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      No one’s happy when their best friend gets divorced, and I was no exception. I wasn’t happy.

      I was fucking ecstatic.

      Of course, my situation was different than most. I had been friends with Ryan since I was thirteen, and from the very first moment he walked into my life I’d had a ridiculous crush on him.

      Ryan never gave any indication that he was even bisexual, let alone gay. The ladies loved Ryan, so more often than not he had someone on his arm, and I was relegated to just being the best friend even though I wanted to be way more.

      Ryan surprised us all by getting married right after high school to an older woman. He was absolutely enamored with her, and, at least at first, it seemed mutual. I tried my best to be happy for them both, but I couldn't help being jealous.

      As the time went on it became more and more obvious that the honeymoon period didn’t last long. Ryan complained about spending more nights sleeping in the guest room than in his own bedroom, and I’d even overheard a few furtive conversations at family events where they whisper-yelled at each other, Ryan throwing out words like “prude” and “cold fish” while his wife hissed back “oversexed” and “pervert.”

      Needless to say, things weren’t happy around his house.

      Despite it all, Ryan and I had a great relationship, and his wife never tried to come between us. I quickly realized that it wasn’t a lack of jealousy. She just didn’t care as long as she had a hot young guy on her arm.

      My junior year of college had just ended, and when I showed up back at my house, my car stuffed with the contents of my dorm room, I drove past Ryan loading up a small moving van.

      “Ryan?” I called, “Where are you going?”

      Ryan smiled, though his blue eyes looked sad, shoving the last cardboard box inside and pulling the van door closed before turning to me.

      “It’s finally over. The two of us should have called it quits ages ago, but you know how Hailey hates anything that upsets her schedule.” Disdain dripped from his lips at the last word. Hailey had always been someone who scheduled every minute of her life, and I had no doubt that extended all the way down to sex.

      Ryan shook his head. “I’m sorry, Logan, I know I shouldn’t dump all this on you with no warning. I would have told you sooner, but I didn’t want to upset you during finals.”

      I felt the familiar rush of heat flood me and how considerate Ryan had been. Even during a stressful situation like this he still thought of me first.

      “Where are you moving to?” I asked, hating the idea of him having to stay in some lonely apartment.

      “I found an apartment pretty close to school actually.” I brightened instantly at the idea of having him so close, but the thought of having to go without him for a whole summer had the next few months looking grim. Ryan didn’t seem to notice my rollercoaster mood as he finished loading a few smaller boxes on the front seat of the moving van. “Students have taken up all the one bedrooms, so I ended up with a two bedroom. Not really sure what I’ll do with the extra space.”

      “I could move in,” I blurted out.

      Ryan’s head snapped up. "Are you sure?" he asked, shocked. "I'd never ask you to do that."

      “I know you wouldn’t, Ryan,” I said, trying to think about anything other than the throbbing in my jeans. “But I’m definitely getting sick of living with the parents, and I’d love to live closer to the school this summer. Plus it has to be cheaper than the dorms.” I paused before adding, “And if I don’t come, who will take care of you?”

      Ryan pulled me into a tight hug that lingered just a bit longer than necessary. “Guess I have a new roommate then!”
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        * * *

      

      I was so screwed.

      Living with Ryan and hiding my crush had been difficult enough when things like marriage kept us apart. But now that he was divorced and we were sharing an apartment, all I could think about was how badly I wanted Ryan to fuck me.

      We were taking a break from unpacking. Ryan had brought out a six pack of beer, and I was sipping one. “I’m not going to pretend you didn’t go to any parties just because you aren’t 21,” Ryan said with a laugh. “A couple beers certainly won’t hurt.”

      I don’t know if it was the warm day and the beer or the sudden freedom, but I decided that now was the time to bring up something I’d been wondering about.

      “You broke up because of sex, didn’t you?”

      Ryan opened his mouth to protest before closing it and nodding his head. “That wasn’t the only reason, but it was a big one. I’m a very sexual guy, and she just. . . wasn’t. She wouldn’t let me fuck her for weeks, and then when she’d catch me jerking off to a video to relieve some tension, she’d call me a pervert. It got old.”

