god, or was that up inside of him, Tony wryly thought, that it was now unrecognizable.  Sex.  How stupid.  He never wanted it again.  Never.  

But Jack’s voice was insistent.  Wouldn’t go away, burned a hole in Tony’s head.

“Do you, Tony?  Want to be normal again?”

Jack had slowly turned his head towards Tony as he spoke.

Tony’s head jerked around and he leaned towards Jack, yelling as if Jack were miles away.

“Stop it, Jack.  Shut the fuck up.  You hear me?”

Jack wasn’t fazed.  He turned his gaze back to the great room.

Get it over with, Jack, he thought to himself.  This phrase repeated itself inside Jack’s head.  Get it over with.  Get it started.  Move it on.

Again spent after the sudden angry outburst, Tony leaned back on the low headboard.  But he ached.  Ached to feel Jack’s touch again.  How to get back to the chair in the dining room?  How to get his head next to Jack’s body again?  And then for a second time, something totally unexpected occurred.  As if divining his thoughts, Jack’s hand reached over to Tony.

Jack had made the move.  Knew he had to.

Tony choked, then gulped in air, when Jack’s right hand rested on top of his underwear.  Instantly, Tony felt blood rushing to where Jack’s hand rested, rushing to make Jack proud of him.  But his pleasure in trying to make Jack proud of him also confused him beyond rationalization.

Jack felt Tony grow beneath his touch.  As he continued to stare straight ahead, he began rubbing his palm on Tony’s crotch in a slow, smooth circular pattern.  Jack half expected Tony to slug him, but hoped it wouldn’t come to that.

Tony could not reconcile the emotions flooding through him.  He was shocked, defeated, disgusted that yet another man, yet another, was touching his private parts as if they were his own and not Tony’s.  But this was Jack.  Fucking Jack Bauer.  And Tony could not, under any circumstances, make himself look at Jack.  And he knew that Jack still stared aimlessly into the living room.

The circling motion continued, and Tony grew harder.  He was suddenly aware that he no longer mentally struggled.  He was fascinated.  Focused.  Focused on Jack’s hand rubbing his cock.  The long, thin, near-effeminate fingers.  So softly, so gently, they rubbed into his . . . his what?  His body?  Well, yes.  But, no, too.  Into his being?  Closer, perhaps.  Tony was fully erect now.  He swallowed.  He blinked.  How could Jack’s fingers, his hand, feel so good?  Tony squeezed his buttocks together, squeezed and lifted his lower body ever so slightly upward, up to Jack’s hand.

And Jack’s hand eased towards and then down into the waistband of Tony’s boxers.  Somehow, Tony was unsure how, but he think he himself had done it, the boxers were down far enough to expose his erection.  It screamed at the ceiling, and he watched, delighted, giddy almost, as Jack’s hand stroked him, and he felt his cock grow harder and harder under the ministrations of the foreign hand.  Foreign, but known.

Tony’s mind was beyond cogent thought, beyond the task of reconciling the curiosity of what was happening.  There was no explanation, so he simply watched and felt.  His head bobbed down and up, then side to side, as his eyes studied Jack’s hand moving up and down on him.  Jack’s fingers curled soothingly around Tony in an easy grip, his palm twisting lightly in one direction as it moved up the shaft and reversing the direction on the way down.  Tony closed his eyes.  It felt so good.  So good.  And he hadn’t felt this way in so long.  Since before prison.

It hit Tony.  The word itself, prison, made it happen, conjured the bitterness within.  The hostility leapt up through Tony’s esophagus but then stuck in his throat, unable to fully emerge.  Something kept it at bay, but a measure of it must have seeped back down into his hand.  Tony snatched Jack’s hand and flung it violently away from him, just as he had done earlier in the living room. 

Jack simply placed the rejected hand on his own belly, palm down.  He didn’t react otherwise.  Tony had leaned forward in his frenzy, breathing hard.  But as his anger subsided and his breathing slowed, he leaned back, unthinkingly staring at his own erection, wondering why it looked so alone, felt so forlorn.  And then he remembered.  Jack’s hand no longer made love to it.  No longer brought warmth to it.  He so fervently wished he hadn’t flung Jack’s hand away.  He so desperately wished to feel Jack’s touch on him again.  And for the second time, seemingly, Jack heard him.  Heard his silent desire.

Jack didn’t want to rush things, but he felt Tony’s desperation.  Understood its meaning.  Recognized its roots.  The trick was to determine whether it was desperation for Jack to leave him alone or to resume his efforts.  Jack refused to look at his friend.  Tony’s muscular body stirred things deep within Jack that he didn’t need to deal with right now.  He didn’t deny the stirring, couldn’t wholly ignore the hard flesh so near him.  But he steeled himself in order to help Tony recover.  Steeled himself against the desire simmering within him.  It was no longer a matter of having to make himself touch Tony.  It was a matter holding back so as not to consume him. 

Jack slowly encircled Tony’s hardness again, but he wasn’t going to begin any movement with his hand until he gained some kind of sign from Tony.  It took half a second.  At the touch of Jack’s hand, the return of the connection, the flooding of warmth, Tony moaned.  Jack turned his head towards Tony, moved ever so slightly closer to him.  Jack’s eyes moved from Tony’s face down to his own hand.  He then resumed stroking Tony, measuring and adjusting the speed at which his hand moved up and down Tony’s cock by reading his moans.  Jack’s palm embraced Tony’s cock, and his fingers kissed it with their gentle but insistent command.  

