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         I woke with a jerk, sweating and confused. My cock was rock-hard, sticking out of my fly. I gently pulled on the elastic band of my boxers and managed to get my dick back inside, under control again. It was six o’clock. The sun was up, and the curtains couldn’t keep the spring light outside at bay.


I’d had another erotic dream. In my dream, I was standing in the changing room, getting ready for gym class. The gym teacher was an outdoor type who’d been a second lieutenant in the army, so there were only a few of us in the class who liked it. However, in my dream, there was no gym teacher, and no one from the class either. Just one person. It was Erik. Erik, who I really liked. We got undressed and went into the shower, joking and laughing. Erik began to lather me up, and... Then I woke up. With a rock-hard erection.


It was Thursday. The first class of the day was gym. As usual, Erik stood next to me while we changed. I tried behaving normally, but it wasn’t easy after the dream I’d had.


We were going to go out into the forest and jog. Some of the others in the class talked about sneaking away to finish painting the car they were going to use for graduation but, as usual, this only ended up as talk. With the teacher leading the way, we headed towards the woods. Erik and I were almost at the back, just like always.


“Come on, Anders, let’s get out of here,” said Erik quietly and veered off the trail.

         

My heart started beating a little quicker. It wasn’t because we were running particularly fast.


“They’re probably going to Åsen,” said Erik. “And they probably won’t check to see if everyone gets there. Let’s go down to the river for a swim.”


Erik jogged on a little ahead of me, and I followed close on his heels. He must have recently had a haircut because the hairs on the back of his neck were very short. I started imagining how it would feel to run my hand over his freshly shaven neck. Nice and prickly! 


The river was no bigger than a large stream. Erik tore off his t-shirt, and I followed suit. I already knew how buff he was. That's why I couldn't help but look at him as we undressed. We were soon splashing around naked in the small pool. It wasn’t very big or deep, so it only took a few strokes to get out into the middle.


“Wonderful!” shouted Erik, splashing water at me.

         

“We should do this more often,” I said and splashed a few waves back at him.


The water was cold, but not cold enough. I hoped it would cool me down so that my feelings for Erik wouldn’t be too apparent. But my attempts proved to be in vain. I was getting a hard-on.


We soon stopped splashing around and were standing on the bottom in the middle of the pool. Our heads were barely above the water. The river looked quite strange from where we were.


All I could hear was the whistling and splashing of running water. It was idyllic, but I thought the silence was a bit oppressive, so I said to Erik, “Have you cut your hair?”


It was a strange thing to say out in the water, but Erik smiled in a way that suggested I could safely say anything to him.


“Just a trim. I didn’t think anyone would notice.”

         

We looked at each other. Smiled.


“Anders,” he said suddenly. “I like you too.”


There was no doubt about it. We laughed and waded up onto land. He had an erection just like me. Under the trees, there was enough grass so we could lie down without a rug. The temperature was nothing to write home about. We were pretty hot on each other. We kissed, and it felt so amazing in my whole body. It was what I’d wanted for ages.


Erik sat upon his knees, a leg either side of me. I felt his dick touch my stomach as he lay down on me. He had a rock-hard erection, which he pressed against me. I took hold of it and pulled the foreskin back. He did the same to me, and soon we were in the 69 position, sucking each other off.


I hoped that I was as good at sucking him off as he was at sucking me. I tried to do it as I wanted to be sucked, and he must have thought the same. First, we tried to explore a little – carefully and cautiously fumbling. I licked the underside of the tip of his penis, moving my tongue back and forward, and he did the same to me. Then he used his lips, sliding backwards and forwards over the tip of my cock, which was wet from saliva. I did the same to him.


He wriggled and whined, and I realised that he was close to coming, so I was more careful with my mouth. He understood that I wanted to wait – that I wanted more! He used his lips and his mouth magnificently at the same time as he carefully wanked me off, squeezing my ballsack with his fingertips. I felt a strong craving deep in my stomach; a craving that spread down to my crotch and into my balls and made me breath more quickly.


I squeezed my legs together. It was so good. Erik continued doing what he was doing, and it was amazing. I finally came, spraying spunk gushing into his mouth.


And for the first time in my life, I had cum in my mouth too. It smelt like the ocean and tasted like mussels. 


We lay on our backs, close to each other. The sun shone through tiny openings amidst the canopy of the trees, rustling in the breeze. It was barely audible against the rippling river.


I must have dozed off for a moment, as I came around when Erik abruptly stood up.
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