      I nodded my head, the beer giving me an excuse of lowered inhibitions. “I understand. Some people are weird like that. I think my parents and I really stopped seeing eye to eye when she found out I was having sex. It wasn’t even the gay thing, it was just the idea of me having sex with anyone seemed to freak them out.” The air in the room suddenly seemed charged, and I was acutely aware of how tight my jeans were starting to get.

      Ryan coughed, and I could see him fighting to keep from looking down. Between my legs, my dick was already hard and pulsing.

      “We should finish unpacking,” he said, jumping up and changing the subject quickly. A few minutes later, we were back to unpacking dishes, the heat simmering between us pushed aside.

      We managed to get everything unpacked, but since all my furniture was still back at the house, we only had one bed. “I can sleep on the couch tonight,” Ryan said, insisting when I tried to protest. Begrudgingly, I agreed.

      I ended up tossing and turning for half the night, half-dreaming, half-fantasizing about the fact that I was finally in Ryan’s bed. My dick was a hard rod of aching need between my legs, reminding me every time I moved how badly I wanted to feel Ryan’s hand wrap around it.

      My hand was just starting to creep underneath the waistband of the shorts I wore to sleep in when I heard a noise from the living room. I froze for an instant before desire overrode any curiousness. My fingers had just brushed the head of my cock when I heard the noise again.

      I could see light filtering faintly under my closed door, and I crept out of bed and pulled the door open slowly. With the door open the low noise I heard was a bit louder. A loud masculine moan filled the air. “That’s right, baby!” the voice said. I took a cautious step closer, still hidden in the shadows of the hallway. When I was close enough to see into the living room, the sight that greeted me had me pressing the heel of my hand against my cock to keep from coming in my shorts.

      The light in the room was the glow from Ryan’s laptop screen. The audio was low, but I could still hear the cute blond guy on the screen groaning over and over as he jacked his cock.

      Ryan was sitting on the couch, staring enraptured at the guy on the screen. His boxers were down around his knees, and his cock was in his hand.

      And what a cock it was! All I could think about was how crazy Hailey had been to let him get away. Easily eight inches and incredibly thick, Ryan had the kind of cock that would stretch all the right places.

      Without even realizing it, my hands had crept inside my shorts. My dick was rock hard, and even the lightest touch had me thrusting into my hand.

      Then something clicked in my half-asleep brain.

      The video.

      This wasn’t some girl moaning about how much she liked big dicks and how wet her pussy was. This was a man jerking off in front of a camera. There weren’t any girls in the video at all.

      Ryan liked guys.

      I stood frozen, hidden in the dark hallway. I could stay here, watch Ryan Logan off and masturbate myself, jerking myself off in the shadows while wishing the hand on my cock was his.

      Or I could be brave, risk it all, and maybe get us both what we really wanted.

      My legs were shaking as I took those last steps out into the light. I told myself it was because of how aroused I was, but I was still desperately afraid that I was about to ruin everything Ryan and I had.

      “Logan!” Ryan yelped. He slammed the laptop closed, cutting off the video mid-moan, but there was no hiding his erection. It stood up proudly, curving against his bare stomach, the end already wet with pre-come.

      “I can’t imagine letting a cock like that go to waste,” I purred.

      The dreamlike feeling of the night made us both bold. Ryan smirked, his hand wrapping back around his length and stroking it lazily. “I wish more people thought like you.” He paused, his eyes hungry.

      “I’d fuck that cock whenever I had the chance,” I said, not taking my eyes off his massive member. “I’d just climb on and ride it. Or I’d let you bend me over the couch and fuck me until I can’t walk.”

      Ryan’s hand had gone still on his cock. I saw him tighten his grip on the base, holding back even as his hips bucked upwards. "How hard are you?"

      “Why don’t you see for yourself.”

      I pushed my shorts down and kicked them away before taking the last step. I was standing between Ryan’s spread legs. He let go of his cock and reached up to wrap his hand around my erection, pumping agonizingly slowly as he got used to the feeling of my cock in his hand.

      “So hard,” he moaned, still stroking me slowly but not doing anything more, drawing me deeper and deeper into that state of abject want that made all the rules just fly out of the window.

      He swept his index finger across the head of my cock, coating it with the pre-come that had already pooled there. Then he brought that finger lower, spreading my cheeks and pressing the slick digit against my ass.