Tony gawked, mouth partially open, at the hand before his eyes, the hand that so deftly was bringing him to an ecstasy he’d not felt in a long time.  He sensed a detachment from his own body.  No, that was not right.  He felt his body.  Felt it more acutely than he’d ever remembered.  Felt Jack’s touch.  Felt what the touch was doing to him inside and out.  Maybe it was his mind that was detached.  The feeling he experienced while watching Jack’s hand was so powerful, so moving, that Tony was close to being afraid.

Then Tony’s eyes widened, blinked, and his mind presented him with a chilling thought.  Tony fought his brain, fought to ignore it, fought to dispel the unwelcome thought.  The hand, that slim, beautiful hand stroking him, was the most lethal hand he knew.  Tony’s head reeled at the realization that the delicate fingers before his eyes could rip off his organ and then strangle him before he knew what was happening.

This realization, this sudden and clear picture of the precarious position he found himself in, the knowledge of the lethal nature of Jack’s hand and the incompatible way in which it was presently so gently employed, served to bring Tony immediately, unceremoniously, and violently over the edge.  He watched, fascinated, as he unloaded streams and streams of white liquid all over Jack’s hand and all over his own belly.  It seemed never-ending.  He spurted and spurted and spurted, and Jack’s hand continued to coax him, milking the last drop from him, slowing to a lazy pace as what seemed to be a second gallon of white heat erupted from Tony’s center.

Eventually, Tony was emptied.  Jack’s hand slowed to a stop, but it didn’t move away.  It would have shaken Tony, crushed him, had it moved.  It was his bond, his connection to the real world.  Oh, god, no, Jack.  No, don’t move.

And Jack didn’t.

And the words in his mind, “real world,” again made Tony wonder if this, being with Jack in this way, feeling Jack’s hand, warm and alive, was “here.”  If so, “here” was fine with Tony.  “There” and the “real world” could go to hell.

Jack watched Tony’s eruption and thought that he had never seen so much come out of anyone.  Tony had unloaded gobs of thick white fluid all over them.  At first, Jack fought the powerful desire to rub it all over Tony’s belly and chest.  But then he relented, relaxed.  Why fight it now?  It had begun.  When he looked at Tony’s face, interpreted in it the contentment, he knew that the danger had passed for the time being.

It would be stupid of him, stupid to deny himself.  What the fuck.  It was sex.  Physical pleasure.  He couldn’t deny that watching Tony get off had excited him.  He couldn’t deny that the awareness of his own power to bring Tony to that point wasn’t exhilarating.  He couldn’t deny his near uncontrollable yearning to feel that muscular body next to his own.  How could you deny an erection?  It was a physical reality.  Now.  Confined within his briefs.

And he wanted to study Tony’s body more closely.  He’d wanted this since Tony had emerged from the bathroom, freshly showered, and Jack had seen the smooth abs, the hairless belly.  But not hairless by nature.  It’d been stripped of the dark, curly, thick hair so strikingly visible on his pale chest.  And then, when Jack had first snaked his hand into Tony’s underwear, the shock.  From his brain, the recognition generated an electric current that traveled down Jack’s spine and ceased its journey in his groin.  Tony’s pubic area was shaved.  Even his balls.  Whoever’s bitch Tony had been in prison evidently liked his bitches smooth, hair-free.  Jack had seen men with shaved pubic areas before, but never touched one.  And to first feel then see Tony shaven was a jolt.  Tony’s cock was what Jack deemed average, but his nuts.  Huge.  Probably why his “master” had wanted them shaved, so he could look at them with an unimpeded view.

Jack turned on his side, knees bent, slid down in the bed, and moved next to Tony.  His right arm crooked at the elbow and held up his own head.  He wanted to see.  See what he was doing and what he was doing it to.  His face was inches away from Tony’s ribcage.  He didn’t look up at Tony, didn’t want anything in his eyes to stop what was now started.

Slowly, oh, so slowly, Jack’s left hand, fingers splayed wide, came to rest on Tony’s chest.  Equally slowly, he began to smear the still-warm fluid into Tony’s chest hair, matting it and forming large, clumpy curls with his fingertips.  Then Jack stroked the goo from Tony’s chest down to the slick belly, squeezing it from the greedy chest hair with his flattened palm.  Jack drew an audible breath when his hand made its first prolonged contact with Tony’s muscled abdomen, and he was suddenly filled with an urge to ride Tony’s torso, to straddle him and ride.  But he satisfied himself, instead, by coating Tony with a slick, sticky glaze. 

Tony couldn’t remember when he’d last taken a breath.  He watched, spellbound, as Jack’s palm rubbed cum into his skin as if it were some precious commodity.  Finally, Tony allowed his eyes to turn to his left.  He stared at Jack’s form.  Why?   Why couldn’t this man have been the one?  To use him?  Hurt and mangle him?  With Jack, at least there would have been a purpose.  The purpose of Jack’s pleasure.  And that would somehow have made it better.  Better than what had been.  Oh, infinitely.  

Jack’s hand ceased movement.  He figured he’d pressed Tony’s patience long enough, and that Tony would want to wash away the now-dried residue from his body.  Reluctantly, Jack rolled over onto his back, sliding up slightly in the bed as he executed the move.  Now Tony’s gaze shifted downward and rested on the trimly tailored trousers covering Jack Bauer’s torso.  The zipper strained, and what lay beneath the zipper strained at its confines also.  Tony felt he was about to lose consciousness.

