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The clock struck midnight, marking the beginning of a new year, and a new chapter in our lives. I, Jack, stood in the middle of a chaotic party, surrounded by our fellow college seniors, all celebrating the end of an era. But my mind was elsewhere, focused on the one person I had avoided all night—my best friend, Ethan.

We had been friends since freshman year, sharing countless memories and late-night study sessions. Our bond was unbreakable, but something shifted between us during the fall semester. It started with a simple joke, a playful comment about how we'd make a cute couple. We laughed it off, but deep down, I knew my feelings were becoming more complex.

As the ball dropped, signaling the new year, I felt a tap on my shoulder. I turned to find Ethan, his green eyes sparkling with mischief. "Happy New Year, Jack," he said, his breath warm on my face. Before I could respond, he leaned in, his lips brushing against mine. It was a brief kiss, but it sent a jolt through my body, igniting a fire I had tried to suppress.

I pulled away, my heart racing. "Ethan, what was that?" I asked, my voice hoarse with desire.

He grinned, his dimples deepening. "Just a friendly kiss, or so I thought. But maybe it's time we explore something more, don't you think?"

My mouth went dry as I realized he felt the same way. I had always admired Ethan's confidence, his ability to say what he wanted without hesitation. "I... I think I'd like that," I managed to say, my voice barely above a whisper.

Without waiting for further invitation, Ethan took my hand and led me out of the crowded party, our friends' cheers and laughter fading behind us. We found ourselves in the privacy of his apartment, the place we had decided to share for our final semester. The space was cozy, with a small living room dominated by a worn-out couch and a coffee table littered with textbooks and empty beer bottles.

Ethan locked the door, ensuring we wouldn't be interrupted. He turned to face me, his eyes burning with desire. "I've wanted to do this for a long time, Jack," he confessed, his voice low and husky. "I've imagined kissing you, touching you..."

I couldn't resist any longer. I closed the distance between us, my lips crashing into his. This time, the kiss was hungry, passionate. Our tongues danced, exploring each other's mouths with an urgency that surprised even me. I could taste the beer on his breath, mixed with the sweetness of his saliva.

Ethan's hands roamed over my body, his fingers tracing the contours of my chest through my shirt. I moaned into his mouth, my hands gripping his shoulders, pulling him closer. I wanted to feel every inch of his skin, to explore the body I had admired from afar for so long.

With skilled fingers, he unbuttoned my shirt, revealing my bare chest. His touch sent shivers down my spine as he traced circles around my nipples, making them harden under his attention. I arched my back, pushing my chest into his hands, silently begging for more.

Ethan dropped to his knees, his hands still roaming over my torso. "I've dreamed of this," he murmured, his breath hot against my skin. "Of having you all to myself, of tasting every inch of you."

I held my breath as his lips descended, leaving a trail of kisses down my stomach. He paused at the waistband of my jeans, his hot breath causing my erection to strain against the fabric. With nimble fingers, he unbuckled my belt and slowly pulled down my zipper, revealing the black boxer briefs I had put on earlier.

Ethan's eyes locked with mine as he gently pulled down my underwear, freeing my hard cock. It sprang forward, already glistening with pre-cum. He wrapped his hand around my shaft, giving it a few strokes, making me gasp and thrust my hips forward.

"You're so fucking gorgeous, Jack," he whispered, his voice thick with desire. "I want to suck you, taste every drop of your cum."

With that, he took me into his mouth, his lips wrapping tightly around the head of my dick. I groaned, my hands automatically gripping his hair, urging him to take more of me. He obliged, deepthroating me until his nose was buried in my pubic hair. The sensation was incredible, his warm, wet mouth enveloping me, his tongue swirling around my sensitive glans.

I looked down at the sight of my best friend on his knees, his full lips stretched around my cock. He looked up at me, his eyes half-lidded with lust, and I felt a surge of power and desire. I began to thrust my hips, fucking his face with abandon. Ethan's hands gripped my thighs, holding me in place as he sucked and slurped, his cheeks hollowing with each downward stroke.

"Oh fuck, Ethan," I panted, my eyes rolling back in pleasure. "Your mouth feels so good, suck me harder."

He complied, increasing the pace and intensity of his blows. His tongue danced along the underside of my shaft, finding my sweet spot, and sending waves of pleasure through my body. I could feel my balls tightening, my orgasm building rapidly.

"I'm gonna cum, Ethan," I warned, my voice strained. "Swallow it all, take my load."

He hummed in response, sending vibrations through my dick, and that was all it took. I exploded into his mouth, my hips jerking uncontrollably as I shot rope after rope of hot cum down his throat. Ethan swallowed eagerly, milking my sensitive cock with his lips and tongue until I was spent.

I collapsed onto the couch, my heart pounding and my body tingling with post-orgasmic bliss. Ethan sat back on his heels, a satisfied smile on his face, his lips glistening with my cum. He licked his lips, savoring the taste of my release.

"That was just the beginning, Jack," he said, his voice laced with promise. "I plan on exploring every inch of you, and I want you to do the same to me. But first..."

Ethan stood up, his eyes dark with desire. He pushed me onto my back, my ass resting on the edge of the couch. With swift movements, he pulled off my jeans and underwear, leaving me completely exposed. He knelt behind me, his hands caressing my ass cheeks, spreading them gently.

"You're so beautiful, even here," he whispered, his breath hot on my sensitive skin. "I want to taste you, prepare you for what's to come."

Before I could process his words, I felt his warm, wet tongue probing my hole, circling it gently. I gasped, my body trembling as he rimmed me, his tongue darting and flicking, driving me wild with pleasure. He explored every inch of my sensitive pucker, his fingers gently massaging my prostate through the thin membrane.

"Oh God, Ethan," I moaned, my hands gripping the couch cushions. "Your tongue feels amazing, don't stop."

He chuckled, the vibrations sending shivers through my body. "I won't, not until you're begging for my cock."

Ethan's tongue worked its magic, driving me to the brink of another orgasm. I could feel my hole clenching and relaxing around his probing tongue, desperate for more stimulation. Just when I thought I couldn't take any more, he stopped, leaving me panting and desperate.

"Please, Ethan," I begged, my voice hoarse. "I need you inside me, now."

He stood up, his eyes blazing with desire. "As you wish," he said, his voice rough with need.

Ethan positioned himself behind me, his hard cock pressing against my entrance. With one swift thrust, he impaled me, filling me completely. I cried out, my body adjusting to the sudden invasion. He paused, giving me a moment to get used to his size.

"You're so tight, Jack," he grunted, his voice strained. "But you feel incredible, like you were made for my cock."

He began to move, pulling out almost entirely before slamming back into me, his balls slapping against my ass with each thrust. The couch creaked beneath us as he pounded into me, his hands gripping my hips, holding me in place. I could feel his thick cock stretching me, hitting all the right spots, driving me wild with pleasure.

"Fuck me harder, Ethan," I demanded, my voice hoarse with lust. "Make me scream, make me yours."

Ethan complied, his movements becoming more urgent, more primal. He slammed into me with abandon, his hips meeting my ass with a loud smacking sound. I could feel his balls tightening, his cock swelling inside me, signaling his impending release.
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