      Then all at once, he pushed a finger in, and my knees buckled.

      “Oh fuck,” I groaned. Ryan chuckled as he pushed the digit deeper inside me, fucking me with it in those same slow, teasing strokes that did more to frustrate me than bring me to completion.

      “Ryan,” I sobbed, reaching for him and begging him to pull me closer, to spread me apart and fuck me the way I’d been fantasizing about for years.

      Instead, Ryan kept one hand on my hip, holding me back as he slipped his finger out of me. He pulled away for a moment to grab the mini bottle of lube that I hadn’t even noticed sitting next to the laptop.

      He squirted a generous amount on his fingers, and then they were back. This time two of them eased into me, widening and stretching the inner walls, getting me ready for that amazing cock. I rocked my hips against his hand, trying to force him into a faster pace, but Ryan still held me back.

      His hand crept upward, trailing soft touches up hips and getting dangerously close to my cock without ever touching it. Every touch felt incredible, but it was still teasing and playing. It wasn’t enough.

      I pushed against him, trying to draw him in the direction of the bedroom or at least the couch. At this point, I would have settled for the kitchen floor.

      Ryan didn’t budge an inch. Pushing against him was like fighting with a mountain. “What do you want?” he whispered into my hair. “Anything you want, just ask for it.”

      “You know exactly what I want, Ryan.” I couldn’t explain the sudden shyness that flooded me. Naked and trembling with his fingers in my ass, somehow speaking the words out loud into the darkness of the room when it wasn't just idle flirtation, and my attempt at seduction made it real.

      I wasn’t just playing anymore, lustfully staring at Ryan from darkened hallways and wanting. I was asking my best friend- telling him to fuck me.

      But I was kidding myself if I thought there was any backing out now. Even if I walked away and we tried to blame it on raging hormones and our new living situation, there's no way our relationship could ever go back to what it had been. Not when Ryan knew had already fucked me with his fingers, and I knew how his fingers felt pressing inside me.

      And I didn’t want to back out. Not even the littlest bit.

      "Fuck me," I said, my voice clear and loud in the quiet room. Almost as an afterthought, I added, "Ryan."

      Ryan groaned, and between his legs, I saw his cock twitch, his erection still standing up proudly like a telephone pole. I was so hard that I was amazed I had any blood left in the rest of my body. And finally, Ryan wrapped his hand around my erection.

      The slow little touches gave way to something firmer, his grip tightening as he sped up his movements, every touch feeling like lightning radiating out from my body. I expected him to back off again, to keep teasing and taunting me with the promise of orgasm until I went crazy.

      Instead, he doubled down on the pressure and my knees gave out as I came. My come spurted all over my stomach as my ass was clenching around those two fingers, still pumping inside me, giving me a taste of what was next.

      Ryan’s free hand swooped down under my ass, keeping me from falling as pleasure turned my muscles to jelly. He scooped me up and carried me into the bedroom, his hand between my legs never pausing as he stroked me through my first orgasm of the night.

      He sat me down gently on the king sized bed we spent an hour wrestling with in the stairwell. He fingers left me, and I whimpered at how empty I felt without them inside me. Far from being satisfied, all that first orgasm did was make me desperate and hungry for more. I wanted his mouth and his tongue. I wanted his cock.

      I wanted Ryan.

      He knelt on the edge of the bed, the dim light filtering in from the streetlights leaving his face half in shadow.

      “Come on,” I whispered, not wanting to give him the chance to hesitate. I’m starving in the darkness, and he’s the only thing that can fill me up. “Come here, Ryan. I need you.”

      Ryan crawled forward, shifting his weight so that he was on top of me, skin against skin, nothing but breath and heat and shadows between us. I felt the tip of him pressed against my ass. I hadn’t even noticed him grabbing the lube, but his cock was slippery where it rested against my hole.

      I reached between us, my hand wrapping around the thick length of his cock and positioned him. The head jutted against my opening, just easing inside.

      “Fuck,” Ryan breathed, the word leaving his lips in one long, drawn-out exhale. "You're so tight."

      Even as open as I was, my ass relaxed by an orgasm and by Ryan’s fingers, I could feel his thick organ stretching me. I clutched at his shoulders, my fingers digging into the hard muscle as he pressed inside. I arched my hips, relishing that deep, sweet burn as Ryan pushed in inch by inch.