Jack’s cock.  Oh, god, help me.  I want Jack’s cock.

Tony’s head, resting on the wall, moved back and forth, a motion Tony thought would somehow make the thought of Jack’s cock disappear. 

Tony remained silent, not knowing what to do or say.  He wanted to reach down and hold Jack, feel his arms wrap around him.  And the cock.  God, he wanted that, too.

Without warning, Jack was up and out of bed, headed around it and to the bathroom.  Tony felt abandoned.  He swallowed, tried to keep down the sudden anxiety.  Why the panic?  Where was this coming from?  But Jack had re-emerged from the bathroom, was headed towards him now, and Tony’s dread subsided as Jack reached the edge of the bed. 

Jack had brought Tony a wet cloth and a towel.  He extended his arm and offered them to Tony.  Tony blinked, then appreciated how good it would feel to clean himself.  He reached his arms forward, and, rocking his hips, removed the boxers.  Then he reached for the cloth and towel and began to wash and dry himself.

Jack’s face was impassive, but he watched intently as the other man wiped himself, went over some areas twice with the warm cloth.  As Tony was using the towel, Jack began to remove his trousers.  Tony didn’t see it; he heard it.  When the soft sound of the zipper being undone came to Tony’s ears, he froze.  Literally, Tony couldn’t move.  His hand held the towel in mid-air and he stopped breathing.

Tony stared straight ahead.  Nothing could make him move on his own.  Jack, sensing this indecisiveness, placed his right hand on Tony’s shoulder, took the towel from him, and turned Tony towards him.  Tony didn’t immediately focus his eyes, knew what he would see.  He placed his palms on the sheet and pivoted his body around fully, placing his feet on the floor directly in front of Jack’s, his eyes shut tightly the whole time.  When he again opened his eyes, he had leaned his head back so that the first thing he would see would be Jack’s face.

Jack was looking down at him, his hand still on Tony’s shoulder.  The blue eyes were a mixture of emotions, controlled and agitated at the same time.  Still, Tony couldn’t look at it just yet.  It.  Jack’s cock.  So, to put off the inevitable, he buried his face in Jack’s belly for what seemed the hundredth time today.  But there was no avoiding it.  It.  Jack’s cock.  Because it was nudging the underside of Tony’s chin.  He closed his eyes again and slowly turned his head to allow his cheek to slide down.  Jack was rigid.  Hot.

He wanted to reach his hands around and grab Jack’s ass.  Grab him and pull his cock into his cheek.  But he didn’t.  His hands remained on the bed.  Jack’s fingers lightly dug into Tony’s shoulder, signaling that it was time.                 

Tony pulled his head away from Jack’s body.  Slowly, with excruciating anticipation, he opened his eyes.  A sharp intake of breath, then Tony’s mouth went slack.  There before him, Jack’s erection stood straight up and had stretched the fabric of his briefs out from his body, making a gap of at least an inch between the waistband and Jack’s skin.  When Jack saw that Tony had finally opened his eyes, he gripped the bottom hem of his undershirt and pulled it quickly up and over his head, tossing it aside.  Tony swallowed.  His hand slowly, of its own doing, reached up to touch Jack’s hardness.

Jack watched the hand’s approach.  Braced himself for it.  When it came, he leaned his head back and closed his eyes, giving in to the sensation.  He licked his lips, and looked down again, moving his hand from Tony’s shoulder up to the soft, black curls at the nape of his neck.

“Tony.”  No response.

“Tony, look at me.”

Tony raised his eyes to Jack’s.  His hand hadn’t moved, merely rested on Jack.

“Tell me what you want, Tony.”  The husky voice rumbled in Tony’s ears.  Jack’s eyes reflected unmitigated lust. 

Tony couldn’t form words.  He lowered his eyes to Jack’s groin, then looked back up into Jack’s eyes, then his head went down again and quickly back up.  Jack read nothing but confusion in Tony’s eyes. 

Jack placed his free hand over Tony’s.

“This, Tony?  Is this what you want?”  And he increased pressure on Tony’s hand, thus his own cock, when he said the word “this.”

Tony nodded his head up and down quickly.

Jack was a bit disappointed that Tony wasn’t helping much.  He was growing impatient, ever-conscious of his growing hard on.  It looked as if it was up to him to keep things going.

“Do you want to jerk me off, Tony?  Like I did you?  Suck me off?”  No response.  “Tony, do you want me to get off in you?”

Tony’s head snapped up.  Jack had emphasized the word “in” and he stared up into the blue green eyes, eyes looking at him with greater patience than he knew he deserved.  But he couldn’t help it.  Didn’t know how to say it.  Didn’t know what he wanted.  Well, yes, he did.  And he blurted it out suddenly.

“All, Jack.  I want it all.”

He was so solemn.  So serious.  And Jack couldn’t help himself.  He softly laughed.  But is was a good laugh, not a hurtful one, and Tony wasn’t wounded, only curious as to why Jack laughed.

“All three, huh?  Well, damn, Tony, I’ll have to work on that.  If I can, I’ll oblige, but I just don’t know about all three of ’em, especially at once,” he stopped to grin, “or even one after the other, for that matter.”

It was the grin that got to him.  And then Tony felt Jack’s fingers curl into his hair, and he wanted to bury his face in Jack’s crotch.

