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         “I love you!”


I couldn’t believe my ears when I heard Bård say those three words as he put his hands on my shoulders and looked me straight in the eye. He had glassy, bloodshot eyes and difficulty standing still. Without a doubt, he was drunk.


I was sure it was just the drink talking. We’d been best friends since we were in third grade at junior school. Now we were in twelfth grade at upper-secondary. Bård and I had never kept any secrets from each other before, and he’d never said anything to suggest that he had gay tendencies.


On the contrary, he always talked about girls, described what he liked about them, and that he’d dated a couple. Because I knew him so well, it was pretty difficult to take what he had said seriously.


It was at a graduation party – before our results had been announced – that he’d said those three words.

         

“I think you’re pissed,” I said to him. “What if I came home with you?”

         

“Only if I get to share a bed with you,” he replied.

         

“Stop pissing about,” I said, afraid that someone from our class would hear what he said. “A night’s sleep would do you good.”


I got us a cab and practically had to shove Bård into it. We lived in a suburb about a half an hour drive from the centre of town.


I was embarrassed and blushed when Bård continued with the drunk talk in the cab, particularly because the driver heard everything and looked at us in the mirror.


“I want to suck your dick,” said Bård, and put his hand right in my crotch. “You can fuck me if you like!”


What I really wanted to do was gag him, but before we got there, Bård had thankfully fallen asleep. At my apartment, I paid the driver and carried Bård in.


It was a relief to get him inside. At least he couldn’t embarrass me anymore.


I put him on the sofa and covered him with a blanket. I felt like I needed something to drink, so I went into the kitchen and got myself a glass of milk. As I stood there, I felt myself swaying and realised that I wasn’t sober myself.


I went to the loo to pee. I managed to piss on the toilet seat and cursed my semi-erect dick. It had been a part of my body for eighteen years, and I still didn’t have complete control of it.


On my way to the bedroom, I passed Bård. I stopped for a moment and looked at him. In spite of everything, he was pretty sweet. I had to admit, I had fantasised about him. I wanted to go over and kiss him but got a grip of myself. I went into my bedroom, undressed and fell asleep fairly quickly.


It was almost midday the following morning when I awoke to discover another shock. During the night, Bård had crept into my bed and was now lying next to me. Naked! I was almost scared when I looked at him and saw him looking back at me with a hungry gaze.


“I want to have sex with you,” he whispered.

         

“No,” I replied. “You’ve already crossed the line.”


I had never seen him like this before. At the same time, he was making me excited. I could feel my dick getting harder under the duvet. I hoped that he hadn’t noticed, but he must have done so because he touched it.

         

“Have you gone crazy?” I asked. “You’re not gay, are you?”


“Yes, I am. I’ve always been gay but just haven’t dared say so before. I’d thought about telling ages you ago, but I’ve not had the courage. Not until last night. It must have been the booze that fuelled my courage. And I felt I had to see it through or it would be just put down to drunk talk, and then I’d be too much of a coward to admit the truth. I didn’t know how long it would be until I had the courage again.”


The stream of words just poured out of him, not giving me a chance to speak.

         

“I saw my chance to get closer while you were sleeping,” he continued, adding carefully. "I've wanted you for so long."


He put his hand under the duvet and carefully took hold of my stiff dick.

         

I didn’t know what to say. I was nervous and felt unsure, but I decided to just let him do what he wanted with me.

         Bård moved his lips towards the tip of my dick and carefully began sucking. He let his tongue glide lightly over it. It was so heavenly, I thought I would come at once. No girl had ever sucked me off like that before.


Soon, I couldn’t hold it any longer and shot my entire load, filling Bård’s mouth. He sucked like a god, swallowing everything.


I could hardly believe he’d swallowed it. I’d read in porn mags that some people drink cum, but I’ve never experienced anyone do that to me. They’d either stopped sucking before I came or spat it out.


“Haven’t you heard of safe sex?” I finally asked, nervous.
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