      “Don’t stop,” I murmured. “Don’t ever stop.”

      Ryan braced most of his weight on his elbows, holding himself up, and we both hissed when he came to rest fully inside me. I felt his heavy balls brush the curve of my ass, and I could hardly breathe. I’ve never felt this full, never felt so fully and perfectly fucked as I did at that moment.

      Ryan leaned down to kiss me, his tongue tracing the contours of my lips, and I almost laughed at the realization that our first kiss didn’t happen until Ryan was already balls deep inside my ass.

      I sat up, keeping Ryan’s cock still inside me as I scooted upward before flipping out positions. Ryan sprawled flat on his back, and I straddled him and started to ride.

      Ryan took hold of my hips as I rested my hands on his chest, using the leverage to start a slow up and down. I watched his erection as it slid in and out of me, my ass cheeks hugging the thick, veined shaft. He glistened with the thick lube even in the faint light of the room, and the wet sounds of our movement filled the room.

      A gasp caught in my throat, and it was almost too much. I’d already come, the sticky evidence was all over my chest, but Ryan’s cock was brushing against my prostate with every thrust, the pleasure so intense it was almost painful. I was quickly learning that every other cock I’d ever ridden was a pale imitation of Ryan’s.

      I picked up my pace, the languid up and down giving way to a faster bounce, the sound slick sound of our joining getting louder. I barely heard it over my own breathing, as I fought to choke down the air I needed.

      “Ryan!” I hiccupped, the jarring upward thrusts punctuating every word. The heat low in my belly grew, and I felt myself hanging right on the edge.

      “You going to come again for me, Logan?” Ryan purred, jerking his hips upward hard enough to lift me all the way off the bed. “Squeeze my dick with that tight ass, baby.”

      I let out a loud groan as my ass tightened, squeezing Ryan’s cock in a vice grip as the stimulation on my prostate made me feel like I was coming again. Ryan grunted beneath me, the squeezing of my ass tightening even more around his cock threatening to end everything way sooner than he wanted.

      I never expected Ryan to be a two-pump chump, and even lightheaded from coming twice in a few minutes, I still wanted more. I barely realized what happened in the few dizzy, blinding moments until Ryan switched our places again. I was once again flat on my back, and Ryan started fucking me like the world was about to end.

      He drove all the air from my body and left me gasping, every space inside me filled with him. His cock. His touch. His hand slid under my ass again, lifting me up as he sat back on his heels, the new position letting me melt even deeper onto him.

      My ankles locked behind his bucking hips as he drove into me, and I clawed into his shoulder. I thanked the timing that let me drive up just before he left, I thanked my impulsive, crazy idea to follow him here. I thanked the relentless crush that made me never stop wanting this.

      “Ryan,” I babbled, coherent thought long gone. “Oh fuck, Ryan, yes!”

      His hot breath ghosted over my neck, nipping at the sensitive skin there, and in another moment we were back flat on the bed, Ryan’s thrusts starting to grow erratic and wild, the taut muscles under my fingers bunching and twisting as he fucked me harder and harder, the bed we put together creaking under our movements.

      I threw my head back into the mattress, the pillows having ended up on the floor ages ago, and some tiny part of my brain hoped the walls in this building were thick as I cried out in bliss as I lost it entirely.

      Ryan managed to hold out for another two hard thrusts, but then I felt the rush of warmth inside me as he came, his seed coating my ass.

      “Logan,” Ryan whispered, his voice ragged and blown out. He repeated my name again, as though any other words had been kicked out of the bed.

      “Ryan,” I answered. There was nothing else either of us needed to say.

      And then, at least, we both fell asleep wrapped around each other.
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        * * *

      

      I woke to the delicious smell of hot coffee filling the room. I could hear Ryan moving around in the kitchen. I smiled, the pleasant ache as I sat up reminding me of just what we’d done last night.

      Not that there was any danger of me forgetting.

      My overnight bag was still out in the living room, so I walked out of the room completely naked, the bright light streaming in through the windows guaranteeing Ryan was going to get an eyeful.