Jack had been teasing Tony about the “all three,” but the way he felt himself strain at his underwear at the moment, the way he felt inside – explosive – he wasn’t so sure he couldn’t deliver.

Tony smiled sheepishly at Jack.  He licked his lips.  Parted them.  Licked them again.  Carefully, cautiously, as if something might break – Jack’s cock or the mood – Tony reached his fingers up and tucked them into Jack’s briefs.  He pulled them out and down, pushing them past the knees and on to the floor.  Jack’s cock moved as if it had volition.  It twitched to the left, then a bit towards Tony’s face, then to the left again.  Tony was mesmerized, staring as if a wide-headed king cobra was bobbing near his face. 

He’d seen Jack naked, of course.  Showers in the locker room at CTU, on missions.  But he’d never seen Jack hard.  He was thick.  Bulky.  Both of Tony’s eager hands went up, and he again looked up into Jack’s face.

“How, Jack?  How do I do it to you?”

“Do what, Tony?”  Jack’s patience was getting the better of him.  With effort, he remained calm.

“Please you.  Make you feel the way you made me feel.”

Jack blinked.  Blinked and raised his eyes to stare at the opposite wall.  

And Jack remembered Phillip’s words:  Just do to me what it is you like, Jack.  It’s that simple.

Tony was afraid he’d made Jack mad, but Jack looked down at him again and spoke.

“Just do what feels good to you, Tony. That’s all.”

Now it was Tony’s turn to blink.  How simple.  And he was suddenly aware of a desired direction, a course of action, and the top of his head moved to Jack’s hardness, resting a moment as Tony gathered his thoughts.  Jack’s eyes closed.  He bit his lower lip, feeling, enjoying, the soft shock that spread through his body as Tony’s soft hair caressed his hardness.

Jack allowed his palms to lightly move over Tony’s skin.  He savored the feel of hard, developed muscles as he ran his hands over Tony’s back, his shoulders, his arms.  Eventually, Jack’s hands went back to coil into Tony’s hair and Tony raised his head, looked at Jack, sure, now, of what he wanted to do.  Some unspoken communication passed between the two men, and Tony lowered his gaze, made an “o” shape with his lips, and pushed them over the thick head of Jack’s hardness. 

Tony’s arms curved around Jack’s hips and his hands went to his buttocks when Jack moaned in pleasure.  He dug his fingers in and pulled Jack to him firmly.  Jack didn’t shove.  Didn’t force himself into Tony’s mouth.  This was for Tony, not for him.  But it felt so damned good to have hot lips around his cock.  And, if Tony was doing what he’d told him to, doing to him what Tony himself liked, then Tony must like much the same thing.

The next few minutes were bliss for Jack.  Truth known, it was bliss for Tony as well.  Tony hadn’t expected to react to Jack’s cock in his mouth the way he did.  And Jack’s moaning, oh, that made it even better.  Tony felt a certain power over Jack, wanted to reduce him to the quivering thing he himself had been earlier.  And thus he wooed Jack’s cock, courted it, made it blush, brought Jack to the edge, then eased up, then drove him back to the edge again.

Jack succumbed.  He allowed himself to give in to all that Tony was making him feel.  At times, his head rolled back and he groaned.  At others, he watched Tony – watched the dark curly head go at him.  Heard the sucking sounds.  At these times, the sensations would overpower Jack and his body swayed, unsteady, but Tony’s powerful arms held him up from behind.  The juxtaposition of the strength of Tony’s arms and the tenderness of his lips, tongue, and mouth made Jack’s mind whirl.

When Jack knew that not even Tony’s maneuvers could prevent him anymore from exploding, Jack tried to pull away, to let Tony know it was time.  Tony ceased movement, but looked up at Jack, his eyes indicating that he wanted this – wanted Jack to spill into his mouth.  Jack didn’t look away again.  

In the seconds right before Jack came, his knees began to buckle, but Tony’s arms held him securely.  He watched, absorbed, as Tony swallowed, swallowed with pride, what seemed a more than usual amount of hot liquid down his throat.  And as Jack watched this voluntary act, his knees did buckle, and Tony easily brought Jack down to the bed, turning them both lengthwise and lying on their sides.  Tony’s mouth never left Jack.  He held him there, waiting for Jack to go soft again before he moved away.  And Jack was grateful.  He hated having his cock torn from wherever it might be before it’d had time to settle.  So cold.  It needed warmth.  And Tony’s mouth and hot breath supplied that warmth.

When Tony finally disengaged himself, he was unsure what to do.  But he didn’t have long to consider.  Jack’s arms reached for Tony’s head and he pulled him up next to him, planting a soft kiss on Tony’s cheek.  Then his eyes closed and he appeared to be resting peacefully.  But Tony couldn’t get over it.  The kiss.  So tender.  And he couldn’t stop himself from leaning forward and pressing his lips to Jack’s.  It was a brief kiss, and Jack didn’t resist.  He opened his eyes and smiled, but then the lashes quickly came down on the cheeks again. 

Jack was relaxed.  Content.  He wanted to rest, to re-play some of the last moments in his mind.  When Tony realized Jack was not going to open his eyes again, he closed his own, his arm resting on Jack’s waist.

Less than a half hour later, Jack’s eyes opened when he felt Tony roll off the bed and head for the bathroom.  But Tony stopped halfway there.  Just stopped.  Jack was alarmed.  Had he been wrong?  Was Tony headed to the bathroom to throw up?  He raised up on one elbow and called Tony’s name.

“Tony.”

No movement.

“Tony.  Are you all right?  What’s wrong?  Are you sick?”

A weak “no” came to Jack’s ears.

“Then what’s wrong?”

“Nothin.’”

“Nothing?  Then why are you fuckin’ standing in the middle of the room, Tony?”

Tony’s head tilted to one side.  Jack heard him take a deep breath.

“Because I’m embarrassed.”

“Embarrassed!  About what, Tony?  For chrissakes, we’ve just explored each other about as closely as two people can!  What the fuck is there to be embarrassed about?”

Tony whipped around.  Looked at Jack with a measure of surprise and relief.  He bit his bottom lip.  Then he looked down.  Jack’s eyes followed.  Tony was hard again.

“Sheeesh.  Is that all, Tony?  Your dick’s hard and you’re embarrassed?  Shit.  Be glad the damned thing works!”  Jack couldn’t help but laugh.  He thought Tony had regretted what had happened, had grown ill over it.

Tony walked back to the edge of the bed.  Jack still smiled at him.  The smile faded as Jack read uncertainty in Tony’s eyes.

“What do you want, Tony?  What do you need from me?”

The low, husky voice forced Tony’s eyes shut.

He looked into Jack’s eyes.  His own narrowed briefly, then resumed their normal size.

“I want you to fuck me, Jack.”

And as he was saying the words, Tony moved the short distance to the bed and crawled in on his knees, chest down, his lower body raised up, proffering himself for Jack’s violation.

Jack sighed.  Tony had asked.  Offered himself.  Only one more sticking point, and Tony might come out of this all right.  But he had to know, to recognize, how important the asking was.

Jack raised up on his knees, moved his head close to Tony’s ear and murmured, “no, no, not that way.”

Tony shook his head.  He turned to look at Jack.

“What do you mean?  Not this way?”

“Facing me, Tony.  You have to face me.  Face each other.” 

Tony’s eyes widened in horror.  He recoiled at the thought, pulled away from Jack, moved to the top of the bed and continued to stare.

What the FUCK?  Tony’s mind raced.  He talked to himself frantically.  Facing him?  Facing?  Looking at one another?  Oh, god, no.  No.  How . . . how . . . intrusive . . . invasive!   Too intimate!  No.  Look at him?  No way, never.

Tony trembled and his head turned from side to side as he fought the idea of such intimacy.

Jack placed his hand on Tony’s thigh.  Tony jerked it from Jack’s touch, so Jack rested his hand near Tony, softly whispering, soothing him.

“Shhh.  Shhh, Tony.  It’s okay.  It’s okay.  We won’t do anything you don’t want to do.  It’s okay.”

Jack was torn about what to do.  Perhaps if he got Tony physically wound up again, and Tony, he noticed, was no longer hard, maybe the emotion of the moment would help carry him over the hurdle.

Tony couldn’t look at Jack.  Couldn’t get over what he’d said.  No, too intimate.

“I’m not going to hurt you, Tony.”  Tony wasn’t looking at him.  He reached up and took Tony’s face in his hand, forcing him to look at him.

“I’m not going to hurt you.  Not going to force you to do anything.  Understand, Tony?”

Jack’s other hand now rested on Tony’s chest.  He didn’t jerk away.  Jack took his time, slowly rubbing his hand up and down Tony’s body until he seemed calmer.

For a second time, Jack’s passion was stirred by the contact of his fingers on Tony’s skin.  Jack looked up at Tony, nodded his head toward Tony’s growing erection, asking with his eyes if it was all right to go near.

Tony blinked agreement.  Jack moved lower in the bed and parted Tony’s legs.  He wanted to feel the balls, the naked balls.  Jack eased his head between Tony’s legs and turned it sideways.  The slight, very slight stubble, tickled Jack’s skin as he rubbed his cheek along Tony’s nut sac.  He raised his head and moved a hand under Tony’s balls, weighed them, bounced them, gently cupped them.  Jack’s head went back down.  His tongue lapped the near-slick globes.

Tony’s reaction was immediately twofold.  He groaned and he grew.  Jack’s hand instinctively wrapped around Tony’s increasing hardness and when he raised his head again from between Tony’s legs, he moved up and sucked Tony’s stiffness into his mouth.  Tony gasped and jerked.

Oh, god, Jack’s mouth felt good on him.  So fuckin’ good.  And his hands went to Jack’s head, caressed it.  But when Tony opened his eyes, saw Jack sucking his flesh, moving it in and out of his mouth, he pushed Jack’s head away.

“Fuck me, Jack.  Just fuck me!  But not your way!”

Tony’s eyes pleaded with Jack, and Jack allowed him to turn over, but he wasn’t going to take him that way.  But there were other things he could do until Tony was ready.

Jack rolled out of bed, a movement that startled Tony, and made his way to the small piece of luggage.  He retrieved something unseen by Tony, returned to the side of the bed, and sat down.  Jack wouldn’t make Tony roll over now; it seemed to help Tony not to look at him. But eventually he’d have to.  It was the necessary part.

Jack placed his hand on Tony’s lower back, pushed him down off his knees to lie flat on his stomach.  As he rubbed his back, Jack’s head went to Tony’s ear, encouraging him to relax.  Tony relaxed, but barely.  Jack’s breath on his neck.  One of his hands on his back, the other smoothing his hair.  Then Jack’s cheek rested on Tony’s back, but there were no hands.  Tony missed Jack’s hands.  Where were they? 