      “Fuck Logan,” Ryan growled, almost spilling his cup of coffee when he caught sight of me. He regained his steadiness a moment later and handed me the takeout coffee cup, watching me as I sipped the warm, creamy flavor of the latte.

      I had been planning on grabbing some clothes from my bag and getting dressed, but Ryan’s reaction had me discarding that idea. It had been so dark in the apartment last night that neither of us really had had much of a chance to just enjoy looking at each other.

      Considering that I fully intended to get Ryan naked and enjoy my own show in a few minutes, I didn’t see any reason why I shouldn’t let him get an eyeful now.

      I took my coffee and headed down to the couch, sitting on the comfortable surface and leaning back. I'd been half-hard when I woke up, and I could already feel my cock thickening to full mast, just from being so close to Ryan.

      “See something you like?” I asked, taking another sip of my coffee. I brought my hand to my chest, pinching and squeezing my nipple. I’d always had incredibly sensitive nipples for a guy, and my breath caught at my own touch there.

      I opened my legs a bit wider, letting Ryan see everything.

      “I saw the video you were watching last night, Ryan,” I said. I sat my cup down on the coffee table and brought my other hand between my legs, wrapping it around my length. “I thought you might like to see it live.”

      Ryan sat down in the recliner across from the couch. I could see his erection stretching the front of his pajama pants, the soft cotton unable to hide that growing bulge.

      “What do you want, Ryan?” I asked, my teasing voice echoing his demands from last night.

      Ryan’s fingers were digging into his thighs as he held himself back from touching his own cock. I shivered at that thought. I could only imagine the plans he had for that erection.

      “Spread your legs,” he ordered. “Wide. Slide down the couch a bit. I want to see that tight hole I fucked while you jerk yourself off.”

      I opened my legs, letting Ryan see just where he’d fucked me last night, my rim still a bit puffy from the hard fucking.

      “Make yourself come for me. I want to see what you’d do to yourself at night when you were thinking of me.”

      I smiled. I certainly had plenty of practice getting myself off while imagining my fingers belonged to Ryan.

      I wrapped my hand around my length and started to slowly Logan myself.

      “Ryan,” I moaned, calling up my favorite fantasy. “Oh Ryan, we shouldn’t. What if we get caught by your wife?”

      “I don’t care if we get caught,” Ryan purred, unwittingly saying his part in my recurring fantasy. “Her pussy never made me as hard as thinking about your cock did. All I can do is think about is fucking that tight ass, and now when I walk in and see you touching yourself and saying my name. . . how can I not want to try that ass for myself?”

      “Yes, Ryan!” I added speeding up my hand even more. I brought my free hand down between my legs to press against my rim, that little bit of a stretch from lack of lube letting me pretend it was Ryan’s fingers inside me and not just my own. “I want you to touch me there.”

      Across from me, Ryan had given up on holding back. Once again, his pants were shoved down to his knees, and his cock was in his hand.

      The gasping of my breath as the pleasure built was almost hidden completely by the slap of Ryan’s hand on his cock. I moved even faster, the intensity building more and more. “Ryan Ryan Ryan,” I cried, feeling that I was getting close to coming.

      “That’s right, Logan. Come for me!”

      I yelped as I came, the pleasure flooding through me as I spurted my come all over my chest and stomach, painting my skin with white lines.

      I was still shaking in the aftershocks when I realized that I wanted Ryan’s cock in my mouth. Ryan was jacking his cock furiously, and I knew he was racing towards orgasm himself, but all I could think of was wrapping my lips around that delicious erection.

      My legs nearly gave out when I stood up, but I managed to wobble the few feet to where Ryan sat. His hand had stilled on his cock when I stood up, and when I dropped to my knees in from of him, I batted it away.

      Kneeling between his legs, Ryan’s cock looked even bigger. It rose up before me, red and hard, a pearly bead of pre-come already gathered at the head. I wrapped my hand around the shaft, tipping it towards me just a bit and licking the pre-come. I moaned at the salty, musky, male taste that filled my mouth.

      “Have you thought about me sucking your cock before?” I purred, slowly jacking his cock, twisting my hand as I reached the head before sliding it back down to the base. “Did you think about stretching my lips with this big, hard dick?”