When Tony next felt them, it was after Jack sat up.  And they, Jack’s hands, parted his butt cheeks, exposing him, exposing his private, private place, to the air and light.  Every muscle in Tony’s body tensed.  But Jack did not invade him, did not harm him.  Briefly, Jack rested his cheek on Tony’s back again to give him reassurance.  

Jack’s hands disappeared once more and Tony heard some noise.  But then Jack’s head was near Tony’s and he whispered, whispered like black silk, in his ear.

“Relax, Tony.”

And Jack pronounced the “x” in the word “relax” as if he’d been a hissing snake.  

Jack had covered the fingers of his right hand with the lube he’d retrieved from his bag.  He now sat facing away from Tony’s head.  His left hand pulled Tony’s right cheek aside and his right-hand fingers went to Tony’s opening. Tony gasped.  But Jack simply circled the opening, circled it, pressed on it, but never entered.

Tony squirmed some, and, feeling no resistance, Jack gently inserted his little finger into Tony.  Tony arched his upper back and shoulders and his head came up, but he didn’t resist.  Jack pushed the finger in to the hilt and held still.  He wanted Tony to make the first movement.  Tony was frustrated.  Why the hell wasn’t he moving his finger? And in annoyance with Jack, Tony pushed down and wriggled.

This being the sign Jack had sought, he removed the little finger and replaced it with his middle one.  Still no resistance from Tony.  Good.  Tony now alternately pushed and  pulled away from Jack’s finger, groaning.  Tony was woozy with pleasure, but disturbed about why this disgusting act felt so good.  And why was Jack being so fuckin’ tender about this?  Why not just shove his thick dick up his ass and get it over with?

But he got nothing of this feeling from Jack, no forcefulness, no rush.  As Tony contemplated this tenderness, Jack slid another finger up inside Tony beside the one already there.  Oh, shit.  Shit, Tony thought.  This isn’t right.  This can’t be right.  He can’t make me feel this way. 

Jack enjoyed the tightness around his fingers, enjoyed feeling Tony rock onto them.  Jack had placed his own growing erection on hold.  No time for that now.  He thought he had things going right when suddenly, Tony became quite still.  Jack stopped, fearing he’d moved too quickly.  He turned his torso and leaned up to Tony’s ear.

“Stop, Tony?  You want me to stop?”

Tony strangled out the word “no.”  

Slowly and rhythmically, Jack began to ease his fingers in and out of Tony, stopping on the in stroke just long enough to curl his fingers downward, creating pressure and driving Tony close to the edge.

Tony could take it no more.

He rolled over, pulling Jack’s fingers from him.

Tony was on fire.  He literally felt that his skin might be combustible.

Jack’s own hard on was becoming more difficult to ignore.

Tony looked down at Jack’s cock.  He wanted it so bad.

“Fuck me, Jack.  Just fuck me.  However you want it.  Just do it to me!”

Again, he turned over and raised himself in offering to Jack.

Again, Jack reached for Tony’s waist.  Unconsciously, he allowed his palms to travel underneath Tony and lightly run up and down his abdomen. 

“No, Tony.  Not like that.  It has to be my way.  You have to look at me.  Know that I’m real.  That I’m not going to hurt you.  Not use you.  You have to understand the difference between being used and wanting it.”

From out of the sheets came Tony’s muffled reply.

“But I do, Jack.  I want you.  But I can’t look at you.”

Jack reluctantly brought his hands away from Tony’s hard belly.  He’d liked to allow them to linger there.  But he didn’t.  His right hand trailed down Tony’s back until it rested on his thigh.

Tony was dizzy.  No.  He couldn’t do it.  Couldn’t face a man while he entered him.

But the desire to have Jack in him, to please Jack, was too strong.

Tony rolled over on his back, his head nodding assent.  Jack reached for both pillows, brought them to his side.  He took Tony’s ankles and slid his feet up, knees bent, spread Tony’s legs wide apart.  For a moment, Jack was dizzy.  He was about to fuck his friend.  He shut his eyes for a second or two, trying to regain a measure of composure.  When he did, he started giving directions.

“Raise yourself up, Tony.”

Tony saw that Jack wanted to place the pillows under him.  He exerted pressure on his feet and lifted himself while Jack arranged the them underneath.  Satisfied they were in the right position, Jack placed one knee outside Tony’s and leaned over to get the lube.  Jack took himself in hand, slowly rubbing his palm up and down, watching his cock as it grew even harder.  He stopped and smeared a generous amount of lube on his hand and coated himself.  Then, Jack carefully applied some to Tony’s opening.  He inserted two fingers, raising his eyes to Tony’s as he did so, testing to see if Tony was ready for this. 

“Are you sure, Tony?  You want this?  Want me?”

“Yesssss, Jack.  Quit stalling.  Get it on.”

Jack placed his left hand underneath Tony’s right knee and pushed his leg up for more exposure.  He used his right hand to guide the tip of his cock to Tony’s opening and Tony  brought his hand down to assist in Jack’s entry.  Penetration was slow, relatively painful because of Jack’s thickness, but Tony wanted it so bad that he felt nothing but excruciating pleasure.  He’d thought he’d die of embarrassment watching a man enter him in this way, and, in a way, he did want to die.  But it wasn’t of embarrassment.  Jack’s eyes never left Tony’s during this process, watching for any hint of pain or fear from him.  But he perceived none.  And Tony, he simply waited, waited breathlessly for the cobra to writhe its way into him.  And it did.