      “Every single time you wore that fucking chapstick,” Ryan ground out, his hips bucking against my hand. “You’d rub that stuff on your lips, and all I could think of was how badly I wanted to fuck both of those holes.”

      I smirked and stood up, letting go of Ryan’s cock just long enough to grab my overnight bag from behind the couch. The tube of chapstick was nothing special, just your basic lip balm, but Ryan watched with hunger as I smeared it on my lips.

      “Like this?” I asked, enunciating every word with my slick mouth.

      “Yes,” Ryan said, “Please, Logan, suck my cock.”

      "Of course, Ryan!" I wrapped my lips around the head, knowing that I'd leave shiny smears along the shaft and loving the idea of leaving my mark, however temporary, on Ryan’s cock. I slowly eased myself down, taking him in inch by inch.

      I choked a bit when I felt the head hit the back of my throat, but I kept going until I felt my lips press against the wiry dark hair at the base of Ryan’s cock. I moaned loudly, the vibration of my throat humming around his cock.

      “The way you look right now,” Ryan murmured, his eyes meeting mine as I looked up. “Those lips stretched so wide around my cock. . . fuck!”

      I lifted myself off just as slowly, taking my time for that first go, letting Ryan think that all he was getting was this slow tease. When his cock slipped out of my mouth with a pop, I rested the head against my lips just for a moment, flicking my tongue out to trace the slit before swallowing him down again.

      Thanking every sex tips article I’d ever read, I started bobbing my head up and down, keeping a suction on Ryan’s cock that made his eyes cross. Between his legs, my free hand was massaging his balls, stroking and gently tugging on the sensitive sac.

      The salty taste was growing stronger in my mouth as Ryan’s cock freely poured out pre-come, and I knew he was close. After my little show earlier, he couldn’t hold back forever.

      On the next upstroke, I paused, just the head in my mouth, and I sucked hard while tonguing the sensitive underside of his dick. Ryan yelled something unintelligible, and his hips snapped up, forcing more of his cock into my mouth as he came, his salty come flooding my mouth.

      I swallowed as quickly as I could, but a few drops still managed to escape my lips and roll down my chin, leaving pearly white smears across my face. I sucked him more gently through the aftershocks, enjoying the last drops of his essence.

      When I lifted up my head, and his cock slipped out of my lips, Ryan reached down and pulled me up onto his lap, kissing me hard before adding, "give us both a couple hours to recover and then I'll return the favor."

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Ryan was true to his word.

      Neither of us bothered getting dressed to leave the apartment. Ryan threw his pajama pants and a t-shirt on, and I grabbed another of his shirts, oversized enough that it hung to my knees. Then I found myself digging through the fridge and trying to piece together breakfast out of the random snack foods we had picked up from the gas station across the street. Bruised gas station bananas and day old donuts might not be the most balanced breakfast, but they'd do in a pinch.

      I was leaning against the sink, my mind a million miles away when Ryan said my name.

      “Logan.”

      I glanced up, and the look of utter hunger that Ryan fixed me with had heat pooling in my belly almost instantly. Breakfast and unpacking and everything else we had to deal with all disappeared at that look.

      Ryan stalked towards me, pausing to stare with that naked desire again before sliding down to his knees.

      “A promise is a promise,” he murmured.

      Ryan’s hands traveled the length of my legs, kneading and caressing the sore muscles, and I was already grateful for the solid pressure of the countertop holding me up.

      Soon his lips trace the same path as my hands, teasing nips along the inside of my thigh that moved higher and higher with every pass before he finally drew the hem of the oversized t-shirt up over my thighs, baring my already hardening cock to him.

      Ryan lifted my foot up, easing my leg to the side to open me wider to him before nosing at the crease of my thigh. I can't resist one of my hands drifting lower, tangling in his soft, golden hair. The other hand maintained a death grip on the counter.

      I tightened my grip on Ryan’s hair, urging him closer to where I desperately want him. He chuckled, the puff of air warm against my the head of my cock, and for a moment he doesn’t move, holding out the moment.

      Then he wrapped his lips around the head, sucking hard to draw me to a full erection so quickly that I felt light-headed. If wasn’t pinned between him and the counter, I would have collapsed.

      My back arched, my toes curling at the blissful things Ryan’s tongue was doing to my cock. Every movement sets my nerves on fire as Ryan runs the tip of his tongue on circles over the head before sinking down slowly, taking me into his throat.