Jack knew he couldn’t plunge full on into Tony – the position and Jack’s girth made it impossible – but he could get in deep enough to satisfy them both.  In the beginning, after he’d eased in and started his movement, Jack’s right hand went behind Tony’s left knee and pinned it back and up as well.  On his knees, Jack was able to thrust into Tony with greater control.  But intimacy is what the situation called for, and although their eyes were never apart for long, and this was very good, Jack knew that Tony probably wanted intimacy now that he’d gotten past his aversion to looking at Jack.  And Jack wanted his hands on that belly again.

“Tony,” Jack grunted out.  “Your legs.  Up on my shoulders.”

Tony was puzzled briefly, but then realized it would free Jack’s hands and that was a thought he relished.

Jack stopped thrusting and waited for Tony to bring his ankles up and place them on his shoulders.  Jack bent forward, one forearm resting on the bed, and resumed his thrusting.   The other hand freely roamed Tony’s chest, his belly, his thigh.  The hand’s caresses were followed by soft kisses placed here and there. Tony’s head twisted back and forth.  Impossible.  Impossible that he felt this way.  Tony’s moans were a spark to Jack’s own desire. 

“God, Jack.  You feel so good in me.”

Tony’s hands couldn’t decide where to rest.  They’d moved, somewhat like Jack’s, from one place to another, never satisfied that the next place wouldn’t be even better.

“Don’t know . . . why.”  A slight hesitation.  “Is it okay, Jack?  Okay for you?”

For the third time in a short period, Tony wanted to be right for Jack, wanted to make Jack proud.

Jack looked at him.  He was so sincere, so concerned for his pleasure.  Jack was moved, understood what Tony was trying to do.  He remembered trying to please Phil.

“Yess, Tony,” he managed to get out.  “Good, Tony.  Good.”  

He swallowed, managed a quick grin, a nod of his head, but continued easing in and out of Tony’s tightness.

He’d begun to sweat, and Tony was fascinated as he watched Jack’s face.  Jack was probing him in a way no man, no human, had ever done, and he ran his hands up and down Jack’s arms and his neck.  It wasn’t a good position for Tony to be able to easily reach around to massage Jack’s buttocks.  But finally he managed to worm his arms between his inner legs and Jack’s sides.  He’d wanted to put his arms around Jack for a minute or two, and when he finally got them wrapped around him, he pulled Jack to him a bit too hard and the deeper thrust made Tony yelp.

Jack stopped immediately.  It had been a cry of pain.  But Tony knew it was his own mistake; he’d wanted to hug Jack to him so closely, feel Jack’s balls slap against him.

“You okay?” Jack was genuinely concerned.

Tony nodded his head.

“Go ahead.”

Jack’s concern, which Tony knew was genuine, his care, brought Tony straight to the edge when Jack resumed.  Tony rocked his body in rhythm with Jack’s, building speed, urging Jack to match his movements.

Jack pulled one of Tony’s legs off his shoulders, shortly after which, Tony brought his other one down, knee bent.  He knew Tony was close to getting off and he wanted their bodies to touch.  With Tony’s left leg down and extended, Jack laid his body along Tony’s, and the shift in position captured Tony’s cock between their hard bellies.  Their muscles twitched and Jack pressed his chest into Tony’s, making circles with his torso, squeezing Tony’s cock.  When he started to erupt, Tony pulled Jack’s head up so he could see his eyes.

“I’m getting’ off Jack.  I’m fuckin’ getting off right now.  Keep moving.”

Jack didn’t know if Tony meant for him to keep moving his belly or his cock or both.  He decided to keep moving both.  Tony’s body jerked underneath Jack.  As he spurted his load into their bellies and chests, his strength lifted them both off the sheets several times. 

Jack thrilled at watching Tony get off, and Tony near burst at the strength of the emotion kindled in him as he watched Jack watch him.  He had been right.  It was intimate.  More intimate than anything he’d ever imagined. 

Although he’d been close to getting off several times, Jack held out for Tony to come first.  Now, he closed his eyes and again imagined Tony’s face twisted in orgasm and it made his cock so hard he thought it would split open.  He rocked more deeply, quickly, into Tony.

When first Jack and then he had lowered his legs, Tony had unconsciously moved his fingers to dig into Jack’s fleshy butt cheeks.  And, less unconsciously, he’d moved one of his fingers to Jack’s opening, never intruding, but placing pressure on the entrance, attempting to give the same pleasure to Jack as he’d felt.  Now, now that Jack was near exploding, the excitement made Tony press even harder on Jack and he rode with Jack’s movements, matching them, feeling muscle on muscle.

“For chrissakes, Tony.  Fuckin’ shove it in – I’m comin’.”

As the word “coming” groaned out of Jack’s throat, his cock obeyed, and slowly began emptying itself deep into Tony.  For a brief second, Tony didn’t know what Jack meant, but then realized Jack wanted him to shove his finger into him.  He did.  Upon penetration, Jack’s whole body tensed up, then exploded into convulsive shuddering.  Jack’s weight danced on Tony’s chest as he worked out his orgasm, and his sphincter muscles gripped Tony’s finger so tightly that he wouldn’t have been able to extract it if he’d desired.  Not that he did.