      The neighbors hadn’t complained yet, so I don’t bother trying to hold back the gaps and moans that Ryan’s talented tongue rips from me.

      “Ryan!” I keened as he closed his mouth finally reaches the base of my cock, the pressure drawing me closer and closer to the edge.

      Of course, he instantly pulled back, swirling his tongue over the head before taking me deep again. Humming softly so that the vibration buzzed over my skin. Ryan switched back and forth, dancing me closer and closer to the edge but still drawing back before I can reach my release.

      Sweat had sprung out across my face, and my thighs were quaking with the effort of holding me upright when Ryan finally decided to be merciful. The tiniest scrape of his teeth against my shaft had me shuddering, but it's the sound of Ryan’s moans and the pleasure he was getting from sucking my cock that finally sent me over the edge.

      I yanked hard enough on his hair that it had to hurt, but Ryan didn’t even seem to notice. His strong hands stayed splayed across my hips, holding me upright as the world whited out around me and I filled his mouth with my come.

      When I came back to myself, I was still gasping, trying to suck in air like a drowning victim, my nerve ending still firing with aftershocks of pleasure.

      Ryan swallowed and stood up, and I kissed him clumsily, the salty taste of my come still coating his lips and tongue. Before I could do anything else, Ryan lifted me up, slinging me over his shoulder in a fireman’s hold and carrying me to the bedroom.

      “Ryan!” I yelled, laughing wildly as he dropped me gently to the bed, the soft mattress welcoming us both.

      I reached up and ran my hand over the bulge stretching the front of Ryan’s pajama pants. He groaned and pushed his erection into my hand. My hand followed the trail upward, reaching up to scratch across his abs. The muscles contracted under my touch.

      Both of Ryan’s arms were busy holding himself above me, so I had free rein to touch him, and I took full advantage of the situation, trailing my hands along his sides and up underneath the t-shirt he wore.

      I drew him down into a kiss, my fingers sliding along the edge of his jaw and feeling the scratch of stubble there.

      I hooked one of my legs around Ryan’s hips, pulling him down against me, groaning at the sensation his length pressing against me, impeded by the layer of fabric.

      “Why are you still wearing clothes?” I gasped.

      “Easily fixed,” Ryan replied, sitting up just enough to pull his shirt over his head. An instant later I was tugging on his pants, yanking the soft cotton over his hips. He wiggled out of them and kicked them away, leaving both of us naked.

      Ryan’s hands never stayed still for a moment, running over my chest, and I couldn’t blame him. My own fingers were eager for as much contact as possible, running over his back before gripping his shoulders.

      "Ryan," I growled, and the forcefulness in my voice surprises me. After all the flirting and touching and tasting this morning, I was desperate for the main event. I wanted to feel Ryan’s cock inside me in the bright light of day when neither of us could pretend this was just two people seeking comfort in the dark.

      Ryan didn’t say anything else. He rolled me over and lifted my hips up, pulling me so that I was on my hands and knees. I heard the soft clicking noise of the bottle of lube opening, and a moment later I felt the slick length of his cock press against my hole. He paused for a moment before pushing inside.

      I groaned at the delicious feeling of fullness as he sheathed himself in my ass. Ryan kept the pace leisurely at first. We’d both come already this morning, so the blinding need to come RIGHT NOW wasn’t there, so we could relax and just enough the slow drag of his cock against my inner walls. My own hips bucked backward to meet him, the rhythm building steadily between the two of us.

      Ryan angled his hips just enough to hit that perfect spot inside me. As his cock brushed my prostate, I dug my fingers even harder into the mattress.

      Slow and languid started to give way to faster and more frantic as the need built between us.

      The pleasure from Ryan’s cock hitting my prostate started all the way at my toes and twisted up my body as I shuddered around him, my inner muscles contacting around Ryan’s cock like a fist as I almost blacked out. A moment later, Ryan gasped out my name, and I felt the flood of heat as his seed filled my ass.

      Ryan tried his best not to collapse on top of me, but both of us were so wrung out that his trembling muscles lost the battle. I pulled him down on top of me, his full weight feeling warm and comforting even with my face pressed into the mattress.
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