Tony was so overwrought by Jack’s release that his own head moved back and forth as both he and Jack moaned.  Sticky semen covered them both.  His on their chests, Jack’s oozing between their legs.  Jack still moaned, grunted, and the sight and sound drove Tony’s head back as he tried to catch his breath, quiet his mind.  It was then that Jack looked up.  Looked at Tony.  Neck exposed.  Purple veins throbbing on the alabaster skin.

It was clearly meant to be, Jack thought.  Still semi-erect, Jack eased himself from Tony, at which movement Tony opened his eyes but did not move, and crawled forward.  He motioned for Tony to sit up, which he did, and Jack reached forward with his other hand and gently pushed Tony’s head back until the top of it rested on the wall.  And there Jack was, on his knees, cock in hand, and there was Tony’s neck.  Just as it had been in the diner.  Jack slowly stroked his cock up and down the left side of Tony’s neck, and then switched to the other, back and forth until he was too soft to continue.

Tony had never felt quite this connected to anyone in his life.  Jack sank back on his calves.  Tony’s head came forward, burrowing into Jack’s belly.  Isn’t this where it all began?

Their arms wrapped around each other and they were perfectly still except for the heavy, then less, then normal breathing.  Soon, Jack unstraddled Tony and lay at his side, deeply satisfied, thinking of nothing.  They lay there, the tanned light one and the pale dark one, entwined as long time lovers entwine – relaxed, content.

When they finally moved, Jack cupped Tony’s face briefly, told him he was headed for the shower.  Tony gripped Jack’s arm before he could escape.  The blue eyes looked at the dark brown ones.  There was no shyness in Tony now.  He pulled Jack to him and kissed him, softly, but insistently.  Jack pulled back.  Tony’s hands dropped. 

Jack looked down, then back up.  He remembered.  Remembered how he’d felt.  So grateful.  His eyes engaged Tony’s again.  His lips parted ever so slightly.  An invitation.  Tony leaned over, again placing his lips on Jack’s, but there was no pulling away.  Tony feared it might happen again, so he wrapped his arms around Jack and pulled him as close to him as he dared, his right hand going up to the back of Jack’s head to hold him in place as he kissed him.  Still, Jack didn’t resist.

Tony parted Jack’s lips with his tongue, moved in.  A slight tensing in Jack’s body.  But only slight, and very brief.  The kiss was exquisite.  Tony wanted to give everything he had to Jack through his tongue, lips, mouth.  Jack wanted Tony to know that all was well, would be well, would be right once again.  When the kiss was over, Jack rested his cheek on Tony’s sticky chest.  But he was cold, uncomfortable, wanted to get clean, and Tony sensed his restlessness.

“Go on, Jack.  I’ll shower after you.”

“Sure?”

“Uh huh.”

Jack went to the bathroom, thinking only of getting under the warm stream of water and then falling into a deep sleep.

Tony closed his eyes, imagining what Jack would look like in the shower, what he’d do, how he’d hold the soap and how he’d wash his private parts.  He didn’t know why he thought these things.  He just did.  Didn’t stop to examine it. 

When Jack emerged from the shower, he remained naked.  Tony loved that Jacks’ body was tanned all over.  He looked down at his own skin, so pale, paler than it had ever been.  

“Something to eat, Tony?”

Tony shook his head. 

“Okay.  I’m beat.  I’m goin’ to sleep.  I know it’s early, but I’ve had a long day.”

And Tony remembered all that Jack had done that day.  So much . . . so much.

“Sure, sure.  I’m headed to the shower anyway.”

When Tony returned to the bed, Jack was already asleep.  He was on his side, the sheet pulled up under his arms, the top one crooked at the elbow.  The pale eyelashes blazed out of the tanned skin. The lashes that Tony had noticed for the first time today in the diner.  Tony wanted to reach down and touch the skin, especially the arms.  He wanted to use his fingertip to trace the outlines of the tattoos.  But he didn’t.  Wouldn’t.  Didn’t want to wake the man over something as silly as that.  Good god, Tony thought.  Tracing tattoos?  What the hell was wrong with him?

Tony eased down into the bed and under the covers, turning on his side to face Jack.

He studied the other man’s face for some minutes.  It looked peaceful, more so than usual.  Did this mean he was happy?  Who knew about Jack Bauer.  Tony faced Jack a few minutes longer, then sat up in bed, allowing his mind to wander, not fearing fear tonight.

Last night, his head and feet had been in prison.  This morning, his feet left, but his head was still there.  This afternoon, in the diner, as he’d looked around at normal people doing normal things, his head had budged only slightly from the prison walls.  Now, now it was different.  He glanced again at the sleeping form, the face calm, not twitching in repose as Tony had often seen it.

Tony felt his head trying to catch up with his feet, felt his head recognize the need for it to be part of the whole.  And Tony wasn’t so shaky, so off balance anymore.  What had Jack said?  A transition.  Moving from there, to here, to the real world.

Then it hit him.  A light went off in Tony’s mind and illuminated Jack Bauer and this whole strange episode with a glaring clarity.  God, why had he been so dimwitted?  All the words, all of Jack’s words, made perfect sense now.  Jack was helping him because someone had once helped Jack.  “There are worse places than prison, Tony,” Jack had said to him earlier.  Jack was helping him because he knew, knew what Tony had experienced, had, somewhere, somehow, experienced it himself.

Tony leaned back his head and sighed.  It was good to be out of prison.  Good to be able to take a shower alone.  Good to be in a real bed and not a tiny metal box.  And it was good to have a friend like Jack Bauer to help him, help him get home.

